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Mortal Illness



This story is set during the first year that Tindómë lived with the Elves in Lothlorien.





She sneezed. No big…She sneezed again.




Two pairs of worried looking blue eyes swivelled her way.




“Tindómë, what is wrong?” Rumil asked.




“Uh…dust?” she replied.




“I do not think there is anything in the talan to discomfort your breathing,” Orophin said slowly. “Neither of us is sneezing…”




Oh! So elves actually did sneeze if the air was dusty? That would account for them carrying handkerchiefs…




She sneezed again.




The two elves looked decidedly worried.




“Maybe I’ve caught a cold?” she suggested.




They looked at her blankly.




“Uh—an illness, uh, mortals get sometimes…” 




“I will go for a healer.” Rumil was on his feet.




“Miriel,” Orophin said to his brother’s departing back, “she has been to Imladris, she may have knowledge of mortal illness.”




“Mortal illness?” Tindómë giggled. “It’s really not that bad, honestly…oh! I guess you didn’t mean what ‘mortally ill’ means to me…”




She tried to explain, between sneezes, what a ‘mortal illness’ meant to actual mortals…by the time she managed to convince Orophin that she really wasn’t in danger of dying, Rumil had returned with an elleth at his heels.




By now Tindómë’s eyes felt uncomfortable and she thought her throat might be just a little sore. Red eyes, red nose, and a croak; so not a good image when Rumil was just back in Caras Galadhon from his tour of duty ‘on the fences’.




The elleth introduced herself and continued, “So you are the young peredhel, not fully grown…your body is doubtless still in transition towards full immortality.”




She placed the back of her hand on Tindómë’s forehead briefly, looked at her eyes, down her throat, placed her fingers briefly on the middle of Tindómë’s back as she breathed, and then turned to the two males.




“I am sure…Tindómë…is right. She is suffering from the minor illness known to men as a ‘cold’; although, if ignored, it can cause mortals to become quite ill. But I know how best to treat it—Master Elrond, himself, taught me.”




Rumil and Orophin looked slightly less worried.




“Stay in the same temperature, keep warm, rest,” Miriel instructed, “and I will make a warm tisane, and some soothing syrup, as you will doubtless develop a sore throat.”




She looked around her and then spoke to the two ellyn. “Best that she does not go out into the night air to return to her own talan. You two can share a bed.”




Sadly Tindómë realised Miriel meant Orophin and Rumil…




In no time, it seemed, she was propped on pillows in Rumil’s bed, sipping a warm drink, two ellyn at her beck and call.




Plied with soft fruit dishes and tasty soups to prevent hurting her throat further, encouraged to sleep, entertained when awake; it really was worth the discomfort…




There were occasions, in later years, when Tindómë sometimes looked back on that ‘mortal illness’ fondly as she wished she could retire to her bed and be cosseted for a day or two…




Starlight Bathing, or The First Time...



Downloaded From: Starlight Bathing



Chapter One



“We could go starlight bathing…”  Rumil’s voice was soft; his mouth almost touched Tindómë’s ear.







The first time Tindómë had heard the phrase ‘starlight bathing’ had been on her journey to Lothlorien from Minas Tirith.  The elves had ridden in company with the Rohirrim, who were escorting Théoden King’s body back to its final resting place at Edoras, in a large cavalcade.




On the last night before arriving at Edoras word passed through the elven encampment that they would stay to bathe the next morning whilst the Rohirrim, and the Gondorians who travelled with them, rode on towards Edoras.  The Men had been shocked at the idea of both male and female elves bathing in the open.  That was why the elves had decided to delay until the others rode on rather than bathing the evening before.  They valued cleanliness but this last chance to bathe in a running stream, before they set up camp at Edoras, was as much a pleasure as a necessity.




Legolas sought out Tindómë to talk to her about the plans.  “The two kings, Gandalf, the hobbits and the Éorlingas will arrive in state with the body of Théoden…the elves will arrive, clean, some little time later,” he said, smiling slightly.




“If you do not feel that you can undress and wash in the stream with us you can simply stay here at the campsite—Gimli will await me, but stay staunchly as far away from any chance of glimpsing naked elven flesh as possible!  He is quite shocked to think that The Lady would bare her all in a stream—and would doubtless die of embarrassment should he inadvertently witness the event.”




Tindómë raised her eyebrows.  “Even Lady Galadriel washes in the stream?”




“No elf would choose a small bowl of water in a tent when there is a running river,” Legolas replied, with a slight shrug of his shoulders, “but they would understand if that was your preference.”




It was over four months since Dawn Summers had fallen down the Sunnydale Hellmouth, as she used her powers as The Key to close it, and arrived in Middle Earth.  It was almost six weeks since she had changed her name to Tindómë, and she was fairly sure now that she was here to stay; there was no way back to California, she believed, and, even if there had been, she didn’t really want to go.  As her life was to be amongst the elves she had better adapt to their lifestyle as soon as she could—and it seemed that included communal bathing.  If Lady Galadriel was willing to strip and bathe in public, well, then Tindómë could cope too.




“If I don’t bathe I will smell, and none of you will want me to ride with you,” she pointed out, “and hey, it’s summer, I totally won’t freeze.  I’ll be there with everyone else.”  




“Nethig,” Legolas said, “you really are a brave little warrior—I know how hard it was to be one elf amongst mortals—you are doing so well at adapting to life amongst elves when you are not even from our world.”




Later that night Tindómë woke to hear quiet voices talking in Sindarin; Orophin and Rumil, as close to her as they usually were.  She had learned a lot of the language by now, they were using fairly simple words, and so she could follow most of the conversation.




“Will it be better for you, my brother,” Orophin was asking, “to bathe at the same time as Tindómë, or better to stand guard?”




“It matters not,” Rumil replied, “I am not an elfling, and we are not talking about starlight bathing.”




Tindómë rather hoped that Rumil would bathe at the same time.  She fell asleep wondering about the way he had said ‘starlight bathing’.







Boroniel, one of the fairly small number of ellyth that had accompanied Lord Celeborn and Lady Galadriel to Minas Tirith, was already becoming a friend.  In fact it seemed Galadriel had brought her specifically because she spoke good Common and could talk with Tindómë.  She arrived as Tindómë was finishing breakfast to walk to the river with her.




Tindómë was still a little worried about being around a lot of naked elves—more worried than she was about being naked around a lot of elves, in fact.  She wasn’t sure if she could behave naturally without staring.  What the fuck—she was afraid that if she behaved naturally she would be likely to stare a lot!




When they got to the river Boroniel put down her drying cloth on the grass, casually stripped her clothes off, and laid them on the cloth.  There were already about a dozen elves in the water, mostly male, and they didn’t seem to be taking any notice of Tindómë and Boroniel; Tindómë undressed as casually as she could.




Oddly enough she found that her eyes were drawn less to the, uh, male parts of the ellyn than to their hair.  All had their hair loose, some with it already wet and clinging to their shoulders and backs; a couple had not got around to washing it yet.  It struck Tindómë that it was the first time she had seen an ellon with loose hair; somehow, without their braids, the males looked strangely vulnerable.




The light glinted on the ripples, left by braids, which ran through the otherwise straight hair of a couple of blond elves whose backs were to the bank—Tindómë was fascinated.  One of the two turned as someone spoke to him, and cheerfully called out “Good morning, nethig, it is a perfect day to enjoy the water and the sunshine!”  




Without his usual Mirkwood braid down his back she had not recognised Legolas!  She wondered for a minute if one of the others whose faces she couldn’t see was Rumil, but she was pretty sure she would have known if he was there, just as she always knew if he was near-by when she woke.




They had chosen a place in the stream where the water formed a fairly deep pool—Legolas was in up to his hips—Tindómë was quite glad.  Then with no warning he suddenly flailed for a moment and disappeared under the water, to surface within seconds and dive back under the water, much to the amusement of those around him.  It took Tindómë a little while to realise that another elf had swum under him and pulled him down by the legs. 




By now Tindómë and Boroniel were in the water up to their own thighs and no one really seemed to be taking any notice.  There was much laughter and splashing going on where Legolas and his attacker had surfaced and, as Tindómë recognised the other elf as Orophin, Boroniel said ‘Males!’ sounding so much like Buffy that it brought a lump to Tindómë’s throat.




As they soaped themselves, and washed their hair, Tindómë was able to casually observe the naked elven flesh around her.  If Boroniel and the other two ellyth in the river were typical then they had smaller breasts than Tindómë, although her own were only just a C-cup, and they had less pronounced waists.  




The males all had slim but well muscled bodies—not really surprising, she thought, as most of these were warriors who practiced day in day out with bows and swords—and when she let her eyes drift gently downwards it was pretty clear that the cold water had no effect on the elven male genitalia!




Tindómë had to admit that she had very little personal experience of naked men but, back in Sunnydale, Janice had had a couple of old copies of ‘Playgirl’ and they had studied them carefully.  They were well aware that the guys who modelled for the nude photos would not be under-sized; and so they were more likely, in real life, to meet smaller penises rather than larger ones.  Well, all Tindómë could think was that elven males all seemed to be fairly much in Playgirl proportions for their well-over six feet height and she hoped, when the time finally came, that she would be able to cope!




Surreptitious glances around answered a couple of the other questions she had about elven bodies too.  Ellyn all had chests as hair-free as their faces, their arms and legs had only the same fine golden fuzz that a human pre-pubescent blonde girl might have.  This was true even for the brown or black haired elves.  Boroniel had even finer golden fuzz on arms and legs.  Armpits seemed to be hairless too.  Tindómë wondered if she could get hold of a razor easily because otherwise she was going to look gross and very out of place.  As for the, uh, other body hair, both males and females appeared to have a small tuft to match their head hair—in that respect she wouldn’t look too out of place.




As Tindómë was considering that the mixed bathing was informative, as well as quite pleasurable, Boroniel broke into her train of thought.  “I am afraid, Tindómë, that some of elves are being rather rude and are taking advantage to study your body.”




Tindómë raised slightly startled eyes to her new friend; she hadn’t noticed any stares, either from those in the water, or those on the bank.




“They have never seen a naked mannish female, most have never seen a naked man,” Boroniel said, “I think they wonder if you will be covered in hair…”




Almost to her own surprise Tindómë burst out laughing instead of being embarrassed.  What was it Spike had once said?  ‘What’s sauce for the goose is sauce for the gander.’




“Should I just do a couple of slow turns so that they can all look at once?” she asked.  “I hope they haven’t been making bets with Orophin and Rumil because they would so win—they’ve seen all of me already!”




Boroniel laughed then, looking slightly relieved that Tindómë had not been shocked or upset, and said “No, you don’t need to do a turn or two—but you would be entitled to stare back…”




“Don’t worry,” came the answer, “I already have, just not obviously!”




As they sat on the bank, letting the warm breeze dry their hair,  Legolas approached; now wearing his ‘towel’ like a sarong and looking, Tindómë thought, very like a surfer dude.   




“What was the joke, nethig?” he asked.




“Girl stuff!” Tindómë answered, and he learnt no more.




Before Tindómë and Boroniel made their way back to the camp, to finish packing their washing stuff away, another group of elves approached, with Lord Elrond and his sons in the midst of it, and Lord Celeborn and Lady Galadriel a little further back.  




Just as Tindómë was thinking that the Els looked somewhat subdued, compared with the other ellyn, Boroniel said “It is a sad day for my Lady’s family; they will get less joy from bathing today than usual.  Arwen rode with her husband and was counted amongst the Men, rather than amongst the elves.”




‘Of course’, Tindómë thought, ‘it would not be seemly for the Queen of Gondor to be seen baring as much as an ankle in the presence of males, even her brothers.  Poor elves—they lose Arwen and gain me.  I’m not sure they’d look at it as a fair swap…’







“We could go starlight bathing…”  Rumil’s voice was soft; his mouth almost touched Tindómë’s ear.







The first time Tindómë went bathing with Rumil was some months after she arrived in Caras Galadhon.  




Rumil and Orophin had returned to their work as wardens; away from the city, on patrol at the borders of Lothlorien, for weeks at a time.  Although there was now less danger, and so fewer wardens needed ‘on the fences’, there were also fewer wardens to patrol—Galadhrim casualties at Helm’s Deep and Dol Guldur together had numbered well into the hundreds; Rumil and Orophin were by no means the only ones mourning lost family members.




Lord Celeborn himself had started to tutor Tindómë.  Together they studied Sindarin, reading tengwar (the elven alphabet), the history of Middle Earth, and elven culture.  Celeborn was a patient and interesting teacher, he found this role enjoyable as there had been no young elves for him to pass his knowledge on to for some years, and Tindómë was an interested pupil who learnt quickly and easily.




They were in his study deep in discussion about Morgoth, known to Tindómë as The First in her time as Dawn, when Rumil arrived with a message from the new March Warden.




Celeborn took the message from him and told Tindómë to take the rest of the day off.  She could spend some time with Rumil after he’d finished giving his oral report.




Rumil looked down at his tunic.  It was stained with orc blood, Tindómë noticed with surprise, and Rumil grimaced.  “I stink,” he said.  “Could you please fetch my bathing things, and a clean tunic, for me while I talk to my Lord?  We can bathe together before we do anything else.”




Tindómë glanced at Lord Celeborn to see if he was going to object to them bathing together, knowing of their attraction and Tindómë’s under-age status, but he simply nodded and suggested that the two should meet at one of the bathing pools.







A couple of Caras Galadhon’s bathing pools had water supplied by hot springs; not surprising, Tindómë thought, as there was at least one big volcano within a few hundred miles.  She was glad of the warm water—elves might not mind the cold but The Key did.




Rumil managed to look at some point in the middle distance as Tindómë undressed even though he had washed her, and even changed her urine-soaked clothes, when she had been unconscious in the spring.  




‘Hmm’, she thought, ‘not quite so sure that ‘it matters not’ as you’d like people to think, eh?’




As he was carefully not looking at her she was able to watch him undress without catching his eyes.  By now she had seen a number of naked ellyn bathing, but she hadn’t seen this one before, and he was the one that counted!




Really he looked as she knew he would; pretty much the same as most of the warriors.  Well over six foot tall, broader shoulders than some, smooth skin with no scars, only body hair a small blond nest at the base of his…bummer, she didn’t know the Sindarin for that bit of an ellon yet.  Hmm—was it the sort of thing to ask Lord Celeborn?  Maybe not!  She would ask Boroniel or Eriathwen.  Anyway, a small tuft of blond hair at the base of his dick, just where it might tickle your nose if you were to…




Odd, she thought, when she had read about ‘giving head’ or ‘oral sex’ in the Sex Ed book, or the Playgirls, it had sounded totally icky but now she was happily considering doing it with Rumil and wondering if it would tickle!




Just as that thought crossed her mind she realised that Rumil was watching her watching him. Total bummer!  She decided to brazen it out, looked up from his private parts to his face, raised an eyebrow and then dived into the pool.




In the pool they chatted about the small band of orcs his patrol had encountered and destroyed, Tindómë’s lessons, the ellon who had been hitting on Eriathwen; everyday stuff.




They got out and dressed, continuing the conversation casually, and Tindómë realised it was another step on her road to elven integration.







“We could go starlight bathing…”  Rumil’s voice was soft; his mouth almost touched Tindómë’s ear.







The first time Tindómë understood what starlight bathing meant was when Eriathwen explained it to her a few months after she arrived in Caras Galadhon.




“Boroniel is in her bedroom stitching new trimmings to her blue dress,” Eriathwen said as Tindómë came into the talan the three shared.  “She has finally persuaded Amdiron to take her starlight bathing!”




Tindómë remembered hearing Rumil mention starlight bathing that night in Rohan—it obviously had a distinct meaning, she realised, not just ‘getting clean after dark’.




“What is the difference between starlight bathing and any other sort of bathing?” she asked Eriathwen.




“Oh!  Do you not know?” her friend responded.  “It is bathing for pleasure not cleanliness.”




“But isn’t bathing usually pleasurable?” Tindómë asked, rather puzzled.




“A different sort of pleasurable; sensual pleasure,” Eriathwen answered, although it took three or four attempts to get  the concept of ‘sensual’ across—Eriathwen spoke Common, but not as well as Boroniel did, she didn’t know the right word and Tindómë had not known the Sindarin.  




By the time they had laughed their way through various hand gestures and descriptions, and Tindómë had come up with ‘swayed by the desires of the body’—which phrase she had got Elrohir to translate into Sindarin for her one day on the ride from Minas Tirith—she had added a couple of new words to her Sindarin vocabulary.   She had also realised that ‘starlight bathing’ must be the Galadhrim, or possibly all-elvish, equivalent of a hot date.




She had a sudden wave of home-sickness for Sunnydale.  You did see couples in Caras Galadhon in the glades where elves gathered to eat together or drink wine, sing or listen to the singing—but it wasn’t quite the same as a guy taking you to a movie, or bowling, to a football game, or clubbing.  




“We will walk that way tonight,” Eriathwen declared, “and then you will understand better.”




“Uh, if I understand even sort of right,” Tindómë answered, “surely passers-by won’t be welcome?”




“Do not worry, Tindómë,” her ‘room-mate’ said, “we can simply walk along the path until we are near Lin Tathren.  She grinned widely.  “When I was approaching my majority such a stroll was regarded as educational.”




Boroniel emerged from her room, with the newly trimmed blue dress over her arm, to ask them to lace her into it; which would mean, Tindómë realised, that Boroniel would need help getting out of it as well…




Later Tindómë and Eriathwen walked down by Lin Tathren (The Pool of the Willows—the one of the two warm pools furthest from the centre of Caras Galadhon).  Tindómë still worried that this might be frowned on if couples were really making out down there, or wondered if she’d misunderstood and Boroniel, Amdiron, and anyone else that was there, were actually going to be standing chatting and drinking wine politely.




They walked quietly along the path until they were within sight of the pool and Tindómë realised that she had had the right idea in the first place.  It was fairly dark—the path here had few lamps and the only light was from a quarter moon and the stars—but those in the pool were definitely in couples.  Or more!  Apart from three or four couples there was a threesome of two ellyn and one elleth all slowly rubbing bathing oils into each other’s skin and washing each other’s hair.




Tindómë suddenly thought that, of course, hair-washing not only could be sensual but for the elves it was really totally unsurprising that it was sensual.  She realised that, although female friends might help wash each other’s hair, she had never seen an ellon help an elleth that he wasn’t betrothed, or bound, to or vice versa.




Rumil and Orophin had washed hers when she had been injured, just as they would have done for an elfling or an injured companion, but none of the ellyn she knew had offered to help since she was able to do it for herself.  Probably a good job she hadn’t asked them; although they would doubtless have explained, it might have been a bit embarrassing.




She hadn’t thought about bathing or hair-washing as a form of making out before, until she saw it in action, and she wouldn’t have seen it without Eriathwen to know what went on and to walk close by with her.  Galadriel had been right when she said that there were some things it was easier to learn from other young ellyth.




“Lin Midh (Dew Pool—in a small glade even further from the main talans) is also used by starlight bathers,” Eriathwen said as they moved away from Lin Tathren, “but it is more secluded and may be a little too ‘educational’!” 







“We could go starlight bathing…”  Rumil’s voice was soft; his mouth almost touched Tindómë’s ear.







The first time Tindómë was properly kissed was at her Coming of Age party.  




For almost three years she and Rumil had been aware of the spark between them but had always been careful to do nothing to fan it into flames.  He had been determined to obey all the rules of elven propriety and she had done her best to do so too.  




He had held her close, in comfort, a few times but Rumil only began to flirt with her again, as he had in Minas Tirith before he realised how young she was, in the two or three months before she ‘came of age’.  




There had been some discussion back in Minas Tirith as to when this would be.   Galadriel had put her hands to Tindómë’s face, and considered for a few minutes, before declaring that Tindómë’s ‘begetting day’ should be celebrated on the anniversary of her arrival in Middle Earth and three years would be long enough for her to have finished growing and learned enough of life here to be considered an adult.  No one argued and Tindómë realised, as the three years passed, that it was a wise decision.




As she approached this landmark celebration Rumil started ‘helping’ her with archery practice; standing in close to correct her stance.  He would sit and share a book with her, as she read her way through much of the histories in Lord Celeborn’s library, glancing at her sideways through his impossibly long lashes when he corrected her Sindarin or she tried to improve his grasp of the Common Tongue.  His fingers would brush against her as he passed things, or just as he passed her—and the contact always made her tingle slightly.




But it wasn’t until he took her onto the dance floor at the celebratory party that he had kissed her.  A kiss that made every nerve in her body sing and earned them a round of applause from everyone there.  Dawn had been kissed a few times back in Sunnydale, although Buffy had made sure this hadn’t happened very often, and none of those kisses compared with this one.  A thousand years of practice and three years anticipation was a heady combination, she decided, when her head stopped spinning.




Lord Celeborn wanted Rumil to do some illustrations for him and so he did not have to return to the fences for a while.  This meant that there had been time for more kissing and some serious flirt-age in the couple of weeks since that kiss.  In fact there had been definite making out—who’d have thought the inside of the elbow could be such an erogenous zone when someone stroked it or gently licked it?







“We could go starlight bathing…”  Rumil’s voice was soft; his mouth almost touched Tindómë’s ear.




“We could…” she answered him slowly, “but what would we do afterwards?”




“It is up to you, meleth,” Rumil answered, his nose just touching the skin behind her ear, “I could walk you back to your talan and then go back to mine…”




“Or,” Tindómë said in a slight rush, “I could come with you and share your bed.”




She got an awful sick feeling at the pit of her stomach as he said “No!”  




Had she misjudged?  It was usually acceptable for ellyth to be up front about sex.




But almost as soon as the “No!” was out of his mouth he wrapped his arms firmly around her, and she could ‘feel’ his desire for her both emotionally and physically.




“If you are ready to take that step then your first time should be under the leaves and the stars; not under a roof, even the roof of a talan in the high canopy.”




“Ready?  If I’m ready?  I’d have been ready if you’d stripped my dress off of me and joined with me in the middle of the dance floor at my party!”




“Ah, but then people would have had to step over us to reach the food, meleth…”




There was no more speech for some time.




Chapter Two



“I would have been very happy to go starlight bathing with your Prince of Eryn Lasgalen,” Eriathwen said, as she laced Tindómë into her silver and green dress, “or should we call him the Lord of Ithilien now?”




“I really don’t think he minds,” Tindómë answered.  “He mainly prefers Legolas.”




“Do they not go starlight bathing in Eryn Lasgalen?” Boroniel wondered, as she brushed Tindómë’s hair.  “Perhaps you were too subtle in your hints!”




“Breathe in!  They are wood elves; of course they will go starlight bathing,” Eriathwen said, adjusting the lacings, “but it might be that he prefers ellyn…”




“Oh, don’t you start!” Tindómë began, and then realised that Eriathwen was not being terribly serious. 




“Maybe he was restricted by sharing a talan with his friend the dwarf,” Boroniel suggested.




“Perhaps you should have distracted Gimli for her…?” Tindómë suggested, with a grin, earning herself a very hard couple of strokes of the hairbrush.




“Perfect,” Eriathwen declared.  “I think I have laced it tightly enough to show off your curves while letting you breathe enough to get to Lin Tathren.”




Dawn had been a bit worried that her hair, tending to wave now without access to straighteners, and her body, a little curvier than an elleth, might be regarded as ‘ugly’, but it was pretty clear that Rumil didn’t think so, and she had the impression that other ellyn might well agree with him.




The dress she had just been laced into was the one that Aragorn, Gimli and the elves had bought her for Aragorn’s coronation day.  It had ‘sentimental value’ and, as he had ‘drawn the woman a picture of what it should look like’ and chosen the fabrics along with Orophin and Legolas, it was fairly clear that Rumil thought it suited her!




Legolas had said, when they had given it to her in Minas Tirith, that an elven seamstress would have embroidered the soft, silvery, silk overdress and Boroniel, an embroiderer, had done just that for her.  Her beautiful silver and green dress now had bands of green leaves and pink flowers down the front and around the hem.  




Eriathwen reached under Tindómë’s hair to fasten the necklace given to her by Rumil.  The two ellyth then stood back and studied her carefully from all angles before declaring her ready.




Preparing Tindómë for her ‘big date’ had taken her friends almost as long as getting her ready for her Coming of Age party but with added advice and innuendo.  Thoughts of Buffy crossed her mind; she missed her sister still, but it was a vague missing now, and the elves around her had become her family.  She couldn’t imagine Buffy happily helping her get ready for a date where the plan was for her to lose her virginity but these ‘room-mates’ were positively cheering her on!




There was a knock on the wood at the doorway to the talan and Boroniel called “Come in, Rumil.”




The two ellyth stood back behind Tindómë and one pushed her gently forward as Rumil entered the room.  Even so he greeted them first.




“Good evening, Boroniel, good evening Eriathwen,” he said, with a slight smile, and then paused.  He looked Tindómë slowly up and down.  “Good evening, mirdithen-nín,” he said.  “You look beautiful.”




Tindómë had a feeling that, back when she had been Dawn, such scrutiny would have made her blush.  Not now.  She returned the compliment, looking at him equally slowly, from his soft black boots, up his black leggings, over his dark grey tunic with silver embroidery around the collar (‘Hmm—is that new?  I wonder if he guessed that I would wear this dress?’) and to his hair where silver clips had replaced his usual thread or leather braid bindings.




“Thank you,” she said as solemnly as she could.  “So do you.”




‘Good enough to eat,’ she added in her head.




Almost as if he had caught that thought Rumil nodded towards the basket in his hand and said “I have brought us food and wine.”  




‘He can’t really have heard me thinking, can he?’ Tindómë wondered.  ‘That’s not supposed to happen until we bind!  No, I guess it was co-incidence.’




He held out an arm; she stepped forward and placed her hand on it.




As they turned to leave the talan Boroniel said “I wish you much pleasure.” 




Rumil half-turned back and replied, with only a hint of a smile, “Thank you.  I am sure we will find much pleasure together.”




Tindómë wanted to giggle at this ‘well-wishing’—she so could not imagine such a conversation back in Sunnydale under the same circumstances.   As she stepped out onto the walkway, hand still just resting on Rumil’s arm, she thought ‘I hope I don’t suddenly wake up and discover it’s all a dream and I’ve actually joined the SCA.’fn1







They made their way along the walkways down to ground level, slowly, stopping to chat here and there.  Tindómë was worried that everyone would know they were going starlight bathing and then, well, ‘boinking’, to use the Sunnydale euphemism, ‘joining’, to use the elven version.  She had a mental image of everyone they passed saying “I wish you much pleasure”, as Boroniel had, and of her being the colour of a lobster by the time they got to Lin Tathren—possibly with a fifty elf entourage coming along for the show.




Fortunately no one else passed any comment on where they were going, or made any innuendoes, and by dusk they were sitting amongst the trees; Rumil with his back to a trunk, Tindómë between his legs leaning back on his chest, having a picnic supper.




Rumil’s breath kept stirring her hair—he was doing it on purpose—and then he put his glass down and began twisting her hair around his fingers.  “Lirimaer,” he said softly, his lips almost touching her ear, “I have had to try very hard, for the last three years, not to twist my fingers in your hair every time I see you.  I love the way it turns and waves even when it has not been braided.”  




“Why didn’t you?” she asked.  “Would it have been too intimate even if we were just sitting studying?”




He paused, considering.  “Perhaps not in itself…but very soon I would have been tempted to do this…”




His tongue touched the top of Tindómë’s ear and sent a shiver down her spine.  Then his teeth gently nibbled along the edge, down to the lobe and back to the top.  She found herself leaning into the contact and letting out a tiny sigh of pleasure.  Her room-mates had told her that elves had very sensitive ears but it hadn’t occurred to her that her own were also an erogenous zone until, a few days before, Rumil had first done that.  She was so going to get him in the right position to be able to return the favour, sometime tonight, she promised herself.




The fingers in her hair twisted her face around enough for his mouth to trail small kisses across her cheek to her lips.  Tindómë began to think that here they were, in the open, under the leaves, the stars must be up there somewhere…did they need to go to Lin Tathren?




“Not here, not yet,” Rumil said, moving to pull her to her feet.




She realised that this close, and this hyped up, he could probably feel how turned on she was.  She couldn’t think straight enough to decide whether this was good or bad; just filed the thought to examine properly later.







As they walked through the trees Tindómë realised that they were approaching Lin Tathren from the opposite side to the main path.  In the dim light she could see that there was another couple, hip deep in the water, near that main path; the elleth was rubbing something slowly into the ellon’s chest and neither were taking any notice of newcomers.




‘M’kay…I wonder what the correct procedure is now?’ Tindómë thought.  ‘I guess I’ll have to wait to be undressed…’




Rumil took a drying cloth from the basket.  (Tindómë had often wished that she knew the secret of weaving terry-towelling—but it hadn’t been on the syllabus at Sunnydale High—the elven cloths were more like thin blankets of fabric blotting paper.)  He spread it down on the edge of the pool, said “Wait, Tindómë,” and started to take his tunic off.




‘No chance!’ she thought, and took the two steps that brought her to him.  She reached out and took over undoing the clasps; he took a sharp breath in but relaxed and let her take over.  She removed his tunic and then folded it beside the basket; he stood, a half-smile on his lips, watching her every move.  She pulled his silk undershirt up from his leggings (‘Hmm—wonder if the silk came from Eryn Lasgalen…?’), and he ducked slightly so that she could take it up over his head.  




Tindómë realised that she was licking her lips; this was like getting the best birthday present ever and unwrapping it slowly.  Rumil’s gaze followed her tongue as it moved—Tindómë realised that she now understood what the phrase ‘smouldering look’ meant.




“Sit,” she said, gesturing to the drying cloth.




At this Rumil grinned.  “It is meant for you to sit on, bossy one!  But I am happy to do whatever you say.”




As he sat she knelt and reached to pull his boots off.  She sat back and looked at him, pale in the moonlight, like a sculpture of some wild spirit.  He looked to be enjoying her attention; he leant back on his elbows, his long legs now the only part of him covered, and watched her with a smile but said nothing.




She stood again, head cocked like a bird, considering whether to unlace his leggings, when she suddenly knew what to do next.  She knelt just behind him and, one braid at a time, undid the clips in his hair and ran her fingers through it.




Rumil let out a long shuddering breath.  




‘Yes!’ thought Tindómë.  ‘Go me!  This is more intimate, for him, than if I’d taken off his leggings.’




When her hands touched his bare shoulders she realised that this was totally one of those times when, as Legolas had first explained it to her, ‘strong emotion can be felt between elves whose faer are in tune’.  




‘Well, he seems to like that…’ she thought, ‘now for the ears.’




She did what he had done to her earlier, and first licked and then nibbled an ear from the tip to the lobe.  He made a soft sound of enjoyment, just as she had, but didn’t move.  She could feel, though, that he had to put effort into holding still and, glancing down the length of his body, she could see the lacings of his leggings straining over a definite bulge.  




She felt quite triumphant.  Only, with the level of emotion and skin to skin contact, this must have reached Rumil because he turned, suddenly, so that they were now kneeling face to face.  




The tension was broken as he said “His Lordship is right.”




He paused.  She was slightly thrown by this remark, as she thought he probably intended.




Then he continued “You are certainly ‘a quick learner, bright, intelligent and enquiring, and well able to apply patterns and logic,’ as he said when he first began teaching you!”




Tindómë smiled and raised an eyebrow.  “And you object?”




“Object?  Oh no, meleth, I rejoice in it!” he answered.  “Life with you will certainly not be boring.  Now”, he continued, “it is your turn to sit.”




She sat down and he took her shoes off so that she was bare-footed.  He reached into the basket, produced a small bottle, and poured a little oil into his hands before taking one of her feet and beginning to rub it into her toes.




Then—“One,” he said, in the Common tongue, “two, three,” counting on her toes.




She knew immediately that he was thinking of how he had made her giggle, and squirm, by washing her feet when she was confined to bed by her injuries.  He was pulling each toe gently as he counted, but then he ran his thumb along the sole from her heel to her toes, making them curl up, and causing her to laugh out loud.




As he began to tickle with no pretence of massage she yelped “Stop!  Stop!  Daro! Daro!” just as she had that day almost three years ago.




He looked at her slightly sideways and said “M’kay…what’s it worth?”




‘Oh!’ Tindómë thought, ‘this elf knows exactly what he is doing.  Coming back with my ‘Valley Sindarin’ at me…he is so a flirt!’




“I’ll comb your hair…” she offered.




“Deal,” said the elf in question, and suddenly the pressure on her foot changed from tickling to sensuous. 







As Rumil’s hands moved up her legs he made little soft circling motions at the backs of her knees and again Tindómë could feel herself becoming aroused.  Then, just as she had expected him to move on up her thighs, he stopped.




She began to realise that this was ‘the game’ for the evening—each time the tension reached a certain level, and she was getting pretty turned on by them making out, he brought her back down.  And all, so far, with almost no kissing and not a touch below the chin or above the knees.  Well, if this was the path they were taking, she was very happy to follow.




Rumil leant over the pool, washed the oil off his hands, then stood and helped Tindómë to her feet.  Almost before she realised what he was doing he unlaced his leggings and took them off.




“Spoilsport!” she said, her eyes drawn down to his groin, where his penis was... not exactly erect, but certainly firmer and longer than it usually was when he was going bathing.




Again she knew that he was watching her from under those long thick lashes. 




He closed the gap between them and then began to untie the silver ribbons that held the sleeves of her dress tight to her upper arms.




“This is not the first time I have taken you out of this dress,” he said, with a smile.




“Oh…” Tindómë replied, “I wondered which one of you that was.  I was too drunk to remember…I’m sorry.”




“You were sweet, and funny, and I knew enough Common to know that you thought I was ‘pretty’!” he replied.




Tindómë felt herself beginning to blush.




“And then you were sick from too much wine,” he continued, moving to her other arm, “and you kept apologising, and still calling me pretty.  




“When Orophin explained that you had also said that you would kiss me, if you had not been vomiting, I realised how much I would have enjoyed it; also how young you were, and how human, and for the first time I was frightened of what I felt.




“It was only when Legolas pointed out how sad you looked when I avoided you that I realised it was hurting you,” Rumil said, holding her by both shoulders and looking straight into her eyes.  “Now, here, I want to tell you that I am sorry that I hurt you then so that it is no longer between us.”




‘What a weird time to have this conversation,’ Tindómë thought, ‘with one of us clothed and one of us stark naked!’  




Then it occurred to her that Rumil had made himself totally vulnerable before apologising—no clothes, no weapons, even his hair loose.  She had a feeling that this might be the elven equivalent of sack-cloth and ashes.  It was a serious and important moment; not something to laugh off.




She lifted her hands and cupped his face, holding the eye contact, and then brought his head down towards hers until their foreheads just touched.




“There has been nothing to apologise for ever since I realised what the problem was,” she said softly.  “It is past; it will never come between us.  And, if there is anything that I have done to hurt you, I, too, am sorry.”




There was a moment of stillness, as if there was nothing else in the world, and then Rumil’s hands cupped her face in the same way and he kissed her.  A soft, gentle, kiss with almost no sexual overtones.




The kiss ended, as gently as it had begun, and Rumil stood back to hold her at arms’ length again.  Suddenly the mood had changed; he smiled and licked his lips just as Tindómë had done earlier.  




“Now,” he said, “I get to unwrap you as if you are a begetting day gift!”




This was again so similar to her own previous thoughts that Tindómë found herself wondering whether he could hear her thinking, even without a proper bond, or was it just a sign that they were on the same wavelength?  




She felt his fingers loosen the lacing at the back of her over-dress; it soon joined his clothing, leaving her in the almost transparent under-dress.




He didn’t immediately take this off her but instead began to trace small kisses along her collar bone, back up to her ear again, a hand coming up to cup a breast through the thin fabric.  




His thumb grazed across the nipple, which was already fairly hard—not because it was a particularly cool evening, it never was in Lothlorien, but the rollercoaster of sexual tension and arousal that Rumil had kept her on had her body pretty much ready for action.  




Then he repeated the glancing touch, but this time with his forefinger—and even through the tulle it felt very different—the calluses the bowmen were proud of had an unexpected added bonus!  Who’d have thought?  Well, apart from the bowman (bow-elf?) in question who was, Tindómë realised, well aware of this effect.




As she let out a small gasp he repeated the thumb then finger manoeuvre on the other nipple and then leaned his head back slightly to look at her face.




He gave a small, satisfied, nod and then brought both hands to her shoulders, pushed the fabric down over her arms, and the dress dropped.  




‘Neat!’ thought Tindómë, ‘bet he’s practiced that move a few times!  Although,’ as the dress stopped at the swell of her hips, ‘probably never on a human…’




Rumil’s hands slid down her body, following the path of the under-dress, and then gently eased it down over her hips, lingering there as the fabric pooled around her feet, then, almost before she realised what he was doing, he scooped her up and walked down the shallow steps into the warm water of the pool.  He turned when he was in up to his hips and put her onto her feet on the step above, so that they were almost eye to eye, and, for the first time that evening, kissed her properly as he had at her Coming of Age. 




Again she could feel not only her own emotions, primarily lust with a side of love, but what was almost a counterpoint to them of love and desire.  There was a sense that this second line of emotion was the tenor line to her own soprano—Tindómë really could understand why it was said that two faer ‘were in tune’.  She wanted to ask Rumil if he could feel her in the same way but it wasn’t quite a time for conversation, and surely if she, a non-elf, could feel it he must also be able to.  She would ask later.




The kiss left her breathless, holding onto Rumil’s shoulders to steady herself.  ‘Whoa, he has got to be the best kisser ever,’ she thought.  ‘Westley and Buttercup eat your hearts out.’




Before her brain stopped spinning he began to gently rub oil in circles all over her back, down to her butt, making her go “Mmm”, just as she realised that he was making almost the same sounds of pleasure.




‘Cool!’ she thought.  Then ‘I want a go!’




She poured a little of the oil into her own hands and began to make similar circling motions across his shoulders and chest.  He stopped moving, his hands still on her butt, and let his head drop back with his eyes closed.




Suddenly Tindómë remembered the first time she had understood what starlight bathing was.  She had been right; it certainly wasn’t quite the same as a guy taking you to a movie, bowling, to a football game, or clubbing; it was much hotter.




She traced Rumil’s muscles from his shoulders down to his thighs, across his chest, down his taut stomach—he totally had abs to die for.  She lost track of time, for a while, but finally she let her hands stray down to his groin and grazed the tips of her fingers over his penis.  Well, actually, his vië, which was correct elvish for it—sort of the formal word like ‘penis’ in English, or his naith, his bossan, his cristhen, his banglane or even his grondithen!  She’d learnt a lot of Sindarin and Silvan words since the day when she’d realised she didn’t know the word for that particular bit of an ellon.




Even the light touch made him gasp quietly, a slightly firmer touch elicited a low moan—he was definitely tuio…




Rumil’s hands had covered almost every inch of Tindómë’s skin, sometimes applying pressure, sometimes hardly touching; sometimes the smoothness of the fingers of his left hand, sometimes the rougher touch of his draw fingers.  As soon as her fingers had felt how hard he was he moved slightly and dipped his head, his tongue traced a line from a nipple to her navel, and then slowly licked around it.




The moonlight caught his hair where it floated on the water as his tongue circled her navel; Tindómë thought it was probably the sexiest thing she had ever seen.




She knew about orgasms, ’cos hey!  She was twenty or so, she knew where her tuiw was, and she had fingers.  She was well able to ‘ease herself’ as the elves said.  Not to mention the time, during the summer without Buffy, when she had sneaked into her Mom’s bedroom, which Willow and Tara had been sharing, and ‘borrowed’ a small pink vibrator. 




She recognised the sensations building up, then, as her lower belly seemed to be turning into a puddle of hot goo and her breathing became ragged.  But Rumil had not even tried to touch her ‘there’.  He’d run his fingernails up her thighs till she thought her knees were going to buckle, he had applied firm pressure to her butt cheeks, had ghosted over her lower abdomen, although no lower than ‘bikini-line’.  And all evening as soon as she had got pretty turned on he had brought the tension down again.




Therefore, Tindómë was sure that Rumil would step back now because he would recognize that she was majorly turned on and, as he seemed to have declared her huch and her tuiw no touch areas just yet, she wouldn’t actually be able to climax.




Sure enough, as her breathing became even more ragged he looked straight into her eyes for a second or two then trailed his tongue back up to the side of her neck.




Except that, as he nibbled on her earlobe, he put one hand at the back of her head, and with the heel of the other one he suddenly applied pressure firmly to her pubic mound; her cumb, as she tried to think of it; only she couldn’t think.  Her world exploded into an orgasm that was somehow bigger and brighter than the sort she had given herself for years.  




The hand at the back of her neck stopped her buckling and landing under water; and when she opened her eyes the first thing she saw was a smirking elf.   




In a mixture of Sindarin and Common, and quite possibly English, she found herself babbling “How did you... without touching…Elo!  I mean you never…you didn’t…manen?  I didn’t think you could…or I could…or…Wow!”




The smirk deepened?  Widened?  Became smirkier!




“Good?” Rumil asked, in what would have been an innocent tone if it wasn’t for the smirk, which still lingered.




Trying to achieve a totally dead-pan, elven expression, Tindómë said “Pretty good…” but then got the giggles.




Eventually she calmed down enough to stand unsupported.  Rumil reached behind her for something and then, totally straight faced, said “You promised to comb my hair…”







fn1. Society for Creative Anachronism.





Chapter Three



They were sitting on the grass beside the pool.  Rumil was wearing his leggings.  Tindómë, in just her under-dress, knelt behind him slowly sliding the comb down his hair.  He arched his back as the comb reached the bottom of each stroke and she was reminded of stroking Willow’s cat, Miss Kitty Fantastico; she wouldn’t have been surprised if Rumil had begun to purr!  She wondered how long she would have to continue if she waited for him to ask her to stop…




Not as long as she would have expected, as it turned out.  Rumil asked her to put his hair into a single braid before he reached for his undershirt and tunic; it wasn’t done for an ellon to walk about with his hair loose.  Obviously they weren’t staying by the pool for Tindómë’s ‘first time’.  




He put his boots on, picked up her silvery over-dress, and then carefully laced her into it.  As he carefully tightened the lacings at the back, having already fastened those on the sleeves, she wondered why he bothered.




Almost as if he had heard her thinking, Rumil grinned and said “Now I can have the pleasure of unwrapping you again later.”




“M’kay,” Tindómë began, “then perhaps I should have put your warrior braids back so that I could have the pleasure of unravelling them again, too!” 




“Next time…if I am sure you can get them straight,” came the retort.




Rumil took her by the hand and led her through the trees.  They were not following one of the lit paths and little light from the half-moon and stars reached the ground under the mallyrn trees.  Tindómë knew that elves saw better in the dark than she did and wondered, not for the first time, whether they saw into the infra-red part of the spectrum.  




‘What an unromantic thought,’ she chided herself.




After walking for ten minutes, or thereabouts, Rumil stopped beside the base of a large tree at the edge of a small glade.  “Wait here, meleth,” he said, and then climbed rapidly up the trunk into the canopy.




A rope ladder dropped down beside her; Rumil slid down it and stepped back to let Tindómë climb ahead of him.




When Boroniel first saw the ‘Minas Tirith dress’ she had said they would have to put ‘climbing loops’ into it—no wood-elf would regularly wear clothes that made it impossible to move in trees!  She had stitched loops of ribbon inside both layers of the dress.  Tindómë reached for these now, put them over her wrists, and the dress was held up at the front to about knee level.




Still, it was nice that Rumil climbed the ladder only a couple of rungs behind her.  His arms reaching around her to hold the ladder made her feel secure, amongst other things, as they made their way high into the tree.




Finally they reached a flet and Tindómë looked around as Rumil pulled the ladder up behind them.  It was a reasonably sized flet, maybe fifteen feet square, and he had obviously been up here earlier with a few things—unless it was always kept ready as a scene for seduction!  There was a small light; glasses with bottles of wine and fruit cordial stood beside a pile of sheepskins covered by a silk throw;  there was more food (small amounts by hobbit standards but more than Sam would have believed likely, if Sam were to ever think about elven seduction scenes, Tindómë thought inconsequentially).  At the far side there was even a carved wooden bowl of water and a tablet of soap.  Either Rumil used this flet for this purpose regularly or he had put a lot of thought into it.  Perhaps, however, this was not the time to ask.




He stood facing her, his hands on her shoulders, and a worried look passed across his face.  “You are all right on a flet, meleth?  Orophin said the first time you were on one you had bad memories, but you seemed fine last summer.”  He paused, and then added “If it still worries you we can go back to the ground—I would not want anything to cast a shadow on this night.”




Tindómë remembered that first experience of a flet.  Orophin had taken her up onto one near the archery ranges, to see the view.  Suddenly, as she had looked over the edge of the simple wooden platform, she had remembered Glory, Doc, and Buffy at the top of that ramshackle tower in Sunnydale, and had felt herself sway and go dizzy.  But, since then, she had talked about those bad memories with Lady Galadriel and they no longer hurt. 




“I’m fine here, now, and the memories we make tonight will chase away any nightmares,” she said, with a smile.




The kiss he gave her was certainly a good start.




When they came up for air Rumil poured out wine, and added a pinch of spices to the glasses before he handed one to Tindómë.  




“I do not want you to feel cold, meleth,” he explained.




It was good.  It did make her feel warm all over.  




“Mmm—pretty elf…” she said slowly, causing him to look slightly worried for a second or two.  




“As I don’t feel sick I can definitely kiss you this time!” she went on, with a grin, and brought his head to hers. 




By the time the wine glasses were empty Rumil had carefully ‘unwrapped’ her again and she had reciprocated.  There was, she thought, something very elven about the way that their clothes were carefully folded and placed a little way from the pile of sheepskins and silk, rather than scattered all over the place.  There was no sense of embarrassment about being naked together, either, which she would have expected when she was Dawn back in Sunnydale.




She was lying on her back, head pillowed on Rumil’s chest where his arm held her close, looking up through leaves at the black sky studded with stars.  Rumil extinguished the small lamp, and the only light came from the stars and the half-moon, casting a pattern of silver and shadow on their bodies.   




His fingers began to trace those patterns on her torso and slowly trailed down across her belly.  His voice was low and soft, just above her head, “Relax and enjoy, take your pleasure, this is your night.  Giving you pleasure will be my pleasure.  I will try to make sure there is little pain, meleth.”




Tindómë didn’t really expect there to be much pain at all, she was fairly sure her gweneth wouldn’t be a problem.  She’d learnt unarmed combat both in Sunnydale and Lothlorien, and she’d ridden horses, apart from having explored her own body pretty well with her fingers. 




The soft voice and the sensation of fingers on skin made her feel both increasingly relaxed and increasingly turned on.  She hardly noticed the change in position as Rumil began to follow the same patterns with his tongue; trailing tiny licks and kisses along the lines of moonlight and shadow.  She twisted to bring a nipple within reach of his tongue and, in the pale light, Rumil’s eyes met hers before he began to tease the offered nipple with tongue and teeth.  At the same time he stroked the inside of her thighs with those calloused archer’s fingers and she automatically pulled her knees up and apart allowing him access. 




She tensed, for a second, at her own response; but he started to kiss her and she relaxed again.  She lost track of time but realised that, somewhere during the kiss, Rumil had slid first one then a second finger inside her.  His fingers were longer than hers and he had slid them into her on a different angle; they stroked gently against what those old ‘Playgirl’ magazines had called her G-spot.  The sensation was good.  A third finger slid in; she moaned and pushed her hips up towards his hand.  He made a small satisfied sound.




Instinctively she reached out and wrapped her fingers around his penis.  She remembered thinking, back at Edoras, that even flaccid the male parts of the ellyn looked scarily big.  But three years of mixed bathing (and Boroniel’s comment that she’d never seen a vië as big as an elfling and they fitted the same passage!) had allayed those fears; the way it fitted her hand so well was exciting, not scary.




She knew Rumil liked her touch because he made a low sound in his throat and she realised that she could also ‘feel’ the effect mentally.  They were on an upward spiral of sensation and emotion as they had triggered off the faer thing.




Now!  She needed him now—and he clearly knew; he moved until he was between her legs, his weight on the hand beside her head, his naith just touching her.




He lifted his head and looked into her eyes.  “Yes?” he asked.




“Yes!  A’ngell nín!” she answered, thinking, even as she could feel her emotions continuing to spin out of control, how suitable the elven phrase for ‘please’ was under the circumstances. 




He moved his hips, slowly, and there was a sudden sensation of fullness as he slid deep into her body.  Tindómë gripped Rumil’s shoulders, digging her nails into his muscles, but there was no real pain; more a momentary discomfort at the unusual feeling.




Rumil held very still; Tindómë realised he was giving her time to adjust.  She moved her hips almost reflexively and soon they were moving together; the rhythm came automatically as if it was a dance they had practiced together throughout time.




For the second time that evening she felt an orgasm slowly building and her whole body seemed to be clinging onto Rumil.  




“Look at me, meleth, stay with me!” he said and she resisted the urge to close her eyes.




The orgasm hit like waves over a rock and within seconds Rumil crashed over with her—the eye-contact had kept them emotionally connected.  The result was not quiet.




Coherent speech was not possible for some time.  




Eventually Rumil passed her a glass of fruit cordial and she sat, propped against his chest, as she drank it.  




“The men of Rohan take mead to their chambers when they bed their women for the first time, to give them strength to join a second time,” he said seriously, but she could hear an undertone of amusement.  “They do not expect there to be much pleasure for either, in the first joining, but fear they will not have the ability for a second one without such help.”




He paused and Tindómë just knew there was going to be a punch-line.




“It is a good thing that I am an elf!” he finished, with a grin.




“Because you could make the first one good or because you can cope with a second one on only fruit juice?” she asked, smiling.




“Both!” he said.




“Hmm—modest much, edhel-nín?”  She put the glass down and began to tickle him.




This led, not surprisingly, to confirmation that elves had no need of mead to be tuio again quickly.







The pale light of the moon, now directly overhead, made Rumil’s hair look like spun silver where it spread across Tindómë’s thighs as his tongue explored her secret places.




She squirmed on the pile of silk covered sheepskins, and twisted her fingers in his hair, as he lapped at her tuiw, circling it with his tongue, sucking gently, looking up to catch her eyes every so often.  Even with his mouth otherwise occupied, and only moonlight to illuminate him, she could tell, when he looked at her, that he was smiling.  Tindómë wasn’t smiling herself—she was giggling. 




Eventually, as Rumil stopped her from squirming completely off the ‘bed’ with a hand placed firmly on her hip, she laughed out loud as she came.  He lifted his face, licked his lips, and laughed with her.




He moved up until his face was level with hers and kissed her.  Back in Sunnydale Dawn would have considered kissing someone who had just had their face in her pussy as downright icky but now, as Tindómë, she found the taste of herself, Rumil, fruit and wine a heady combination.







They had something of a midnight feast; cold chicken, dried fruits, crusty bread, more wine.  They talked; as Rumil wrapped the silk throw around her and held her to his chest in case she felt cold.




“Are you all right?” he asked seriously, “If you are swollen or sore, or simply tired, I will hold you and you can sleep.”




She thought about it carefully.  “I’m fine.  Well, perhaps a little swollen, but not sore.  More swollen like ‘tuio’ than bruised… Not sleepy—I don’t want to sleep yet…”




“It is a first time for me too,” Rumil said, still sounding serious.  “It is the first time I have ever made love to someone who was still a virgin.”




He sounded as if he was going to go on, but Tindómë interrupted “Seriously?  In all those years?”




“Well yes—there is only one first time for every elleth, and many, many other times!” he said with amusement in his voice.




“I guess…” she agreed.




“And it is the first time I have made love to someone who is ‘not exactly an elf’,” he continued.




“Not even when the women of Gondor, not to mention the men of the Rohirrim, were throwing themselves at you?” she asked, partly joking, partly serious.




“No!  I had already met you by then, and they paled beside you,” he paused for a beat, “even the hairiest of the Rohirrim!”




It was on the tip of Tindómë’s tongue to ask if he would have taken them up on their offers otherwise; she decided, however, that might be a question for a different night.




Rumil turned her around, so that they were face to face, and then leant forward until his forehead was just touching hers.  




“There is an even more important ‘first’, meleth,” he said.  “It is the first time that I have ever made love to someone whose faer sang to mine.  The first time I have ever been able to feel any pleasure apart from my own.”




He looked into her eyes and Tindómë felt a wave of love, and lust, roll over her.  She realised that he was consciously ‘letting’ her feel it, and she tried to do the same thing in return.  He smiled—the emotional blanket now included pleasure and a sort of ‘I’m impressed!’ sensation.




“Elo!  Wow!  I thought the emotion just sort of ‘leaked out’ and because we were so much in tune we could pick it up,” Tindómë said, “I didn’t know we could kinda send until, uh I mean unless, we get bound…”




“Until,” he said firmly, “but we will speak of that later.




“We have a stronger link than is usual before binding, but my Lady says that she thinks it is because the need was so great when your faer first called to mine, there was no time for a gentle recognition that our faer are in tune.  So, when you were next in danger, I felt it and, as long as we are touching, some ‘good’ emotion can already pass between us because the link was awakened so strongly.




“When we are bound it will be much, much, ‘more’ than it is now.  But what we have now is something I have never known with anyone else.  I do not think we ever need worry that we will have less of a soul bond because you are not quite an elf.  Maybe it is because you are The Key that it is as strong as it is, I know not, but I rejoice in the link we have already.”




They sat, foreheads touching, for some time simply, as Rumil described it, ‘rejoicing’ in sharing feelings.







The thing about sitting so close with only a silk throw between you and being able to share emotions and feelings, Tindómë thought after a while, is that the level of lust is pretty clear.




She put her hands on Rumil’s shoulders and pushed him back onto the pile of sheepskins.  “I want to explore, please?” she asked.




In answer he put his hands behind his head and said “My body is yours to explore as you will, mirdithen-nín.”




Just as Rumil had done earlier she traced the patterns of light and dark cast by the moon-shadow of the leaves; first with the tips of her fingers, and then with her tongue.  She licked his nipples and was rewarded both by a low moan of pleasure and a rise in the level of shared sensation.  She blew across them gently, once they were wet, and watched them pucker and harden just as her own did under similar circumstances.




‘Cool,’ she thought, letting her fingers trail down to his navel and trace a circle around it.  As her tongue followed she took his penis carefully in one hand—holding it slightly away from where it had been touching his abdomen—to allow her nails to trail towards his groin and her tongue to complete its circle of his navel.  This put her ‘eye to eye’ with his vië; a way closer view than she’d ever had before.




It was interesting, she thought, the way his foreskin had disappeared totally as he became erect.  A conversation with Boroniel, back in Rohan, came to mind.  Tindómë had been a bit surprised by foreskins when she first saw the ellyn bathing—none of the guys in ‘Playgirl’ had them.  




Boroniel had been even more surprised at the idea of circumcision—apparently it wasn’t done in Middle Earth—and had asked why would anyone do such a thing?  Tindómë had said it was for hygiene reasons and her friend had pointed out that, even if it was more ‘hygienic’, these were elves, remember—no likelihood of illness or infection?  But even the men didn’t do such a thing, as far as she knew (and she had reported back later that she had checked this—Tindómë never found out just how…).




It had been the subject of a number of conversations between them—the whole idea had continued to puzzle the elleth; she couldn’t think why removing something that was there to protect such a tender piece of the male could be seen as being healthier for him.   Tindómë had really not had an answer—perhaps it had been mentioned at school, but if so she hadn’t been listening.




But it was fascinating the way Rumil’s foreskin disappeared—it must be used up as the penis expanded, she decided, still eye to eye with the organ in question—so maybe circumcised guys couldn’t expand as far as they would have done if they’d still had the spare skin?  Be a difficult hypothesis to prove…




She suddenly smiled.  Her ‘bright, intelligent and enquiring mind’ did sometimes take odd sidetracks!  She really hoped none of those thoughts had been picked up by Rumil—they were decidedly unromantic! 




The ellon in question said nothing.  His hands remained behind his head, but his vië twitched in her hand, making her giggle.  She went back to her exploration.




Her other hand had reached the nest of blond hair at his groin; drawn, almost without Tindómë thinking about it, to his ceryn.  They were quite heavy in her hand, and also twitched slightly with the contact.  She liked the feeling.  She got the distinct impression Rumil did, too, but was trying hard to let her ‘explore’ at her own pace.




She remembered when she had first bathed with him, more than two years ago, and wondered if his pubic hair would tickle if she was to put his dick in her mouth.  Well she was now this close to it, she could smell a mixture of his usual clean elf smell (rather like leaves and bark), the oil she had rubbed into him earlier and, down here, an undertone of warm musk—but, she moved her face even further down, there was no tickle!




Almost of its own volition her tongue reached out to Rumil’s naith, so close, and flicked across it.  No icky taste.  A little different from the taste when he had kissed her, after exploring her with his mouth, but good.  She reached out her tongue again and this time took his naith into her mouth, sucking slightly, and running her tongue across it.




Rumil let out a soft moan and murmured “Yes, oh meleth-nín!  Oh, such a quick learner!”




She continued to explore with fingers and mouth.  She wondered if she would make him come, whether she wanted to, and if he came in her mouth should she swallow?  Or should she straddle him and go back to joining?




She looked up to Rumil’s face.  He still had his hands clasped firmly behind his head but his shoulder muscles were no longer relaxed.  He was smiling, eyes half closed, a dreamy expression on his face.   When their eyes met she knew that he had purposely ‘opened’ his emotions to her as there was a wave of pleasure and desire so strong that she felt herself growing even more turned on.




She held his gaze while she tried to decide what she wanted to do next.  Suddenly his expression changed, from dreamy to more alert, and he raised his eyebrows questioningly.  




“Uh, I want to…Uh, I’m not sure if I can, uh, or you could or, if you did, if…” she wasn’t really sure how to phrase her dilemma without sounding very, very unsophisticated.  




“Melethril,” he began, and Tindómë was distracted for a moment by the thought ‘Yay!  Go me!  Lovers!’




“Melethril, there are no right or wrong things for us to do together,” he said gently.  “Tonight is for your pleasure—if your wish is to simply continue exploring my body, then that is what you shall do, if you have questions, ask—nothing is a silly question if it is something that you want to know.  




“If you want me to pleasure your body I will take my hands from behind my head,” he suggested, smiling, “unless you want to slide down over my cristhen and sheath it, taking your pleasure from my body that way?”




Tindómë cocked her head on one side, considering.  “I really don’t know what I want to do,” she admitted.  “I would like to see if I can make you come with my hands, or my mouth, but I don’t think I know how… And I thought of, uh, the sliding down thing, but I sort of want to…” she tailed off again.  




Was it too weird a request?  No, he had said there are no rights or wrongs, and nothing was silly if it was something she wanted to know.  She gulped slightly and continued “I want to see what it looks like when you, uh, come.”




“Oh,” he said, sounding totally not shocked, “of course!  Well, lirimaer, if you want to ride me I can tell you when to dismount… Or you can continue with fingers and mouth, or I can ease myself while you watch… 




“Or,” he finished, with just a hint of smirk, “a little of all three!”







Tindómë woke.  She felt warm, and happy, even before she remembered where she was.   She was lying on sheepskins, with the silk throw and another sheepskin carefully wrapped around her, and her head pillowed on…?  




She opened her eyes.  Her head was pillowed on Rumil’s naked stomach, where he lay propped up at right-angles to her, his hand gently moving in her hair, his eyes on her face.  




“Good morning, melethril-nín, are you comfortable?” he asked.  “Would you like breakfast, or to wash?”




Tindómë considered for a moment, watching the early morning sunlight casting patterns just as the moonlight had the night before.  “I’m totally comfortable—this is a good bed and you are an awesome pillow—and also because my body feels very good, melethron-nín.”




Rumil smiled at the endearment.




She thought for a moment longer.  “Maybe some fruit juice?  Washing would be good too, I feel, uh, a bit sticky.  Only…are we going straight down?  Or is there time for another lesson or two?”




This time Rumil grinned; his wide, happy, carefree grin that few people ever saw.  “We have all day, if we want.  I do not think his Lordship expected to see either of us in his study today!  And there are many, many lessons we can learn together.  But we might want to bathe later…”




“I guess,” Tindómë answered, smiling happily too, “and then we can go and tell Boroniel and Eriathwen that we totally had much, much pleasure!”




Strawberry Kisses



This particular little story takes place during Dawn/Tindómë’s visit to Ithilien, at the very end of Brotherhood—so she is a little over twenty. You may recall that she met Galanthir in ‘Brotherhood…




I have fun with the word count—so the actual story is exactly 1,000 words long.







Rumil and Orophin had already left with Legolas, to spend the day touring around Eryn Ithil’s ‘fences’, when Tindómë awoke. 




She sat in dappled sunlight on the grass below the building, somewhere between cottage and talan, where they were staying as Legolas’ guests—simply enjoying the morning.




“Have you breakfasted?” Galanthir’s voice broke the moment.




“Not really…” she answered.




“Come with me and I will find you the best of repasts…”




She knew he was flirting with her; she held out her hand. 




“Lead on,” she said.




He led her, not towards any of the buildings in the small settlement, but into the woods; eyes twinkling but saying nothing more. They did not go far—less than half a mile, Tindómë thought—before he stopped at the edge of a small clearing and she noticed, low down, white flowers and bright red fruit scattered amongst the greens of the grass.




“Strawberries!” she said with glee.




“What better breakfast for a summer morning?” he asked, bending to pick one and putting it, whole, in his mouth.




Before she could do likewise he held one out to her and, without thinking, she opened her mouth for it.




He held onto the stalk and she closed her teeth around the fruit; it brought her mouth very close to his fingers. He gave her one of those sideways looks from under gloriously long eyelashes. ‘Definite flirtage,’ she thought.




‘Encourage, or not encourage, that is the question…’ she considered. 




He was very good looking; in some ways similar to Rumil or Orophin but also different. Maybe six five in height, with an archer’s build, but brown hair, with copper glints, and hazel eyes…and he did have a very kissable mouth. 




Rumil had told her, more than once, that she should consider herself a single elleth and spend some time with other ellyn…She looked back sideways, through lowered lashes, before reaching down to pick a strawberry and hold it up to Galanthir.




He didn’t bite the fruit from the stalk; instead he sucked hard and the fruit came off the hull with a decided ‘pop’, leaving Tindómë holding the small white centre and the green calyx in her fingers.




‘Very kissable lips…’ she thought, ‘and he knows it…’




She wasn’t sure if she could copy that move but she soon had the chance to try. No, it wasn’t quite as easy as Galanthir had made it look, or this was a less ripe strawberry. He grinned and then pulled back, gently, on the strawberry, until it did part from the calyx, leaving juice on Tindómë’s lips.




For a moment she expected him to kiss it off, but he didn’t; instead he wiped a finger across her lips, and then raised it to his own and licked it.




‘Hmm—now that is even sexier…’ she decided.




A couple of strawberries later and he was licking the juice off her  fingers. 




When he held the next one out she decided to try something else herself. Instead of taking it all in her mouth she bit off a small piece, then another, letting the juice dribble deliberately down her chin and onto her neck, whilst he still held the fruit. Then she looked at him with a raised eye brow and made no move to lick it up herself, nor to bend to pick another fruit.




He smiled, slowly, brought his head closer, bending lower, and licked the juice from her neck up to the corner of her mouth—but still no kissage. He stood back again. This ellon knew just how to drive a girl wild…




He bent down and picked another strawberry but this time he held it up, a little above Tindómë’s mouth, so that she had to reach up to it with her mouth. As soon as she did so he brought his own head in, quickly, to reach the fruit from the other side at the same time. This time their lips met.




Met, yes, but only briefly. Then he moved away again. 




‘M’kay—Galanthir’s motto is clearly to leave a girl wanting more…’ Tindómë thought.




She was almost ready to pull his head down to hers, hold it there, and kiss him thoroughly. But that was really too hasty a move for elves; she would not give in and behave like a Californian teenager—she’d already learnt the elven way could be much more fun.




A few more strawberries later she was just thinking that, actually, Rumil rather liked it when, sometimes, she wanted to do certain things in a hurry. Before she had got any further with that thought, though, Galanthir spoke for the first time since he had picked himself the first strawberry.




“Have you breakfasted well enough now, my lady?”




M’kay—if she said “yes” would he just lead her back to the village with no more flirtage, or would it be the signal to abandon the fruit and just carry on with the making out?




“Mmm…maybe…”




He licked his lips before answering, “Ah, then perhaps we should stay here and amuse ourselves for a little in case you realise that you need more?”




Now that was a loaded question! More what? 




“And what would you suggest we do to amuse ourselves?” she asked.




“Well, you have very beautiful lips, and a very beautiful neck, and perhaps they might still taste of strawberries…I would be happy to find out.”




M’kay, that question was answered, then.




She reached out and took one of his archer’s braids in her hand, slowly wound it around her finger and brought his face closer to hers, an inch at a time, licking her lips…




Sometime around mid-afternoon she began to pick strawberries to fill the impromptu basket that Galanthir had just fashioned from some small branches and lined with leaves. He helped her.




She was pretty sure that Rumil would appreciate some strawberries when he returned to the village—and she knew some new and interesting ways of eating them…




Educating Éowyn



Downloaded From: Educating Éowyn




This story takes place about one year following Brotherhood.







It was time Éowyn thought, to learn more about Elves; specifically those Elves who had made their home in her husband’s domain of Ithilien. Riding with them in pursuit of the Corsairs, who had abducted the half-elven Tindómë, had brought home to Éowyn how little she really knew about them.




Legolas, for example; she knew he was a prince, but knew nothing about the size of his father’s kingdom. She knew Legolas had brought Elves to restore land in Ithilien, but had not considered that this made him a Lord in his own right. Hence her surprise when he, rather than Faramir, had taken command on that occasion.




The young half-elven maiden herself was stronger, in both body and mind, than her rather delicate looks might suggest—as was the Queen, really. And despite their rather, um, effeminate looks the elven warriors were all so well disciplined, so efficient; silent killers.




Having decided that she needed to know the Elves better, Éowyn discussed the practicalities with Faramir. It would be best, he suggested, to spend three or four weeks in the elven village, to get some idea of their culture. But it would take a little time to organise such a visit without incommoding Legolas and his folk—perhaps best to wait until the next summer.




Apart from anything else, he pointed out, none of the buildings he had yet seen in the Elven settlement had glass in their windows or obvious fireplaces…Whilst both he and Éowyn had faced harsh winter weather in their lives, there was no need to do so from choice. So it was that it was a little over a year after that ‘rescue mission’ before Éowyn, Faramir, and their small son arrived for a prolonged stay in what the Elves called Eryn Ithil.




Legolas first showed them his own dwelling—which Éowyn privately thought unsuitable for a Lord of any race. The people of the Riddermark led simple lives but Meduseld was a great deal more impressive than this simple three-roomed wooden structure. 




Then Legolas showed them where some of the elves were living, in the branches of the trees, in structures called talans; these were simply a wooden platform, a little above ground, with walls and roof that seemed to be little more than woven hurdles.




“They are useful accommodation until we build something sturdier,” Legolas explained and Éowyn found herself worrying that she might have to share something that looked like a herders’ spring accommodation with Faramir and little Boromir.




Ah—good. It appeared not.




“We are planning more suitable guest accommodation,” their host explained, as he led them a little further, “but so far only the ground level is complete.”




It had walls—good, solid, wooden walls—and a fireplace. There were two glazed windows and the others, whilst unglazed, were protected by heavy shutters. Thank goodness!




There was even a bathing room and a small kitchen area. It might be quite enjoyable, Éowyn thought, to cook for her husband and son during their stay. Yes—the month would be bearable after all, she decided, especially after she saw the size of the bed in the area curtained off to one side with, beside it, a smaller child-sized bed.




“What a beautiful bed!” she said.




“It was brought from Eryn Lasgalen,” Legolas answered. “We knew we would have other priorities when we began to settle here, and no one would want to sleep on a bed made from some of the wood left by the orcs—nor unsettle any trees that were recovering by taking enough for such a task, at least just yet. The elfling’s bed was sent by Saeldauron’s parents for his baby daughter, but she is too young to need it yet.”




“It is most generous of Saeldauron and his wife to allow Boromir to use it first,” Faramir said. “We must thank him.”




“Hardly first,” Legolas said, “I am sure both Saeldauron and his own father slept in it themselves.”




“Then an even greater privilege,” Faramir replied. 




Éowyn, on the other hand, was trying to work out how old the small bed might be…




Legolas was still speaking. “I am sure that you will want to keep Boromir with you for the first few nights but, should you want to spend time making use of the bed without worrying about keeping silent, there are many elleth who have already offered to have him stay with them for a night or two.”




‘Oh my! Did he really mean what I think he meant?’ Éowyn wondered. ‘Surely not. A woman of my own people might have made such an offer to me, in private, but not a man; well, not to a woman anyway. And no one in Gondor would have been so open! No—surely Legolas can’t realise what his offer sounded like…Elves can be so very innocent.’




Faramir replied politely, but it seemed to his wife that he was blushing slightly; at least it was not just her who thought that what Legolas said sounded suggestive. 







The next few days were most educational. Éowyn had had no clear idea of what life in the Elven village would be like; her knowledge of Elves was like a series of small pictures that did not seem to really fit together when she considered them properly. 




She’d had only a passing acquaintance with Legolas to start with; he had been the strangely enigmatic figure in the shadow of the charismatic ranger who had arrived in Édoras on a spring wind and blown her life in a whole new direction.




She had been vaguely aware of the two Elven warriors who had ridden with the Rohirrim, whom she now knew to be Orophin and Rumil, and had seen the twin sons of Elrond from even further away when they had brought Aragorn the instruction to take the Path of the Dead. In the aftermath of the war she had got to know Legolas a little but there had been so much going on, including her burgeoning romance with Faramir, and only after Legolas returned to settle Ithilien had she really got to know him better.




She had, from those earlier meetings, the impression of the Elves as fierce warriors; but she had also seen the Elves who had arrived for Arwen and Aragorn’s wedding. They had seemed to drift gently around looking ethereal, singing much of the time, and so beautiful that you felt you weren’t worthy to even look at them. 




Having spent time with the hobbits she had the notion, somewhat tempered by more recent encounters, that Elves ate very little. The hobbits had also described Rivendell as beautiful, wondrously decorated and fabulously built—at least for a dwelling not carved into the land—and Lothlórien as even more fabulous, if all much too far from the ground for their taste.




Yet, when it came down to it, this new Elven settlement reminded her, more than anything, of the small villages of the Mark; although with more trees and fewer horses. There were cleared glades within the trees, each carefully planted, although she had never thought of Elves as farmers. Legolas took time to explain to her why they had chosen each crop—some plants put into their fruits nothing from the soil but water, and so any poisons remaining would not be eaten; others, like peas and bean crops, actually helped heal the soil.




Both Faramir and Éowyn had asked if Legolas could send Elves to help plan the gardens, and even the farmlands, around their newly restored home to best heal the land as well as feed the population. He had answered that he would be more than happy to spend his own time advising them; somehow this warrior prince was also an expert plantsman. It brought home to Éowyn, again, that he was a great deal older than her despite looking so youthful.




Something else that she had not expected, and which reminded her of her childhood, was the number of hens around the settlement—happily living beneath the trees and roosting in low branches. She’d never thought of them living anywhere but in open spaces.




“They not only provide eggs,” Legolas had explained, “but their droppings nourish the ground.”




Not only the hen droppings. There were privy closets for most of the dwellings, including the one Éowyn and Faramir were staying in, which were designed to turn the elves own waste (and that of the Prince and Princess of Ithilien…) into compost to also enrich the land. It had somehow not occurred to Éowyn that those ethereal, otherworldly, figures—such as Lady Galadriel and her entourage—would ever need a privy closet, and when it then occurred to her that Aragorn and Arwen had already spent nights in the accommodation she now shared with Faramir and so, almost certainly, had added their own contribution to the renewal of the soil she wasn’t sure whether to laugh or be scandalised.




There was, certainly, singing. The Elves seemed to sing as they went about their everyday tasks whatever those were. And such singing; it seemed as if it soothed Boromir so that he slept easily both when put down in the afternoon and in the small bed at night. It even soothed the bees. There were a number of bee skeps amongst the trees and those tending them wore no gloves, or veils, but simply sang to the bees as they worked.




She wondered whether they were special Elven bees, as they did not sting, for they must have been brought in from somewhere. Legolas laughed at the idea of bringing bees all the way from his father’s forests—they had, he explained, bought a couple of swarms from Rohan and carried them in skeps on horseback. Then those swarms had both multiplied and attracted others.




The bees helped the plants to flourish, the plants helped heal the land, and both the plants and the bees fed the Elves. How else, Legolas had asked, had she thought they would heal Ithilien? Somehow Éowyn had expected more…magic. As if the elves would simply have wandered amongst the trees, singing, and everything would have blossomed around their feet.




When she said this to Faramir, in the privacy of their bedroom, he had said that he thought it was a little of both. The way in which the Elves spoke to the plants, caressed the trees in passing, and sang amongst them, must surely be as much a part of the healing as the knowledge of plants and the practical measures. Perhaps, Éowyn decided, Legolas preferred anything other than the ‘practical measures’ to remain secret to the Elves.







The Elven community often ate together and, otherwise, Legolas seemed to move from household to household. Faramir, Éowyn, and their son were invited to do the same and Boromir was petted and fussed by everyone, both male and female, as was the settlement’s one tiny elfling—in whose bed Boromir currently slept. 




One or two of the females spoke a little Common and so Éowyn chased Faramir off to spend time with the warriors as she knew, all too well, that there were certain tasks and roles in any society that were the province of only the females. Try as she would, however, Éowyn found Sindarin too dissimilar to either Rohirric or the Common Tongue to learn enough to converse comfortably. She was pleased to learn that the ellyth all knew how to draw a bow and wield a sword—and they thought it odd that mortal women might be frowned on for doing the same thing.




One thing she could not easily get to grips with was that the Elves did not usually bathe in their homes—the bathing room in the guest accommodation was rare; they bathed together in pools fed from the river. Not only did they bathe together, but male and female bathed at the same time!




Éowyn remembered the night that they had rescued Tindómë from the Corsairs and she had seen the young half-elf bathing in the river with the males. Apparently that was quite normal. It had been one of the things that had helped to convinced Éowyn that Elves were not really sexual beings; that and the willingness of Elladan, Elrohir, and Galanthir to strip naked, in front of Éowyn herself, in readiness to swim out to the Corsair ship.




Faramir had made use of the bathing pools quietly once or twice, with some of the warriors, but reassured Éowyn that there had been no females there at the time—but for herself Éowyn simply washed sparingly each day. She did not fill the bathtub in their bathing room for it would have meant the carrying and heating of large quantities of water.




Legolas explained that Gimli thought it likely there were hot springs that could be tapped into, so close to the ‘volcanic activity’ of Mordor, but the dwarf had other priorities and so, although the Elves would greatly appreciate the hot water and a system of delivery pipes, they did not have it yet. In the Citadel there was piped water—in their own house here in Ithilien, or in Édoras, servants would have carried the water.




But Elven ways were also turning out to be much less formal than she had expected. Somehow the immediate obedience of the warriors to orders when they had ridden to free Tindómë from the Corsair, even when Legolas had told Tindómë’s ‘intended’ that he was not to go to her immediate rescue, had made her expect a very formal hierarchy; but it seemed not only less formal than Gondor but also less formal than Rohan.




This meant that there were no obvious servants. Even Galanthir, who she had supposed to be Legolas body-servant, turned out to be more of a friend to the Lord of Ithilien than anything else. And if there were no servants then there was no one to carry the water…Legolas had offered the services of a couple of the male Elves but, as they obviously had other tasks, it seemed wrong to accept—and when Faramir had offered to carry water for her she had refused forcefully. It was not a task for a prince.




There seemed to not even be a maid to care for Legolas’ housework—although she saw an elleth coming out one morning carrying his bedding to wash and, another day, she saw a different female entering his home carrying a broom to brush the floors. For herself, Éowyn thought that there was something quite pleasing about washing the small clothes and brushing the floors for her husband and son; as long as it was only for a week or two.







They had been in the Elven village for a week and this was the warmest night of the summer so far. Although the bed was large, Faramir was restless in his sleep, and Éowyn could not settle. She was tempted to wake him and encourage him to join with her in ‘marital relations’ but they might wake Boromir. Perhaps they should ask one of the ellyth to care for him for a night. But that thought didn’t help her sleep right now.




She was too hot, her hair clung damply to her, and she could feel sweat trickling down between her breasts. On a whim, almost, she decided to leave the bed and go outdoors. The Elves always had perimeter guards and so it would be perfectly safe to go for a short walk.




Perhaps she would venture down to the bathing pools now, when they would be deserted, and have a cool dip to refresh herself. Yes, that suddenly seemed a very appealing idea. She found her towel, threw a silk shawl over her thin nightdress, and went out.




The moon was near full, and there were small lamps beside the path—it would be easy to find her way down to the riverside pools. The forest was almost silent, but not quite. There were the tiny sounds of nocturnal insects and the distant, faint, murmur of the river. Then there was another sound, from one of the flets a little off to one side of her path, and a little above her head; the sound of a female voice. 




Éowyn really couldn’t help but overhear—but, as she understood only the most basic Sindarin, she would have made little sense of any words. 




However the rhythmic “Ai! Ai! Ai! Aiiiii!” did not need interpreting—the sound was very familiar to her from personal experience. Then the voice began to giggle and a male could be heard speaking. It was very clear that two of the Elves were indulging in those very same marital relations she had been considering only minutes before. Not only was Éowyn shocked at the idea of Elves doing such a thing, but they seemed to be making no attempt to avoid being overheard!




She was sure she must be blushing; she hoped she wouldn’t meet anyone along the path. Perhaps it hadn’t occurred to the two that they could be overheard…perhaps they hadn’t realised the female would find the act so pleasurable that she would cry out…It was probably the first time they had ever attempted it, she decided, or perhaps the second—if elves consummated marriages like men did. They must have decided to try and conceive an elfling. She wondered if they found it difficult to perform such an…earthy…act when both male and females seemed so…unearthly.




She hoped that she wouldn’t be embarrassed if she visited next summer and met the new parents.




She continued down the path; glad that no one would see that she was still blushing. She decided to make her way to the pool that was a little further from the village, just in case anyone else had decided on a moonlight dip to cool themselves, and took the relevant turn where the path forked.




Just as she could see the glint of the water through a gap between trees she heard a slight splash; perhaps there were fish in the bathing pools or it was some sort of waterfowl. Another two steps and the pool was in view and…




Éowyn blinked—hard. Then blinked again. There were people in the pool. Right within her line of vision there were three people. No matter that she really should have looked away as soon as she realised they were there, and left, she found herself mesmerised; she couldn’t stop gazing at them.




Around the pool were large, flat, stones—presumably to put down one’s clothes, soap, and so on. A naked ellon was sitting on one of the stones, his head thrown back, and his weight on his arms behind him. His legs hung over the edge of the pool, into the water and his—um—penis should have been clearly visible; but it was hidden from Éowyn’s sight by the elleth…




At least, Éowyn assumed the second figure was an elleth—all three had the same long hair flowing freely around their shoulders and much of the body of that second figure was obscured by the third figure. Éowyn had never seen anything quite like the scene in front of her—had never even imagined such a thing. 




It was very clear that the elleth was using her mouth and her hands to pleasure the male who sat on the pool edge. She stood on the floor of the pool, bending forward at the hips, her arms apparently resting on his thighs. But behind her stood another male and he was clearly—um—coupling with the elleth! It was his movements that were causing the slight splashes.




The whole tableau was…shocking but quite beautiful! The moonlight was caught by beads of water on the skin of all three so that they shimmered, and their hair was also touched by the moonlight; especially that of the ellon who sat on the bank—his hair glinted with red tones. His…oh! Suddenly, just as she recognised him, Galanthir moved his head…and looked straight at her!




Éowyn was mortified. She quickly turned away, and ran back along the path, her cheeks aflame. She was so caught up in considering how in all Arda she would ever face Galanthir again, hoping that perhaps he hadn’t seen her, or perhaps…that she did not see the two figures approaching from the village, as she reached the fork in the path, and ran straight into one of them.




“Éowyn! What is wrong?” Legolas asked, as he gripped her by both arms to stop the collision knocking her over. 




“I…um…I…” she wasn’t sure quite how to answer. She tried again. “I…it is such a warm night. I was going to go to bathe…I…um…I expected the far pool to be free…But,” she took a deep breath. “But there were others there already and I did not want to—um—embarrass them.”




Legolas had let go of her arms and was looking at her calmly. He would, Éowyn thought, be shocked if he knew just what those already there were doing. Or, she suddenly realised as he answered her, perhaps he might not.




“Ah…no,” he said, “I quite understand. Nor would those who were already there have wished to embarrass you. Perhaps, though, you might feel more comfortable bathing in the other pool. Starlight bathers usually prefer that more distant one. 




“In fact,” he continued, “we were going to bathe ourselves—it is a very warm night…”




Éowyn hadn’t really noticed that Legolas was not alone until now. She looked at the other figure; it was an elleth who looked familiar, although she couldn’t remember why, or remember the other female’s name. To be honest she found all the almost unbelievably beautiful young women difficult to tell apart at times!




The elleth was looking at Éowyn calmly. Legolas turned and spoke to her in Sindarin too rapid for Éowyn to even catch a word or two. The elleth didn’t answer but did nod briefly.




“We will go to the other pool, and you can walk with us. Then I will stand by—and even look the other way, as you two bathe,” he said to Éowyn.




“No, no…it’s quite alright,” she answered, feeling herself begin to blush again, as she remembered that she was only wearing her nightdress. “I…I’ll just go back. I’ll be fine.”




“Éowyn,” Legolas said, firmly, “you wanted to bathe because you felt too warm. I cannot imagine that you suddenly feel cool and refreshed without bathing. If you truly wish to bathe totally alone then we will both wait nearby for you. But we really do not feel embarrassed by, or ashamed of, our bodies. There is no reason why you two, at least, should not bathe at the same time.”




‘Easy enough for you to say,’ Éowyn thought, but before she got any further Legolas continued.




“Eru made these bodies to contain our fëar. Why should we fear them being bathed in the light of the stars he also made?”




She tried to think of a good answer but, before she could, she found that Legolas had taken her by the arm and was leading her towards the other bathing pool. Resisting would cause a scene and be churlish, she decided, and went with him.




This pool was deserted. The elleth smiled at Éowyn and then spoke to Legolas in their own tongue. He answered her and then turned to Éowyn.




“Could you help her with her lacings?”




It seemed rude to refuse and so Éowyn did as requested and within minutes the elleth’s dress slid down and she stood before Éowyn totally naked. Legolas had not even had time to turn his back…except, she realised, he had been planning on bathing with this girl, and would have seen her naked anyway! In fact, if Éowyn had not been there, he would have had to help the elleth with her lacings…




“Éowyn,” he was speaking to her again. “Éowyn, I will turn away now, and take up a look-out position on the path. Undress—bathe and cool yourself.”




As good as his word he walked away.




The elleth smiled encouragingly, and then placed the small basket she carried onto one of the flat stones that also surrounded this pool, before stepping into the water. She seemed so unconcerned at being naked in Éowyn’s presence that Éowyn decided her own misgivings were silly; she had wielded a sword in battle, she could certainly take off her nightdress at an Elven bathing pool. So she did.




She stepped into the water, which was still tepid from the sunlight that had heated it until only a few hours before, and quickly sank down until only her head and shoulders were above the water. It was blissfully cooling. The elleth was doing much the same thing and they both relaxed in a more comfortable silence than Éowyn had expected.




After a few minutes the elleth moved to the small basket and took out a bottle which she uncorked. The forest had its own scent—a green scent of growing things—and whatever was in the bottle seemed to be a distillation of that aroma. As the elleth rubbed a little into her skin, Éowyn realised that she, herself, had brought a towel—but nothing with which to wash herself—getting cool had been her only thought.




The elleth spoke to her, but she didn’t understand. Then, from a little way away, Legolas’ spoke.




“She asks would you like some of her bathing lotion? She is speaking in a Silvan dialect, so do not be surprised that you do not understand.”




Éowyn had thought the language the elleth spoke sounded even more musical, and further away from her own languages, than the Sindarin Faramir spoke so (annoyingly) well. 




She nodded to the elleth, and then answered Legolas.




“It is very kind of her…”




The other female poured a little of the lotion into Éowyn’s hand, and Éowyn rose just far enough out of the water that she could smooth it onto her upper body—resisting the urge to cover her breasts with her hands or turn her back on the elleth.




The elleth spoke again and, again, Legolas voice came from the bushes a little way away.




“She says that your hroar is so much like her own—she had expected you to be…different.”




His voice was pleasantly neutral. Éowyn wished she knew if he was amused by the elleth’s surprise, but then remembered that she had been quite surprised when she saw the naked ellyn. Well, very surprised, to be honest, but it was more at their nakedness than because they looked much like Faramir, or any other male she had seen wearing little or no clothing.




There seemed no polite answer to the elleth’s observation and so Éowyn smiled at her again.




After a few more minutes the elleth gestured to another bottle, and then mimed rubbing it into her hair, before holding it out to Éowyn. The gesture did not need any translation—Éowyn ducked her head into the water and then held out her hand. This liquid smelled different; of plants and trees still, but with a hint of cherries. She rubbed it into her hair and then ducked back under the water to rinse it out. The elleth simply watched, making no attempt to do likewise, and Éowyn wondered if she had understood correctly.




She gestured to the bottle and the elleth’s hair. 




This time the elleth clearly spoke directly to Legolas and the conversation took a little time before he switched to the Common Tongue.




“She says she is going to wait in the pool whilst I accompany you back to the village, and then I can return to wash her hair for her.”




Éowyn wondered why the elleth needed to wait for Legolas to do it for her—but he had not sounded surprised…




It reminded Éowyn, however, that Legolas had also planned to bathe, and wouldn’t get the chance until she had finished—although she was quite capable of making her own way back to her bed. She got, swiftly, from the pool and dried herself in a perfunctory manner before putting her nightdress back on and wrapping the shawl tightly around herself. She ran her fingers through her hair before addressing the bushes where she was fairly sure Legolas sat.




“I am dressed now, Legolas. I am well able to see myself back to our cottage—you do no need to delay your own bathing any longer.”




Legolas joined her beside the pool where the elleth lounged in the water. Of course, he said, he would accompany her; it was no inconvenience—but she pointed out that it was also no inconvenience for her to go back alone and, eventually, he gave in with good grace. 




Not only gave in but actually grinned at her—a wider grin than she had ever seen on him, or any elf—and began to casually remove his tunic. Part of Éowyn wanted to hurry away as quickly as possible, part of her wanted to wait until he was naked—simply because the ellyn she had seen nude were all so very beautiful. 




A third part won. She was a shield maiden; whilst ogling naked Legolas was simply not acceptable for the Princess of Ithilien, nothing should cause her to run and so, instead, she said, “Don’t let me delay you any longer, do go ahead whilst I put my slippers on.” 




She was rewarded by a fleeting expression of admiration as he slowed a little so that, when she did say farewell and move away from the poolside, he stood in only leggings.




This time, as she left a bathing pool and took the path to the village, Éowyn walked slowly, thoughtfully, in no great rush to return to her bed. She had asked to come to stay here to learn more about the Elves, and this evening she had seen and heard things which did not fit with…well actually, she realised, with her own theories and beliefs.




When she thought about it, she had come to the conclusion that Elves were not sexual beings from her own observations—and she now had observations that were at odds to that conclusion. This would require some thought. She considered herself more as a person of action—Faramir was the knowledgeable and thoughtful one…perhaps she could discuss it with him. But, then, if he had always known that Elves were, clearly, not sexless creatures he might laugh at her. He probably wouldn’t, she admitted to herself, but even so…




She remembered Legolas saying, last year, how very surprised he was that the Rohirrim could believe that Elves stole children—and how pleased he was that Éowyn recognised how this was clearly just a children’s tale; when, to be honest, she had wondered if there was any truth in it. She had never told Faramir that she had wondered, at least briefly, if Tindómë was actually a mortal child, who had been stolen by the Elves, for fear that he would think her uneducated. She would think this other puzzle, too, through for herself.




She decided to sit on the carved bench outside their guest accommodation to think about it all whilst her hair dried; but then she wondered how in all Arda she would react if Galanthir, with or without his companions, strolled past. Or even Legolas, she thought, as it came to her where she had previously seen the elleth who was now bathing with him; she was the person Éowyn had seen carrying Legolas’ bedding out to be washed. This suddenly had implications that it had not had at the time.




Instead she went quietly into the parlour of ‘her’ cottage, rubbing her hair with her towel, and poured herself a glass of cordial to drink whilst she thought. Except that she had only got as far as ‘Oh my goodness—imagine doing that, with two males! And where anyone passing by could see you…’ when she heard, softly, Faramir’s voice.




“Éowyn? My love—where are you?”




She answered in as quiet and low a voice as she could, for fear of waking their son, to let Faramir know where she was and he spoke again, equally quietly.




“Come back to bed…”




She put down the glass and did as he asked.




“Mmm…” he said, as soon as she was under the sheets, “You smell nice…”




He spooned in behind her and breathed in again, his nose almost in her hair. She could feel him becoming aroused, his manhood beginning to press against her behind.




Rather to her own embarrassment she found herself thinking ‘if Faramir’s…um…penis…is his manhood would an elf call his his elfhood?’ And then found the image of that elleth, being…taken…from behind whilst she pleasured Galanthir, swimming into her mind as her own body responded to Faramir’s.




His hand was on her thigh, trying to slide her nightdress up a little. 




“Boromir!” she whispered, “We might wake him!”




His hand stopped moving. Suddenly Éowyn felt desire welling up…“Unless we are very quiet…” she added.




There was a very quiet chuckle behind her. Pictures of those naked Elvish bodies were still at the forefront of her mind and she shimmied and twisted until, in a trice, she had pulled the nightgown up over her head and was naked under the sheet.




Now the sound from her husband was less a chuckle than a groan. He still wore his nightshirt—the fabric stopped his bare chest touching her back—she wanted it gone. He complied. She chose to keep her back to his chest but lifted her leg to allow him access, reaching back, taking the lead and guiding his manhood into her, joining them together. 




Still lying spooned Faramir began to move but Éowyn wanted more. Her husband was not going to object, and soon she was on her knees, Faramir still behind her, nuzzling her hair, biting at the soft skin of her neck, his hands holding her breasts as his manhood slid rhythmically in and out of her body.




“Harder!” she whispered, “Harder!”




Again Faramir complied; now he buried his face in her shoulder to keep himself, she thought, from crying out. His hands were still on her breasts. She felt as if she needed something more—no, she knew she needed a little more. She pushed one hand down between her legs, between the damp curls there, until she could apply that little extra stimulation for herself. She could feel her climax building and she bent further forward, pushing her behind harder into Faramir’s belly, so that she could bury her face in the pillow to muffle any cries.




She came—and in that moment she imagined herself being that elleth; as Faramir’s seed filled her she imagined him being…almost any ellon, but probably Galanthir.




There was a tiny strand of guilt, but Faramir was nuzzling her hair, muttering, again, how good she smelled, how beautiful she was, what a wonderful wife. He turned her towards him and kissed her, then held her tightly, and she decided to push the guilt down and forget it—at least for now.







The next day was almost as warm, but a slight breeze stirred the leaves of the trees and brought the scent of promised rain. Éowyn dressed and prepared a simple breakfast for her husband and son; such domesticity was a pleasure when it was from choice.




Not far away, in Legolas cottage, breakfast was also being taken. Galanthir and his Lord sat companionably eating fruit, bread and newly made jam; Legolas’ companion from the night before made up the group. It was probably fortunate that Éowyn was not party to their conversation, as she was currently the topic under discussion.




“She looked taken aback,” Galanthir said.




“She is not comfortable with bathing in public,” Legolas explained, “certainly not with males and females bathing together. Faramir said, when I asked whether Éowyn would bathe in the pools or need water carrying, that she would not inconvenience anyone by asking them to bring water, but neither would she bathe in public. But she thought it would be quiet enough to bathe alone last night.”




“And no one had thought to explain that the further pool was used for starlight bathing…” the elleth said.




“Ah,” Galanthir smiled.




“I do not think the Rohirrim go starlight bathing in the way that we do,” Legolas continued. “I think their place for exploring the pleasures of the body outside the marital bed is the stable.”




The elleth smiled and looked from one ellon to the other. “The hay and straw might get into unexpected places, but in the winter snow it would be very pleasant—we must try.”




“Perhaps we could invite the Lady Éowyn…” Galanthir did not sound entirely serious as he added, “We would have asked her to join us last night if she had not left in such a hurry.”




“She is very happily bound to Faramir,” Legolas said, “and, unlike some of the ladies of the court of Gondor, I do not think she would ever look outside the bond. No—I think it was just unexpected, to her, finding the three of you there. I know, from conversation with Éomer, that the Rohirrim usually confine joining to within the marriage bond but they are not averse to enjoying other pleasures of the body. Presumably she expects us to at least do likewise—but in the stable or the bedroom rather than the bathing pool.”




“Perhaps, then, it was because the others with me were clearly joining that she was so surprised,” Galanthir mused.




“You could be right,” Legolas answered, “although I thought she would realise that, as we are not almost permanently fertile like men, we do not need to avoid the act of joining as they do.”




“Well,” said the elleth, getting up to leave, “at least she knows now to avoid the far pool—or, perhaps, to spend more time there if she wishes. I would not mind if she wished to come starlight bathing with me—her hroar is not really all that different…”




Legolas tried to imagine Éowyn participating in the pleasures they had enjoyed after Éowyn left them. He decided he really could not—perhaps just as well. 







Faramir nuzzled his wife’s neck before going to spend time with Legolas, who had promised to show him some manuscripts that had come from the Great Greenwood, embracing her briefly. He murmured, again, how nice her hair smelt and that it might be a good idea to take up one of the offers to care for Boromir overnight.




Éowyn was inclined to agree. She would ask later. She would also, she decided, ask what was in the oil the elleth had given her last night to rub into her hair—not only was her hair easier to comb than usual, but it certainly appealed to Faramir…




The thought of the hair oil brought back all the sounds, images and thoughts of the night before, and she found herself blushing—it was a good thing that she was now alone with her small son. Time, she decided, to try and make sense of all the new information. She set Boromir down on the floor with his toys, and simply sat and thought.




It was clear that Elves were not ‘innocent’; not without any sense of sexual arousal. But that was what she had been taught. Or was it? What had she really known of the Elves to convince her of something which was, clearly, not accurate? 




Thinking back to her childhood and youth she had not really believed Elves actually existed; they were figures in stories told to children. The Witch of Dwimordene and her grey shadow warriors; the witch who didn’t have her own children; the witch who, therefore, sent phantom warriors to steal any mortal children who strayed too far from home.




She realised that, in that tale, was the seed of the belief that Elves did not have sexual urges. For how could anyone have marital relations (or even non-marital ones…) without getting pregnant at some time? But then she had met Elves. And her theory was confirmed because it was clear that Legolas, and then the others, could not grow a beard. And beards showed sexual maturity in males.




She thought on this fact for a minute or two. She had been taught about sexual relations between men and women by the women of the Royal household, by her observations of horses, and by spending time with Éomer and his friends. Whilst the horses certainly didn’t grow beards (she found herself smiling), the boys became young men, and interested in the bodies of young women, when their voices broke and they grew their first facial hair.




And that was another thing—the Elven males had softer voices than the men she was used to. Perhaps that was it—the Elven men were too much like boys!




Except…the hobbits were also boyish—and yet she had not found it too difficult to believe that Sam had got married soon after his return to The Shire, and was now a father.




Last year she had seen Arwen’s brothers, and Galanthir, stripped naked—had seen proof positive that they had full, adult sized, male parts…but she had assumed they didn’t…um…get aroused. She realised, rather to her chagrin, that she had assumed that ‘proper’ males would have shown signs of arousal because she was there…




Then there was Tindómë—who was not a stolen child. Éowyn realised that she had focussed on the lack of desire shown between Tindómë and Rumil, when she knew that others regarded them as a couple. But, then, the Elves showed very little outward sign of any emotion—why would they show signs of desire to others? And, now that she thought about it, Arwen had told her that Tindómë was the result of a coupling between an Elven male and a human female—so the male must have been capable of normal sexual desire. And Arwen herself had had a child…




It occurred to Éowyn, now, that she had thought of that previously and decided that, in the first instance, Arwen was not a full elf and, in the second instance, it required little desire on the part of the female for her to get pregnant.




Boromir interrupted her train of thought, as he brought a toy to her, and then one of the ellyth came to ask if she wanted to come and pick strawberries. It was some time before she could go back to her puzzle; how could she have been so convinced about something and also so wrong?




By the time she had put Boromir down for his afternoon nap she had reached a startling conclusion. She had been convinced that sexual passion was alien to Elves by three things; a story told to frighten children, the lack of beards, and a feeling that Elves in general were too ethereal and fey to do something so solidly rooted in earthiness.




But it was clear that she had been wrong. Elves certainly did have sexual encounters, and almost certainly enjoyed them, not just forced themselves to couple purely for conception. Last night the couple on the flet were probably no more intent on conceiving than she had been with Faramir later—Galanthir and his companions were certainly intent on pleasure! Whilst the elleth who said she would wait for Legolas to join her in the water so that he could ‘wash her hair’ probably meant a good deal more than that. Although Éowyn could see that elves might find hair-washing sensual—they did all have such shiny hair.




Actually the phrase ‘Starlight bathing’ had occurred more than once last night; as if it meant more than just bathing at night, but it hadn’t occurred to the Elves that she wasn’t familiar with the phrase. If it meant what she thought it meant, and the elves acted as if they thought she knew the meaning, at least they probably hadn’t realised that she though them impotent.




There was, she thought, only one problem with realising that Elves were, most certainly, sexual beings. If pictures of the naked male Elves she had encountered floated into her mind when she was making love with her husband she could no longer excuse herself because they were no more desirable than a statue or a painting.




Within seconds of that thought both the husband and one of the Elves in question came into view. Faramir and Galanthir were deep in conversation and Éowyn wondered whether she could escape the encounter with the ellon she had last seen naked, being pleasured by a naked female who was herself being…Éowyn felt herself flush. There was no escape.




“Hiril Éowyn,” Galanthir said, “I hope that you enjoyed your visit to the bathing pool last night. I am sorry that you were surprised to find the furthest pool occupied.”




He sounded so unflustered, as if the encounter had been totally normal! 




Éowyn took a couple of deep breaths before she answered, “Thank you, yes, and there is no need for an apology. I felt much refreshed when I returned to my bed.” 




“You should bring Hîr Faramir tonight,” Galanthir answered, “He could wash your hair for you.”




He nodded politely and left them before there could be any more conversation. 




Faramir looked questioningly at her—and when she said nothing asked her, outright, how Galanthir knew she had been to bathe the previous night; and what was he apologising for?




By the time Éowyn had stuttered out a rather embarrassed explanation, her husband was not only smiling, but clearly aroused by her tale.




“I would be very happy to accompany you tonight,” Faramir said. “Eldroth’s wife asked again if we would like her to care for Boromir for the night…If the pools are already occupied we could stay in the most shadowed part…”




And so it was that, in her first long visit to the Elves of Eryn Ithil, Éowyn learnt not only how the Elves were healing the land, and that cherry bark oil helps keep the hair shiny, but also that her husband was less restrained about nudity and bodily pleasure than she had previously realised—and that she was very happy about this.




A Tale in the Hall of Fire



Author’s Note: This is a short story in the Returnverse. It is especially for this time of year—and is set a couple of winters after Brotherhood. This means that Tindómë (Dawn) and the Galadhrim brothers have decided that, when the other Galadhrim relocate to East Lorien, they will go, instead, to Legolas’ settlement in Ithilien—but the moves are not yet made.







“Come,” they had said. “Come to Imladris before you move south to Ithilien. Come before you get caught up with a new home and new friends.”




“Go,” said Rumil and Orophin. “Go, whilst we help with His Lordship’s preparations to leave Lothlorien. Go and see more of Middle Earth, go and meet other elves.”




“Come,” said the twins, “and you can meet Glorfindel.” 




Then, when she accepted their invitation, they pretended to be affronted that the lure of their friend and mentor might have been the deciding factor.




“Go,” said Rumil. “Go and see Imladris and if you see anything that appeals we can include it when we build our new home in Eryn Ithil.” He paused. “Although perhaps not Glorfindel. Even if he appeals to you greatly you would have to leave him there, I fear, meleth…”




“Go,” said Orophin, with a wink, “go and broaden your education.”




And so Tindómë had ridden out of Lothlorien with the twins’ party, over the high passes, in the autumn. The nights were not yet too long, nor too cold, to take away from the pleasure of the journey and the days were, for the main part, crisp and clear so that the glories of the scenery were not shrouded in mist or rain.




After three weeks or so they entered the Hidden Valley and, as they made their way down steep and twisting paths, Tindómë could understand how it had earned its name. She observed her companions as they rode and noticed subtle changes in the twins. They were more relaxed, since they had crossed the boundary into the valley, and yet there was something more, uh, ‘princely’, or ‘lordly’, about them. It was clear that this was their domain.




Finally the party rounded a bend and there, catching the late sunlight, was the most glorious concoction of buildings Tindómë had ever seen. Stone and wood, carved into delicate arched shapes and soft curves, formed a central building that seemed to have grown, organically, from the rocks and plants behind and around it. There were smaller buildings joined to it by covered walkways and then, further out, other buildings of similar style.




The main house seemed to have large windows and many balconies to allow the occupants to enjoy what would be, Tindómë thought, a spectacular view of the valley, a waterfall or two, and cultivated gardens.




“Oh, elo!” she said.




This was obviously the right reaction; both twins smiled broadly and, in unison, said “Welcome to our home.”




A group stood, awaiting them, in the courtyard in front of the main house. A blond ellon took a step forward and addressed the twins as “My Lords”; when they returned the formal greetings to “Lord Glorfindel” Tindómë was rather taken aback.




This was the famed fighter, slayer of a balrog, friend and mentor of the Els? Somehow she had expected that Glorfindel would be the tallest, broadest elf in Middle Earth. He was probably a touch shorter than Rumil, and similar in build—not even as broad as pictures showed Haldir to have been! His hair, though, was a really deep golden blond—not the silver blond of Rumil and Orophin, or the pale creamy gold of Legolas; it was obvious where his name came from.




Then, as he was introduced, she looked into his eyes. All the elves she knew told her that an elf’s age and knowledge could be seen in the eyes—and here was proof positive. She could tell that this was a very wise and powerful elf indeed.




Just as it had been interesting to see Legolas as the leader of the new Elven settlement in Ithilien, so it was interesting to see the twins as lords of this long established one. On the first evening they said they were happy to be home but, if there was nothing urgent, they would hear all the reports in the morning. They spent the evening proudly showing Tindómë around the main house, they introduced her to few enough others that she would remember them, and were attentive hosts.




Next morning, by the time she had washed, dressed, and been escorted to breakfast by one of the household staff, the Lords of Imladris were already hard at work, in the large study inherited from their father, and Tindómë did not see them until the evening. Not that she felt abandoned; the librarian met her at breakfast, as arranged, and she spent the morning in his domain. Glorfindel arrived at lunchtime and showed her a little further afield, including the wing where he lived and the similar accommodation, in another wing, that housed Erestor—the twins’ senior counsellor in non-military matters.




Erestor had agreed to stay at Imladris, for at least the first five years of the twins’ lordship, but his wife had already sailed West. It was, Glorfindel explained, a carefully planned strategy. Erestor’s wife would ensure that somewhere was prepared for them to live in the West, whilst Erestor ensured continuity at Imladris; but it was likely that Lord Elrond would take up new responsibilities once he settled in the West, and would then need his senior counsellor at his side. 




Tindómë liked Glorfindel. She liked Erestor, too, once she got to know him, but Glorfindel she was at ease with from the start. She had almost expected him to flirt with her, from occasional remarks of the twins, but there was no sense of flirtage at all. Probably a good thing, she thought, seeing as how he was, like, ancient. His personality had the same mix of seriousness and humour as his protégés, and he gave Tindómë the same sense of security that Gandalf had done; as if nothing she could say would ever shock him or make him think less of her.




Over the next few weeks she explored the ‘Last Homely House’ properly. She decided that it was more comfortable than the talans of Lothlorien—or, perhaps, it simply felt a little less ‘unreal’ to someone whose memories were still, mostly, of twenty-first century California. The arched windows with shutters, the balconies large enough to sit on with comfort—these, she decided, she would like in her new home in Ithilien. 




She also explored the close environs of the main house. There were smaller houses lived in by one or two elves; stables that surpassed even those of the Rohirrim in beauty; and workshops for all manner of crafts—as well as wood carving and metal-work, all their pottery and glassware were made in the valley.




Tindómë spent quite a bit of time with the smiths; Glorfindel took her to their forge and they carefully considered her short-sword. The Lothlorien sword-smiths had done a good job of embellishing a perfectly adequate weapon…but these smiths, like most of the inhabitants of Imladris, were of Noldor descent and the Noldor were famed for their working of metal. Lothlorien made the greatest bows—but the twins’ swords, and Aragorn’s Anduril, were the best swords in Middle Earth. Well, apart from Glorfindel’s maybe.




Elladan, Elrohir, Glorfindel, and two of the smiths, fought practice bouts with Tindómë almost daily for a couple of weeks until the smiths smiled, nodded, and then said they were ready to start work. They would start to forge Tindómë a new sword, they said, at the next new moon, and it would be ready for the following one—at mid-winter.




Mid-winter. Tindómë suddenly realised that the days were, indeed, shortening and growing colder—she had been letting time flow past her in a positively Elven fashion. ‘Go me!’ she thought.




Talking of mid-winter—remembering the little she had been told about seasonal celebrations amongst Legolas’ people, and the lack of any such celebrations in Lothlorien…




“Do you celebrate mid-winter here?” she asked Elrohir.




“We do,” he replied, “although more quietly than the men of the Dúnedain or the Rohirrim.”




‘Hmmm,’ Tindómë thought, ‘probably more quietly than the Elves of Eryn Lasgalen, too, then. Pity…’




Galanthir had led her to believe that the celebrations in his home forest, and now also of the Elves of Ithilien, involved singing, dancing, alcohol, a good deal of flirtage, and more.




The elves here didn’t seem big on the flirtage, she thought; either that, or none of them rated her. She stopped herself before she let the old insecurities flood in; I’m not a real girl, I’m not important, nobody wanted me here…even if those things had, once, been true back in California they weren’t true here.




Anyway, it was probably a Noldor thing—Lord Celeborn had told her that they were more serious than the Sindar and Silvan elves she was used to. Even his Lordship’s grandsons, she knew, had a deep, underlying, solemnity. One of the smiths, Tisirion, had started to smile at her quite often; maybe she would ‘broaden her education’ a little before spring…




A few more questions over the next month and she knew what to expect as the shortest day approached. Christmas it definitely wasn’t. That her sword would be ready just before mid-winter was purely coincidence—the elves of Imladris were certainly not ‘Santa’s little helpers’—present giving was not part of their tradition. That saved Tindómë a good deal of worry, anyway.




As dusk fell on mid-winter evening she joined the inhabitants of the valley, outdoors, looking skywards. They were waiting to see the first star; Legolas had told her that his people did this too—and it had been one of the last ‘normal’ things that he had done before the Fellowship left Imladris.




The Els said that they now thought of their parents—Elrond had promised them, before he took ship, that he would do this every midwinter and think of them, here. So it was a slightly bittersweet moment when the star was spotted.




Then came the feasting, and wine. She almost expected one of the Els to insist she added water to hers, but no—however she ‘heard’ Elrohir as he filled her glass.




‘You are adult enough to decide for yourself how much to drink, Tinu, but you would not want to fall asleep, when Tisirion is making eyes at you, and there will be music and story telling in the Hall of Fire…’




So he’d noticed Tisirion, too!




She took his warning seriously, and sipped gently at her wine, replacing it with water for herself when the glass was empty.




She had been at a few evenings of music and story-telling, in the great Hall of Fire, but this was the fullest she had ever seen it. She found herself sitting between Elladan and Erestor—perhaps there might be some dancing and she could know for sure if Tisirion was flirting with her.




There was some dancing—even more formal than in Lothlorien or Minas Tirith and with very little close body contact—but Tisirion did, indeed, dance with her…




The evening was getting late; an elleth finished a song, everyone applauded, and then Glorfindel spoke.




“We have heard each other tell the same tales many times and, although it is a pleasure to hear them, it would greatly delight me and others, I am sure, to hear something new. Tindómë, could we ask you to tell us a story from your childhood, if doing so will not upset you?”




For a moment Tindómë was taken aback—everyone was so kind that she didn’t want to disappoint them—but what story could she tell? She looked at Glorfindel and, fleetingly, considered Goldilocks—but it was, really, too childish for this gathering.




She looked around. There were candles twinkling all around and boughs of greenery, twisted with ivy, decorated ledges and tables. The Elves may not have Santa or presents—but she suddenly knew exactly what to say.




As every face turned to her she smiled, drew a breath, and began.




“A very long time ago, in a country a long way away from here, there lived a young woman, a virgin, whose name was Mary. She was betrothed to a man whose name was Joseph…”




Stormy Nights in Imladris
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Antsy



Imladris seemed to have more weather than Lothlórien had whilst Her Ladyship lived there; although last winter, without her, there had definitely been wind, rain, and even some snow. Everyone told Tindómë that, sheltered in its deep valley as it was, this house hardly ever saw deep snow or high winds. But, tonight, the sound of raindrops being thrown against the closed shutters of her room was keeping her from sleeping.




In the ten days or so since the Midwinter celebrations she had been hit on by three or four ellyn, very politely, and she had spent much of this evening in pretty close contact with Tisirion the smith. There had been kissing, and tantalisingly close body contact, although all clothing had stayed in place. Maybe, she thought, that was why she was feeling too awake. 




She moved from her side to her back, turned again, and pulled the bedding up over her head to shut out the erratic sound of the rain as the wind gusted more strongly. Then she was too hot and threw the covers down to her waist. She wondered if ‘easing herself’ (Elven slang for masturbating) might help her sleep; but the sound of the rain kept interrupting her as she tried to let her mind fill with the right sort of thoughts.




Maybe she should give up and read. She turned the cover on her small light, propped herself up, and took up the book she had been reading earlier; but she couldn’t concentrate. She wondered what time it was. Elves didn’t use clocks and watches—there was little need, even if someone here was to perfect the wrist-watch.




Perhaps the sounds of the strengthening storm might be keeping someone else awake; after all Elves didn’t need much sleep. She turned the covers back, put on the soft silk slippers beside her bed, and went out into the corridor. There was light seeping around the door of Elrohir’s room and both Els had told her that she was welcome at any time—although if it sounded as if he had company she would just come back to her own room.




She was about to knock on his door when she heard his voice.




“Come in, Tindómë.”




Elven hearing…







The door opened and Tindómë stepped through. Elrohir was lying on the top of his bed with a book in one hand but, truth to tell, he had not been reading. He had been listening, with pleasure, to the sounds of the wind and rain. During the years when he and Elladan had ridden after yrch, both alone and in the company of the Dúnedain, they had spent all too many nights outdoors in weather like this. To be warm and dry in his own home on such a night was a simple, but much appreciated, pleasure.




“Uh, hi, El…” she sounded slightly hesitant. 




“Tinu, are you unwell?”




“No, no, I’m just…I couldn’t sleep; the sound of the rain, I guess, but somehow I’m just all antsy.”




Antsy? As usual now she was speaking Sindarin, but with the occasional word of the Common Tongue thrown in, and sometimes a word or two that Elrohir did not think he had ever heard from anyone else.




“There are ants in your room?”




She pulled a face at him. “No, just, you know, antsy. Fidgety? On edge? Can’t settle? I keep tossing and turning, and I’m too hot with the comforter up over my head, and the sound of the rain is too noisy, or something, if I push the comforter down…and I can’t concentrate to read. And I saw your light on…”




At least, he thought, he knew by now what a ‘comforter’ was.




“I am enjoying the sounds of the wind and the rain—I rejoice in being warm and dry. Come and join me.” He gestured at the bed. “Would you like some cordial? Or a glass of wine?”




“Hmm—maybe a glass of wine would help me sleep. I know you guys can go all night with no sleep, but I totally need a couple of hours, or even more.”




“Help yourself,” he said, waving towards a carafe and a couple of glasses on a side table. 




She did as he suggested and then came and sat on the edge of the bed.




“What are you reading, El?”




He showed her but admitted that he had not really been reading. She sipped her wine and then shivered. She was wearing a thin silk nightgown; he wore little more himself, but she still felt the cold more than an elf and there was no fire in the room. He moved a little, pulled back the bedclothes and said “In!”




“Thanks,” she said, and quickly obeyed.




“I could read to you,” he offered, “but I think if you lie here with me, and we listen to the rain together, you will sleep.”




“M’kay,” she said, nestling down into the bed.




“Imagine,” he began, “being outdoors on such a night. Perhaps as we camped between Lorien and Minas Tirith—lying on bedrolls with only our cloaks for protection where there are no trees. Or we may lie where the trees have shed their leaves; listening to the patter of the rain on the bare branches that sway in the wind so flurries of drops reach us with no pattern.”




Tindómë shivered and pulled the feather quilt closer.




“It would be a long, cold night,” Elrohir continued, speaking in a soft, low voice. “Imagine, instead, that we are camped out on our route here over the high passes. On such a night we would find a cave and hope it had not been used by bear, or warg, or orc, in the past—or the rain could be preferable to the smell. If we found no cave, we would be huddled against the rocks, with the horses between us and the prevailing wind. They would be no happier than us.




“Even if we were in tents in such weather, although we would be dry, the fabric would flap; we would hope the wind grew no stronger. The guy ropes would need checking, and tightening, and so we would get wet anyway…”




“Way to go to put me off travelling ever again, El,” said Tindómë, but her voice sounded drowsier than before.




“Now listen to the rain and the wind, beating on the shutters, but we are warm, and dry. Picture the branches dancing to the rhythm of the wind; the raindrops making patterns on pools, small rivulets forming between tree roots…”




“M’hmm,” she said slowly, “I see what you mean.”




They lay quietly, but Tindómë was still restless—Elrohir thought that she probably did not notice that she moved one limb or another, every minute or two, even as her breathing changed and she began to fall asleep.




Even asleep she was not still; she moved from her back to her side, curled up, and then uncurled. Perhaps, Elrohir thought, it was the sound of the wind and the rain intruding into her sleep; he had seen her asleep when he had been on watch as they travelled, and had never seen her so restive.




He shrugged off his dressing gown and got beneath the covers himself, although with such an unquiet bed-mate he thought it unlikely that he would sleep. But Tindómë was right—it would do him no harm, whereas she would not be able to concentrate properly after a sleepless night.




The bed was large—there was plenty of room for him to lie without disturbing her but, within minutes of him getting beneath the covers, she moved towards him, pushing her body against his. Her breathing, too, changed, became shallower, faster; even before she muttered “Rumil-nín…” he realised just what had made her ‘antsy’.




Tisirion, Elrohir thought, had miscalculated. He had clearly raised Tindómë to a high level of desire but left her unfulfilled. Probably, indeed certainly, he had not recognised this. Perhaps he had not properly allowed for her inexperience and youth, or her body reacted slightly differently because she was not, physically, quite like an elleth. Whatever the reason, Elrohir was no longer surprised that she was restive.




He wondered why she had not simply realised and eased herself—but then, perhaps, she did not fully recognised the cause herself because of her youth and inexperience. Had she been an elleth, asleep in his bed because they had already enjoyed each other’s bodies, he would have used his own fingers to bring her release. 




‘Although,’ he thought, ‘to be honest, I do not think I have ever left an elleth in such need…’




But this was Tindómë—she had most certainly not come to his bed to enjoy the pleasures of the body. Well, not knowingly; although her unrecognised need might have driven her to seek out a male, Elrohir was not sure. To touch her in such a way without her knowledge or permission was unthinkable.




Perhaps she might find enough pleasure on her current dream path to bring herself to fulfilment and take flight. He knew, from personal experience, that such a thing was quite possible with a young ellon—and many years in the camps of the Dúnedain had taught him it was certainly not unheard of in young men. He was not sure about young women, or ellyth, but it seemed likely. 




As he considered this Tindómë moved again; arching her back so that a hard-nippled breast pushed against him. He let out a slow breath. It was certainly a more interesting night than he had expected. She let out a low moan—surely she would reach her climax?




Her body tensed. Elrohir expected to hear her fly within seconds, but then the cry she made was not one of pleasure. She flung out an arm; something on the dream path had gone wrong. He changed position, and brought his hand to her cheek…







“Tindómë, tithen maethor,” someone was calling her. She reached towards the sound, happy to leave where she was.




She was pressed against a warm, male, body.




“Rumil,” she muttered, curling further into him.




“Tindómë, tithen maethor,” the voice said again.




That wasn’t right was it? Why not “meleth”? 




Oh fuck! Huitho! She recognised the voice and remembered where she was. She wasn’t sure whether to open an eye, or pretend to still be asleep. Perhaps keep the eyes shut for a second or two whilst she did a quick body inventory. Uh-uh, her body was so ready for flight that more or less every cell had its seat belt buckled and was looking out the window at the runway becoming a blur…




“Wake up just a little more.” Elrohir’s voice sounded gently amused. 




She’d probably never be able to look him in the eye again. She could feel herself beginning to blush from somewhere down in her toes.




“Do not be embarrassed, Tinu.”




M’kay—she’d have to face him sometime. She moved a little so that, although still touching him, she wasn’t actually rubbing herself against him like a bitch in heat and opened her eyes.




“I think we know why you were ‘antsy’,” he said, with a slight smile.




Part of her wanted to scuttle as far across the bed as possible, perhaps grab her slippers, and run. The other part wasn’t so sure.




“I would not have woken you,” Elrohir continued, “except that, when your dream took you close to flying, something went wrong and you were afraid.”




She could vaguely remember something, something about…whatever, it was gone. She went back to being embarrassed.




Her body still wanted to rub itself against Elrohir.




“You need,” he said. 




Yeah—it really wasn’t something she could deny.




“You could go back to your room and ease yourself, alone,” Elrohir said, sounding as if it was a conversation about what to have for breakfast, “or just stay here and ease yourself so that you can sleep again.”




Uh? She was just trying to get her head around that concept when he spoke again, his voice gentle.




“But, it would give me pleasure to help you. I could not help you while you slept…” She understood that, totally. “But now that you are awake…It would be a very pleasant way to spend our time and later you could sleep more restfully.”




‘We couldn’t! It would change things!’ was her first thought, but then she found herself seriously considering what he had just said. He did have a very nice, warm, masculine, body, with nice long fingers—and he was offering…




Her breasts ached to be touched, there was the familiar puddle of goo feeling in her huch, her fingers twitched to run through someone’s hair, or to wrap themselves around a grondithen.




Instead, she put a hand to his face and turned it towards her own so that she was looking straight into his eyes. They were deep, dark, and desire-filled (which, so not surprising, considering her position when she awoke!).




She imagined meeting him at breakfast the next morning if she was to, politely, refuse his offer and go back to her own bed. He would smile a little, raise an eyebrow, and ask her if she had managed to get to sleep—and she wouldn’t really be all that embarrassed; things between them would be unchanged.




With that came the realisation that if she said “Yes,” it would probably not change things either. Just as a “Yes” hadn’t really changed her relationships with Orophin, or Galanthir, or Emerlas, or would with Tisirion. Not unless she chose to let what had already happened tonight, or might happen, affect their relationship. It was a strangely liberating thought.




She pulled him a little closer until his mouth was only a fraction of an inch from hers and she could feel his breath on her face. She almost expected to ‘hear’ him in her head—but he held her gaze and waited.




“A’ngell nín,” she said, just before their lips met.




“And mine,” she heard him say to her mind, his tone both slightly amused and sensual.




The kiss was sensual too, but gentle. Kisses with people other than Rumil did not have the immediate connection, the ‘Westley and Buttercup’ effect, of their fëar being in tune; but Tindómë had been so turned on, so recently, that she could feel her body react immediately.




Elrohir must surely be aware, but he did nothing more, even as Tindómë’s body pushed against him again of its own volition. Then he broke the kiss and sat up a little.




Before she had a chance to feel disappointed he said “Wait,” slid his hands under her nightdress, and eased it up and over her head. She shivered, but not with cold. He put a finger under her chin, so that he could hold her gaze, and then ran a single finger of the other hand down the length of her body. She moaned and arched her back.




“Tindómë, you need release,” he said, “or my touch will be more torture than pleasure. May I?”




“Mmmm…uh-huh.”




Even the brain cells now had their seatbelts buckled and were just waiting for take-off; coherent speech seemed to be beyond her. She put a hand over Elrohir’s where it rested just below her navel, and moved it down onto her cumb, just to make sure he understood.




He obviously got the message. He brought his mouth back to hers and, as they kissed, stroked the hand over her pubic hair before one of those nice long fingers slipped along her inner folds. His tongue explored her mouth as the finger slid right inside her, curling forwards, whilst the knuckle of his bent thumb pressed onto her tuiw. Within seconds the combined pressure on her tuiw and her inner ‘secret place’ was enough. She flew.




“Aaargh…oh, oh!” she cried out, the sound muffled by Elrohir’s kiss, and then she shuddered again. It really was blessed relief.




Even as she was still panting, and Elrohir’s finger was still curled inside her, she reached out reflexively for his penis. It was satisfyingly hard and erect; this had certainly not been just an offer to scratch an itch for her, or a healer offering to help her sleep.




He made a small, wordless, sound, but then his hand came down to cover hers and gently uncurled her fingers. Before she could wonder about it, he spoke.




“Wait, again,” he said.




Then he slid out of the bed and went to the hearth, where a fire was laid ready, and lit it.




“Now we do not need to worry that you will be cold if we throw off the covers,” he said with a smile, as he came back to the bed.




His erect penis bobbed a little as he walked and Tindómë couldn’t resist the urge to put a hand out towards it again as soon as it was within reach.




He stopped beside the bed, which put his…uh? She wasn’t sure whether she should think of it as a grond or cristhen; they were mainly Silvan slang. His…whatever…was right in front of her but, even as she reached out to it again, her ‘bright enquiring mind’ was engaged.




“Uh, El? What’s your word, the Noldor word, for…this?”




It twitched a little and he laughed quietly.




“It is probably a good thing that you were not conscious at the Black Gate, tithen maethor—you would have wanted to know the name of the Mouth of Sauron’s horse and just how the counterweight system worked to open and close the dread gate itself!”




She smiled back, but lifted an eyebrow and waited.




“I have spent enough time in Lorien to be happy to think of it as my grond, or even my cristhen, if you wish; but we Noldor really do say vië most of the time. Although, just as Éomer King once told you, the Rohirrim sometimes use a word that translates as ‘hammer’; and so do the Noldor sometimes. I was taught by one of the smiths that it is the ‘heart-hammer’.”




“That’s cool and, yeah, it makes sense,” she said thoughtfully, “being metal workers…Hey! I wonder what the Khuzdul word is?”




She waited, just long enough, before grinning and reaching for the appendage in question. “Vië’s good,” she said, as she curled her fingers around it and pulled him a little closer. 







Elrohir wanted to laugh with the pleasure of this unexpected encounter. Young she might be and, compared to any elleth with whom he had ever indulged in the ‘desires of the body’, very inexperienced. But, as he had once told her, she was also beautiful, desirable, and full of life. There was something more—vigorous—about her approach to love-making than those ellyth. There was also, though, something more uninhibited, and carefree, than those women of his brother and sister’s court who had shared a bed with him.




She ran a finger up and down the thin line of black hair between his navel and the root of his vië. Almost every elleth had done the same thing—although it held less attraction for the women. Tindómë had, of course, seen it before; they had bathed together more than once. One or two ellyth, over the years, had found it distasteful. Tindómë seemed simply interested but if all her experience had been with ellyn then her interest was not surprising. 




She did it again. As usual, it was pleasurable—although Elrohir was sure it would have been so even if the skin was as bare as that of other ellyn.




“Almost the only outward sign of our mortal blood,” he said. “We inherited it from our father.”




“El, I so don’t want to think of your father right now!” she answered with a hint of a giggle before she said nothing more for some time as her mouth was otherwise engaged.




She had learnt quickly; she took his vië from her mouth just at the point where it would soon be difficult to hold back.







Tindómë was enjoying herself. Straddling Elrohir’s body on his bed she was, to borrow Orophin’s phrase, ‘rising to the trot’. Elrohir’s vië filled her nicely and, like actually riding a horse, he had his own rhythm that complimented hers. 




Back in Sunnydale, Dawn had seen the phrase ‘XXX loves cock’ written on a restroom wall in the Bronze (when she had sneaked in…). It was meant to be an insult, Anya had explained, when Dawn had asked the only person who would ever talk to her about sex, adding that she didn’t really understand why. Tindómë remembered it briefly and giggled.




‘What’s not to love?’ she asked herself.




She was about to lean forward and put her hands onto Elrohir’s shoulders when he shook his head slightly.




“Lean back, tithen maethor, put your hands down my thighs instead.”




She did as he suggested, so that she knelt back onto her heels, her back arched.




Harder now to move herself on his vië, but he changed his own movement and there was still soft friction inside her.




Oh—this was good! She didn’t think she’d ever been in quite this position with anyone before; it made her want to circle her hips, so she did.




“Good!” said Elrohir.




Then he moved both hands up the front of her thighs and brought the thumbs together at her tuiw.




“Good?” he asked.




As she felt the urge to arch her back further, and throw her head back, it was difficult to speak. But she was pretty sure that the way she pushed against him, and then screamed as she flew, probably gave him her answer.







Elrohir did not hold back—he thrust harder and the grip of her inner muscles as she flew brought him to his own climax. Both kept moving, gently, coming down together. He realised she was almost stuck in position—without enough energy, just for the moment, to come back upright, but not able to fall any further back as she was still kneeling. He bent his knees, so that his thighs supported her, and received a breathless “Thanks,” in return.




“Are you in need of sleep now, Tinu?” he asked.




Her eyes clearly showed amusement as she answered, “Nope! I seem to be more awake all of a sudden. I just need to get my breath.”




She wriggled what he had heard Rumil refer to as her adel-bein, where they were still joined, and he could feel his vië hardening again within her.




The next hour passed most pleasurably. Finally she admitted to feeling sleepy. He pulled her against him, so that her head was pillowed in the crook of his arm.




“Thank you, El,” she said in a rather drowsy voice. “I really needed that. I kinda miss it, you know? I miss Rumil, but I knew I would; and he’s right—it is good for me to be just me rather than ‘Rumil’s not quite betrothed’. But I really miss the joining. It’s all still new for me—I didn’t really expect to miss it so much as, sort of, separate to missing Rumil. I feel much less antsy now, though…”




The sound of the rain against the shutters seemed to no longer keep her awake. As she slept, Elrohir found he was drifting down a path of dreams where he heard the rain as if on the leaves above a talan in Lorien. A rather beautiful not-quite-an-elf was running her fingers up and down that thin line that showed that he was not purely an Elf either; he allowed himself to simply enjoy.




He woke just before Tindómë. He was aware that she was, again, working out where she was before opening her eyes; but this time she did not blush.




Elrohir was considering, as she slowly stretched, whether another hour or two of indulging the desires of the body would be a good start to the day. (Oh how he loved that description—the copy of Laws and Customs of the Eldar Legolas found in Minas Tirith had kept them all amused for many hours.) Before he could ask Tindómë her opinion, however, she suddenly sat upright and looked at him with wide open eyes.




He looked at her questioningly.




“Elrohir,” she sounded worried, “uh—did you really mean it when you once told me that, if you and Elladan are not very far from each other, you know when the other one…um…joins?”




He had wondered when that might occur to her. He nodded.




“Huitho! So, uh—you and me, last night?”




He nodded again, just once. 




“Bummer. He—uh—he won’t be jealous will he? That I came to you? That we…you know?”




She did blush beautifully. Rumil had commented on it and he was quite right.




“Tindómë,” he said, “you told me there was only light under my door—of course it was the one you knocked on. As for jealous? No. But he will most certainly be very envious!”




She looked down, rather than in his eyes, but her voice was firmer when she asked, “Is he?”




Elladan must have been lying on his own bed waiting for Elrohir to speak to his mind; it took little more than the mental lift of an eyebrow before his brother’s voice was in his head. He was laughing.




“You gave me a great deal of difficulty sleeping, brother! I knew better than to intrude.” (They had agreed, many yeni ago, that only the ‘participating’ twin could instigate a mental conversation in such circumstances, and last night Elrohir had felt this would have been disrespectful to his unexpected guest.)




Elrohir passed on Tindómë’s question.




“Envious?” Elladan repeated. “To quote Tindómë—totally!”




“Yes,” Elrohir said, out loud, to Tindómë.




She looked worried—he could almost see her thinking. 




“Uh, you know the time you told me about that?”




It was a rhetorical question—of course he knew when it had been.




“You said that you were almost totally serious when you offered to show me why you were in demand as a tag-team?”




He could not recall having used that description, but he was fairly sure he knew exactly what she meant. He even had an inkling of where this conversation was going.




She took a deep breath, looked him straight in the eyes now, and then said, “Well I think it would be only fair to Elladan if I was to ask if the two of you would show me now.




“Well, maybe not exactly now,” she added, as her stomach rumbled as if she was a hobbit, “but, tonight maybe?”




“It would be,” Elrohir answered her, “our pleasure. Totally.”




She grinned at his use of one of her favourite words.




“But, little one, if you change your mind after breakfast we will not be insulted.”





And Then There Were Three…




It continued to rain all day; the wind still tossed the trees around, twigs and small branches were strewn on the grass and the walkways. The shutters were opened only on the glazed windows; in rooms that were usually open to the air the lights remained lit and the shutters tight barred.




Tindómë watched from the library window as two ellyth, cloaks tightly fastened, filled the ornate metal containers that held food for both birds and squirrels. 




‘Form follows function’ she remembered, from some lesson back in Sunnydale; these looked very like bird feeders she had seen in California. A couple of years ago such a thought might well have made her, at least briefly, homesick. Now, she noted, it no longer had that effect at all. She wondered if anyone back there still had any memory of her at all. She hoped not.




She gazed out, no longer looking at the ellyth or at the birds and animals that braved the storm, but lost in thought. When Glorfindel spoke, almost right beside her, she was quite startled.




“I think this is not a day for sword practice,” he said, “although you looked as if your fëa was so far away that you were not seeing the rain.”




“Oh, hi, yeah—miles and miles away,” she answered.




“Lothlorien, or beyond the Black Gate?”




“Waaaay beyond the Black Gate,” she said, with a slight smile.




“It is quiet here, and warm,” he said. “Tell me about the place from whence you came—unless it would make you sad.”




She didn’t have to think for more than a couple of seconds—no, it wouldn’t make her sad at all. And so the afternoon passed, in conversation, with no time to think too closely about what she had suggested to the twins.







Late in the afternoon an elleth came and spoke to Tindómë.




“My lady, Lords Elladan and Elrohir asked me to tell you that, like most of the household, they are not eating in the main hall tonight. They are eating in their private rooms and request the pleasure of your company.”




Tindómë wasn’t surprised that there was no formal dining that night, it still wasn’t weather for moving around the complex, but for a few seconds she expected both the elleth and Glorfindel to give her knowing looks. They didn’t. Then she mentally smiled to herself; she had eaten in the twins’ private rooms on a number of occasions since her arrival—why would anyone immediately assume they had plans for ‘getting down and dirty’?




Glorfindel walked her to the door of the twins’ sitting room, so no time to consider whether to change as if it was a big date. He even stopped to talk for a little and Elrohir asked him if he wanted to join them to eat. Glorfindel excused himself, saying he had arranged to spend the evening with Erestor, and then there were three.




Tindómë wondered if she ought to be embarrassed—she had spent last night joining with one twin whilst the other had been all too aware of this, and then she had propositioned the pair of them. As Elrohir moved towards the food, and Elladan poured out wine, she decided that, no, she didn’t feel embarrassed at all.




Their rooms took up the end of a wing; bedrooms on opposite sides opened off the corridor and, at the end, a large sitting room that took up almost the whole width of the wing faced out into gardens over a deep balcony. Both bedrooms also opened into this sitting room and, off to one side, there was a bathing room which also opened onto the balcony.




Tonight the shutters over the sitting room windows had been left open; the blinds likewise. In the early moonlight the branches of trees could be seen, still swaying in time with the wind, but there were no signs of lights from other windows. It had never really occurred to Tindómë, before, that the twins’ private quarters and private garden were not overlooked by any other building.




There was a table, large enough to seat six, but the Els simply loaded plates with food from it and returned to the large, comfortable, seats to eat. Tindómë did likewise.




‘No one,’ she thought, not for the first time, ‘can lounge as elegantly as an ellon—and these two are, like, the all-Arda Elven Lounging Champions.’




Elrohir sat in an armchair, his leg flung nonchalantly over the arm, a plate held in one hand as he gestured with a forkful of food in the other. Elladan sat on one end of a large sofa and waved Tindómë to the other end.




Conversation flowed. They discussed the effect of the current rain on the Bruinen, how much easier it was to cope with such weather in a solid house than in a talan, the book Tindómë had been reading, and her conversation with Glorfindel. A few years previously Tindómë might have thought, in similar circumstances, that the conversation of the early morning had been forgotten; now she knew better.




Elrohir gathered the plates from all three, refilled the wine glasses, and returned to his previous position.




“Little one,” he said, “Elladan and I intend to bathe shortly.” 




Elladan picked up the conversation. “We would greatly enjoy your company, should you wish to join us.”




Elrohir again; “but we will not be insulted if you decide…”




“On reflection,” his twin inserted.




“…that you spoke purely out of politeness this morning,” Elrohir continued.




Tindómë had become used to the pair of them engaging in verbal tennis. If you considered when they played it was clear that sometimes it was purely for amusement, sometimes they did it to confuse someone whose company they had suffered long enough, but they also used it to make it clear that they were in total agreement about what they were saying. This, she thought, as the conversation continued to flip backwards and forwards between them, was one of the latter.




“Or if you decide,” Elladan’s serve.




“To join us purely for reasons of cleanliness…”




“Then you will be very welcome to just wash…”




“Dress…”




“And return to your own bed afterwards!”




She waited. Elrohir began the next rally.




“If you would like, though,”




“For us to wash your hair…”




She had been amongst elves long enough to know the difference between washing your own hair whilst mixed bathing and having someone else do it.




“Then we think…”




“That you might enjoy our version of…”




“Starlight bathing.”




Tindómë cocked her head a little and then looked from one twin to the other through lowered lashes. Both looked back with serious expressions. She still said nothing. Elladan broke the silence after a minute or two.




“The ‘rules’ are just the same.”




“We do nothing any one of us does not wish.”




“Although, to be honest…”




“That really means we do nothing that you are unhappy with.”




“As we cannot think of anything that we would not be willing to try!” 




Elladan’s last line made her smile. She was pretty sure that she knew what her answer was going to be, but they were both still looking at her quite seriously. 




Elrohir spoke again. “And, of course, starlight bathing does not need to lead to anything more.”




She took another sip of wine and stood up.




“M’kay, guys. Show me how we go starlight bathing in Imladris in a storm!”







The bathing room, like their other rooms, had glazed windows. Here, too, both shutters and blinds were open; it was certainly possible to see the stars—at least where the clouds didn’t cover them. The only other illumination was from small candles; their flames reflected on the water in the tub which was set into the floor like a small swimming pool.




“Elo!” Tindómë exclaimed. “Pretty!”




Elrohir moved over to the niche in the wall where a large jug sat under a faucet. There was a ‘boiler house’ where a fire was kept lit, at all times, to provide hot water to much of the house—the faucet would be plumbed into that system, Tindómë knew. Adding a couple of jugs from it would ensure that the water in the bathing pool would not be totally cold.




Elladan put a finger under her chin so that he was looking in her eyes.




“We know that you spent that night in the Hornburg with both Rumil and Orophin”, he said, “but we wondered…”




She knew exactly what they wondered; she saved him having to ask more.




“And we have been starlight bathing together, the three of us, since. It won’t be the first time I’ve, uh, had two ellyn washing my hair…or whatever.”




Then because she was naturally honest, and it was expected amongst elves anyway, she added, “but only with Rumil and Orophin, and only, uh, twice. But I really enjoyed it!”







Unconsciously echoing his brother’s thought from much earlier in the day, Elladan decided that Tindómë really did blush beautifully. 




As he considered that her experience in the desires of the body was about what they had surmised, Elladan realised that Tindómë had begun to undo the clasps of his tunic. When they had named her ‘tithen maethor’ they had been right—even situations that were still new to her she bravely faced head on! As she reached the bottom clasp, Elrohir came up behind her and began to undo the thick braid that held most of her hair away from her face.




Soon all three stood naked; Tindómë ran her hands through Elladan’s hair, loosened the last tight braid, and then ran one finger gently around the edge of his ear. He felt his body respond—and saw Elrohir smile very briefly. 




“Five gold pieces?” he heard Elrohir’s inner voice ask. “The usual rules?”




“Should we tell her?” Elladan responded silently.




“Not yet…but perhaps later,” Elrohir answered, as he picked up a bottle of oil and poured a little into his hands to warm it.







There was a broad ledge below the water of the pool, to sit on; Tindómë stood on it. Elrohir was standing in the pool proper, the water up to his waist, so that his face was level with the small of her back. He was slowly rubbing oil into her behind, her hips, and the backs of her thighs. Elladan sat on the edge of the pool, his feet either side of her on the ledge, his face level with her shoulders. He was rubbing the same perfumed oil into her shoulders and her breasts. 




Tindómë made small contented sounds and massaged cherry-bark oil into Elladan’s hair. Glancing down she could tell that he liked it…and it must be fairly obvious to Elladan that she was enjoying the ministrations of the two ellyn, she thought, as his fingers skimmed over her very hard nipples.




It was different, she realised, it didn’t feel the same as it did with Rumil and Orophin, and it wasn’t just that there was no fëa thing; it felt different to when she had gone starlight bathing with Emerlas, or ‘strawberry picking’ with Galanthir, too. Of course! These were swordsmen—they had different calluses on their hands. She filed the knowledge away; but her own habit, of examining the facts under all circumstances, suddenly made her giggle.




Elladan looked at her with his eyebrows slightly raised.




“I’ll…uh, I’ll tell you later!” she said between giggles.




Elrohir, behind her, commented that giggling was good and then he moved away. She realised why when he returned with wine for all three from the tray at the other side of the pool.




They sat together on the ledge to drink, one El on either side of her. As first one, then the other, turned her towards himself to kiss her she was struck by a slightly worrying thought. If she drank just a little too much, without the beads in their hair, she could easily mix them up unless they were talking; and she was determined not to give more attention to one than the other.




“What is wrong, Tinu?” Elladan asked almost immediately—they were too good at reading expressions. “Do you want to stop now?”




“No! Uh—no, not stop, it was nothing about stopping!”




From either side a pair of eyes looked at her seriously.




“Uh…it’s just…” feeling rather sheepish, she told them.




Two wine glasses were put down simultaneously and then one ellon kissed her mouth whilst the other one licked around a, still erect, nipple.




Inside her head she heard, “But we do not have to keep silent just because our mouths are occupied. Do you know who I am?”




“Elrohir, of course,” she said out loud, breaking the kiss briefly. 




“Well then…” said Elladan’s inner voice, that half a tone deeper.




“But,” she answered within her own mind this time, “I don’t know which hroar belongs to the fëa that’s talking in my head!” She stopped for a moment as the tongue on the breast was doing something interesting, “I guess I’ll just have to not drink anything more so I can keep track and be sure I’m being fair.”




“Oh no, little one,” it was Elrohir again. She was pretty sure he was the one doing interesting things at breast level. “Have more wine and let us worry about all of us being equally pleasured!”




There was that slight pause that Tindómë had come to recognise as the Els having a silent, private conversation.




“Perhaps,” Elladan spoke out loud this time, having broken the kiss, proving that she’d been right about who was where, “we should tell you a little about when we first began to enjoy sharing our bodies with ellyth.”




Elrohir also moved a little so that he was sitting up again, glass in hand, but his other hand was now casually stroking Tindómë’s thigh.




“Quite quickly,” Elladan continued, “after we began to experiment with the desires of the body we realised that there were certain advantages, for us, to being together with an elleth…”




“Or ellyth…” came the voice from the other side.




“As we did not, then, have to cope with being somewhere public with increasing recognition of the other getting closer and closer to flight.”




‘Meep!’ Tindómë thought; that hadn’t really occurred to her. She could just imagine an adolescent twin sitting in Elrond’s study, under those circumstances, trying to concentrate and not squirm.




“We could use the effect to discomfort each other on purpose,” Elrohir said, “but every time one of us was the cause of the discomfort he would quickly become the recipient.”




 “The solution seemed reasonable,” Elladan went on, “and we found most ellyth did not object.”




“But we have always been competitive…”




“M’kay—what was the bet?” Tindómë asked.




“You learn so quickly…” said Elrohir.




“To see which of us could fly first,” Elladan answered her question.




That figured. But, before she said so, Elrohir picked up the conversation as Elladan began to twist her hair around his finger.




“After a fairly short time, however, we realised that made for less pleasure for the elleth…”




“Or ellyth,” said Elladan this time.




“And so we had fewer ellyth vying to spend time with us.”




“To be honest,” Elladan said, “it was also quite boring.”




“And so,” Elrohir said, “we changed the rules.”




“The winner is whichever of us manages to hold on, tuio, for longest,” Elladan said, with a smile as he turned her face towards him.




“Which means,” said his twin, “that we are both anxious to ensure that the other one does not lack for stimulation!”




Oh—that was so like them! Well, so like ellyn generally—for there to be a wager, which had been going on between them for Eru knew how long, to do with orgasms.




She asked what seemed to her to be the obvious question. “Am I competing on equal terms, then?”




“Oh no!” said two voices in unison, then Elladan expanded the statement. “Sometimes we do, indeed, suggest that the elleth…”




“Or ellyth,” Tindómë interjected before Elrohir managed to, earning her smiles from both the Els.




“Or ellyth,” Elladan continued, “compete using the same rules—how long can she—or they,” he added himself this time, “stay at the edge of flight without tumbling, whilst trying to push either, or both, of us over first.”




“But tonight,” said Elrohir, as the hand on her thigh crept a little higher, “our aim would be to see how many times we can make you fly.”




“Oh.”




“But you might want to see if you can push one or the other of us into flight— even though we are trying not to go quite that far…” Elladan added, grinning this time.




His finger was now tracing the edge of her ear; Elrohir’s was within an inch or two of her huch. She squirmed, but tried not to be totally distracted because…




“I still don’t want to get mixed up,” she said. “I try not to just think of you as a composite ‘the Els’ other times when I’m with you—you’re Elrohir and you’re Elladan. So it seems all wrong to think of you as ‘the Els’ while we, uh, getting intimate.”




“Tindómë,” said Elladan, “I remember once saying that if Rumil did not wish to bind with you I could be tempted—because you knew which me I was.”




“That you still want to know,” Elrohir continued, “when we give you the chance to not care, shows that it is good that Rumil, most certainly, wants to bind with you—or we might end up in competition with each other.”




“Unless you could be persuaded to bind to both of us!” Elladan concluded.




Tindómë was fairly sure they were joking. She wondered if they would mind if she was to braid some of their beads back into their hair. 




She obviously looked as if she was still worrying about it because the exploring fingers stilled and, after a moment or two, Elladan spoke again. “All right. We will tell you. There is a physical difference…”




Elrohir cut in; “I am perfect in every way and he…is not!”




“Uh?”




“Ah—but my imperfection is entirely his fault.”




“Perhaps…but I do think the yrch should carry some of the blame!”




“Guys? Please?”




“It was during the bad time,” Elrohir began, sounding more serious.




“We fought to a standstill and, to be honest, were lucky to survive the encounter.” Elladan sounded equally serious.




“Almost the last orc to fall took a swing at Elladan.”




“Causing me an injury not unlike the one Rumil sustained on the border of Fangorn.”




Tindómë could all too easily visualise that.




“Deeper,” Elrohir said.




“And even closer to my vië than Rumil’s wound,” Elladan admitted.




‘Meep!’ thought Tindómë. ‘That must have been a very close call!’




“Of course,” Elladan was still speaking, “El stitched me together. Except…”




“That I had been hit on the head and I could not see straight.” For some reason Elrohir sounded as if he was trying not to laugh.




“And neither could he sew straight.”




“But, uh, Elves don’t have permanent scars. I’ve never seen an Elf with scars. So why would it matter if he didn’t sew you up straight?”




“We are mainly Elves. And you are right that neither of us bears any scars as such. But it is the line; that line that shows our human inheritance.” This was Elrohir.




“He sewed me up crooked—and the skin healed perfectly well—but the roots of the hair are out of place.” Elladan’s voice sounded as if he was recounting a tragedy, but Tindómë knew him well enough to hear the underlying laughter.




“So,” said Elrohir, “I have a straight line—it helps elleth find my vië in the dark.”




“Whereas mine,” Elladan finished, “is off centre and misses by about a finger width!”




She couldn’t help it; she burst out laughing. “Oh Els! That should totally help! Or maybe not…”




Then, “and I have so got to see…”







Elrohir teased her that sitting waist deep in water, by candlelight, was really not the best place to try and ‘see’ this tiny physical difference. If she would stand in the water and let him finish washing her hair, and then let them finish washing their own, perhaps she could check the truth in what they said once out of the tub.




Elladan did not join in the teasing. He was caught for a minute by the idea that many of those who chose to share their bodies with both twins did so because of the two identical bodies; an elleth had once said that it was like making love to one ellon who could touch you in twice as many places. But Tindómë was determined to be sure she knew who was who—it was, he supposed, her natural enquiring mind!




There was something else—but he would think about it later, he decided, as Tindómë did as Elrohir suggested and slid off the seat to stand in the tub. 




In the end hair washing took some time even though, in theory, four hands to rub oil in and rinse it out, for each of them, should have been faster than two. But, somehow, hands would start to caress ears, or a neck, follow the ends of hair down to touch breasts, or tight male nipples…and there was the temptation to explore those same places with a tongue—and possibly teeth…




Then there was hair to rub dry and comb, bodies to dry, and more wine to drink. The moon had climbed some way through the branches by the time Elrohir suggested that, if Tindómë wished, they could move to Elladan’s bed.




“Mmm…c’mon then. Bring the wine? And nibbles? Y’know what? Flying makes me all hungry sometimes.” 




She looked wide eyed from one to the other; it was the sort of look that would make you do almost anything to make sure she was not disappointed. The twins picked up wine and food and took them into the bedroom, leaving them within reach of the bed. Then Elladan turned down the lamps so that the room was gently illuminated.




Tindómë sat on the bed and then said, “Come here? Please? Pretty please? I just want to check…”




Both twins walked towards her, saying nothing. “So, then, a challenge!” Elladan said to her mind.




She put a hand out to each vië, already almost erect, as they had been since they had been in the bathing pool. 




“Mmm…” A finger carefully followed that thin line of black hair down each belly. Elladan could feel his vië hardening further and knew his brother’s was likely to be matching him inch for inch.




“Oooh…maybe I’d better check again…or maybe I need a closer look.”




She edged forward and then repeated her exploration.




“I think I have it, well probably,” she said eventually. Her finger traced down one belly only, this time—straight to the vië, along its upper surface, and once around the naith.




“Elrohir.”




Then she did the same thing, slowly, down Elladan’s own lower stomach, this time, as they had told her it would, her finger veered off centre on its course, and skirted the root of the vië. But she did not take her finger away, instead she ran it around the root and then across the surface of his ceryn—it made him shiver and smile. 




“Elladan,” she said.




Then, before they could say anything, she took a vië in either hand and spoke again.




“Oooh—spoilt for choice…”




She dipped her head quickly, first to Elladan’s vië, and took him in her mouth, swirling her tongue around him. Then her mouth left him, although her hand remained around the shaft, and he could see that she had taken Elrohir into her mouth instead. 




She moved from one to the other a couple more times, making small satisfied sounds exactly like those he had heard her make when eating ice-cream!




Eventually she sat back a little—leaving both decidedly erect now—and licked her lips.




“I think,” she said slowly, “I can tell by taste, too.” 




“We really must find out if others can also do that…” he heard Elrohir say to him silently. 







They pulled her to her feet and she found herself in an El sandwich. Elrohir, behind, pressed his vië against her buttocks and lower back; Elladan, in front, pressed his against her stomach. Both rocked against her and then arms came around her to caress breasts, a mouth kissed her own mouth, another kissed her neck, her ears, whilst Elladan slid a hand down and slowly, rhythmically, rubbed her tuiw. She hung onto his shoulders, threw her head back against Elrohir, and flew.




Knowing the ‘rules’ she had decided to try and be scrupulously fair; but the way in which the twins each urged her not only to get pleasure, but to also give it to his brother, was fun. It had never occurred to her that Rumil and Orophin might have some sort of competitive thing going on when she had been starlight bathing, and more, with both of them. She wouldn’t be surprised, to be honest, if they had played by the same rules, or something similar, when Haldir had been alive but doubted they had done so, consciously, with her.




She thought of the brothers because her current position reminded her of that night at the Hornburg. Elrohir was on his back, she knelt beside him, using her mouth and her hands to see if she could bring him to his climax. Elladan, behind her, had lifted her hips a little so that he could do the same to her. Elrohir was clearly enjoying it—he let out little moans—then suggested that it would be so much better for Tindómë if Elladan was to join with her—how nice it would be to feel herself filled, was




He was right. But then she didn’t want Elladan to stop what he was doing so that he could move; she flew again before she could make Elrohir do so.




A little while later and she was ‘riding’ Elladan as she had Elrohir the previous night, except that his legs were over the edge of the bed. She was encouraging Elrohir to come close enough for her to take him in her mouth again; she had found, with Rumil and Orophin, that this was one of the very best things about two ellyn. She liked the feeling of being filled, but she liked to take a grond into her mouth as well—infinitely more than the virgin Dawn could ever have guessed.




But the Els had a slightly different plan. She was persuaded to turn around, so that she still sat on Elladan’s vië, but now faced his feet. Elrohir stood between his brother’s legs, she leant forward…oh! Elladan’s ceryn now pressed against her as she rocked—Elo! 




She had thought to try and push her breasts together around Elrohir’s shaft as well as taking him in her mouth—but she needed her hands to balance…She used them to hold onto Elrohir and then, as she continued to rock on Elladan’s vië, she moved her mouth backwards and forwards around Elrohir’s.




Again, they sent her over the edge into flight but managed not to follow her.







By the time they had pushed Tindómë ‘over the edge’ that third time she was giggling and crying out for mercy. They paused for wine and ‘nibbles’. Somehow, whilst nibbling, Tindómë ended up lying on her stomach on the bed. She did have a very beautiful behind, Elladan thought, remembering Rumil’s description, once overheard. More cushioned than an elleth; her buttocks were like two gently curved small hills.




He idly traced a pattern over them with his finger and she shivered and pushed up towards him. Interesting. He glanced towards Elrohir, briefly, and then began to trace the patterns with his tongue instead. The effect was obvious. Elrohir removed the wineglass from her hand as she arched her back, pushing her breasts down into the mattress, and her buttocks up against Elladan’s mouth.




As Elrohir was about to join in, Tindómë gasped out “Bite, El’dan, bite…please!”




Very interesting. A picture came into his mind of the first river they had bathed in en route—and faint marks on this very beautiful behind…He did as requested.




In his mind he heard Elrohir. “If she wishes to keep this evening unknown to Tisirion, for any reason, she is going to have to make him wait some days to see her naked…”




Elladan’s finger slipped into her, to touch her secret place as he bit again, and she reached another climax in seconds; bucking so much that he thought, for a moment, that he might have to explain the loss of a tooth in the morning. She really was more vigorous in her reactions than most ellyth, as Elrohir had said, he thought with amusement.




He was pretty sure that, had she been just a mortal female, she might be becoming too tired for anything more. But as he now kissed the places that he had bitten, she wriggled her ‘adel-bein’ again. The twins had decided, during the day, that it seemed unlikely that Rumil, or anyone else, would yet have introduced her to the ‘less common form of joining’. But the way she reacted to his tongue on her buttocks made him wonder…




He ran his tongue down the valley between them towards her anus. She stiffened and became totally still. Elrohir was sitting near her head, running his fingers through her hair and around her ears, watching Elladan.




Elladan spoke directly to her mind—he wanted to be sure she understood him in her slightly drunken and satiated state.




“Remember Tinu, we will do nothing you do not want, nothing you do not enjoy. I bit because you asked—and because it pleased me also. I will not go any closer to your tightest entrance if you do not wish it. I thought it might please you.” He waited.




She answered him the same way but, even though she did not speak it out loud, it was no more than a whisper.




“Mmm. It does…” But she sounded hesitant.




“Well then? Has no one ever…?” 




Surely Rumil would have done as he was doing, if she reacted so clearly to someone caressing her ‘beautiful behind’? 




The answer came in an embarrassed-sounding rush. He wondered if Elrohir could also ‘hear’ it.




“Yes. Yes. And it, uh, it turns me on. But only a tongue…or a finger…not ever…you know…a grond. And I don’t think I could, with two gronds, like some ellyth!”




Ah—that was the worry, that they might expect something she was frightened to give—nor would want to give. Her return to ‘grond’ when she had been carefully using ‘vië’ was a tell-tale in itself, he thought.




“Some ellyth most certainly can—but we would not expect it of you, tithen maethor. But if a tongue touching it pleases you and it pleases me, then if not now, perhaps in a little?”







Tindómë was embarrassed the first time Rumil bit her butt and she’d enjoyed it—but Elves saw no reason to be self-conscious about anything to do with the hroar—and so she wasn’t exactly embarrassed when Elladan’s tongue had slid towards her ‘tightest entrance’.




She was worried in case he thought, if she liked it being touched, that Rumil, or even Orophin, must have joined with her that way. She knew other ellyth did that—and it was how ellyn joined with each other; but she hadn’t. Well not yet…She would want Rumil to be first—if she ever did it. And she knew it was one way an elleth could join with two ellyn at the same time—and the Els might think she’d done that, too. But then she was embarrassed to admit she had never joined that way in case they thought her too much of an innocent and…




He was still ‘talking’ inside her head.




“Some ellyth most certainly can—but we would not expect it of you, tithen maethor. But if a tongue touching it pleases you and it pleases me, then if not now, perhaps in a little?”




“M’hmm…that might be nice…”




The finger he had left curled inside her since her last climax slid slowly out, and back, lightly circled the spot in question before tracing a path up the crack of her bottom. That was nice; it made her shiver with pleasure again.




All three moved around once more, and she made sure she gave equal attention to the two male bodies at her disposal—whilst they made it clear that they enjoyed it. She had joined briefly with each in turn in different positions, and now found herself straddling Elrohir again. 




Elladan was behind her, his hands around her holding her breasts; she gripped Elrohir with her inner muscles as she moved. Elladan moved away briefly and when he came back he whispered “Lean forward,” in her ear.




She did. He moved again and his tongue was back where it had been earlier. She brought her mouth down to Elrohir’s so that her buttocks pushed up and apart a little, allowing Elladan easier access. As his tongue touched the sensitive muscle ring she gripped harder on Elrohir’s vië. He moaned into her mouth.




Then Elladan moved again and she felt …oh! Nice! Oil was trickling down the crack of her behind towards her tightest…oh! A finger was circling and she pushed back again—the oiled finger popped in through the outer ring and now she gripped hard on both the finger and the vië. 




Oh! Totally good! She let her body go with the flow…And beneath her Elrohir pushed harder up and cried out…she felt his eredh pulse inside her as she also cried out and flew with him.




Then all three were laughing; Elladan crowing that he had won, Elrohir saying something about tactics…Tindómë with sheer pleasure. 




“Of course,” Elrohir said to her, eventually, “Only you can decide whether the winner also gets to enjoy release—or if he has to ease himself!”




Without saying anything more, Tindómë rolled away from Elrohir and caught hold of Elladan. She pulled him to her as she lay on her back, guided him into her, and wrapped her arms around his neck and her legs around his waist. For almost the only time since they had stepped into the pool there were only two of the three involved. 







She held him close with every part of herself; her arms, her knees, her feet—her inner muscles. His mouth was against her neck and her teeth nipped his ear. She urged him on: “Huitho Elladan! Si!” He was happy to comply.




There was something more intimate about this than there had been about anything else all evening. It took little time before he felt he was reaching the point of release. 




“For you!” Tindómë said in his ear, “Go! Don’t wait for me. Fly!”




Never one to disappoint a lady, he did as she said.




Still inside her, after a few moments rest he began to slowly move—meaning to bring her to another climax.




“No! Mercy! I cannot—stop! Really. I am so totally huithant…I think my nervous system would burn out.”




“Are you sure?” Elladan asked her. “It would be my pleasure.”




She seemed to consider before replying, in a rather regretful tone, “I am, honestly, I think that was enough…”




She still held onto him though. He rolled them both together, so that her weight was now on him, whilst they remained joined with his arms still wrapped around her.




Elrohir had moved off the bed and came, now, with water for them to drink.




“Mmm—in a minute,” Tindómë said, “I’m too comfortable to move.”




Elrohir looked at his brother, questioningly, then at the glass in his hand.




Elladan answered him silently. “I can wait. If she is comfortable so, then I will wait.” 




Elrohir sat beside them and slowly ran his fingers through Tindómë’s hair; she smiled, and moved a little, but did not uncouple herself from Elladan. Then he felt her finger wriggle in between them and begin to trace the line from his navel. He looked at her face and she smiled as the finger, as expected, slowly veered to the left and did not come to the exact point where his vië entered her body. He raised one eyebrow, queryingly.




“Just making sure I hadn’t lost track of who was who…”




“And had you?” he asked her silently.




“No,” she answered in the same fashion, “You are Elladan, you won the wager with Elrohir, and your hroar is the one that’s cushioning me, and in me.”




He thought she had known whose arms she was in—but he was amused at how pleased he was to have it confirmed. 




They lay like that a little longer. 




“I guess we ought to bathe…but I might be too sleepy,” Tindómë said eventually. 




“It can wait until the morning,” Elrohir said, still twisting her hair around his fingers lazily.




“Do I smell too bad? I could go back to my own bed if I’m too smelly.”




“You smell no more or less than we do…it is the smell of pleasures shared, little one. Why should I want to send you from my bed?” ‘Unless you want to go…’ Elladan added to himself.




She did not answer directly but eased away so that they were no longer joined.




“Need to pee…” she muttered, “but I’ll be back…M’kay?”




She slipped away to the private corner of the bathing room and Elladan took the glass, at last, from his brother.




Tindómë quickly returned and, after a little of the water, lay back down on the bed where Elladan still stretched out. She shivered and he pulled her closer. Elrohir moved to the other side of the room where they had put the bedding before she had joined them for dinner, threw the quilt across the other two, and then slid under it and across to where they lay.




Elladan half expected Tindómë to move away from him, to curl against Elrohir, but instead she nestled closer, just murmuring “Move in and cuddle Elro…”




All three lay quietly. Elladan watched the trees against the moonlit sky—the wind had died away, it looked as if it would be a clear, bright night.




He turned his mind to the thought he had pushed away earlier; had there been light under both bedroom doors, the previous night, Tindómë would not have hesitated but gone, anyway, to Elrohir.




Since the incident at the edge of Fangorn—when he had tended Rumil and Elrohir had dealt with Tindómë’s grief, and injured fëa, on realising that her arrow had killed the young Rohirric woman—Tindómë had been closer to Elrohir than to Elladan.




Although he hoped, one day, she would regard them both equally again it was simply how things had happened—and there were others who were closer to Elladan than to his twin. He had, therefore, been somewhat surprised at her suggestion that all three share the desires of the body together; and had wondered whether her wish, to know which hroar was which, might be so that she could be most intimate with Elrohir. And yet it had not been that way. She lay now, comfortably, in his arms, although Elrohir was close at hand, and Elladan was glad that balance had, this night, been restored.







Tindómë could feel Elladan’s heart beating, steadily, beneath her head. There was no longer any sound of the wind outdoors—the storm had passed. She began to wonder if she would be embarrassed in the morning, and then smiled—she had wondered the same thing quite a few times since her arrival in Middle Earth—but the longer she was here the less easily embarrassed she was. If the twins showed no signs of embarrassment, and she was sure they wouldn’t, then there was no reason for her to do so.




Would her relationship with these two, who she thought of as something akin to cousins, be changed by the night they had just spent? Then the phrase ‘kissing cousins’ drifted into her mind—that would do.




Actually, she thought, things may have changed a little. She had tended to turn first to Elrohir these past couple of years—she hoped Elladan hadn’t noticed, it had not been meant as a slight but simply developed as Elrohir had helped her after she…accidentally…killed Gifu. But she had wanted to be sure she didn’t automatically favour Elrohir when they had shared their bodies together—and she was pretty sure she hadn’t—even though, to be honest, all thought of it had left her mind for most of the night. 




She thought that, now, if she needed someone to comfort her, to help her sleep, or just for company, there would be no difference.







Elrohir listened to Tindómë’s breathing settle into sleep. He hoped they might do this again before she returned to Lorien and thence to Ithilien. He reached out, silently, to his brother’s mind.




“Next time double or quits…?”




You Gotta Have Faith.
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There were a few brief words of introduction from Dawn, “Here you go, Faith. Your own personal two-elf escort. Blue hair clips, Elrohir; black, Elladan. They’re totally unshockable, and pretty well unstoppable, enjoy yourselves,” and Faith found herself heading out on the town with two of the buffest guys she had ever seen in tow.




Looking them up and down slowly she decided that they might attract less unwanted attention if they looked a bit more ‘ordinary’, at least when it came to clothes; they were never going to look ‘ordinary’ when it came to faces, hair, or bodies. The tight trousers and calf length boots were cool; but the tunics were a bit weird. Faith, able to communicate with the elves easily thanks to Radagast’s spell, explained this and suggested they call somewhere for her to buy them some ‘camouflage’ before they ventured out of the car.




The twins were more than happy to go along with this suggestion and then the question of money arose. The twins had money—but Faith didn’t think it would be all that easy to use genuine gold pieces in Wal-Mart. She decided the Watchers’ Council credit card would be better. Pretty quickly she had two cute guys, in normal T-shirts, both anxious to ‘see something of this place’.







“I don’t think they can understand you,” Faith said in a low voice to the twins. “The spell must only apply to those of us the wizard guy aimed it at.”




The Starbucks barista looked expectantly at the three of them.




Remembering what Dawn had said about elves having a sweet tooth, and how bitter coffee had tasted to her after her time in Middle Earth, Faith ordered hazelnut hot chocolate for each of the twins and a couple of shots of espresso for herself. She thought she might need to stay wide awake for a while. Then she added toasted paninis to the order, and a few cakes, as the Els seemed to be having problems deciding what looked best.




“What fun, that the spell only works for us three,” said one of the twins, as they sat at a table in the window. 




“We may make personal remarks about everyone around us,” said the other, with some glee. 




“Talking about personal remarks, what did  you say about Kennedy?” Faith asked. “I guess, from what Dawn, uh, Domie, said, and the muttering Kennedy was doing as we left, that it wasn’t complimentary…”




“On the contrary,” said the twin now sporting the 49ers T-shirt—Elladan, Faith remembered.




“We were only considering whether it was immoral to try and persuade her to, um, join with one of us if she was usually only ‘swayed by the desires of the flesh’ in relation to other females. We did not want her to be upset if she, um, felt she had agreed to something she might later regret,” continued the one who must therefore be Elrohir.




“Although it is possible,” Elladan admitted, “that she may also have heard me wager five gold pieces that if we took one of them each…”




“And using only hands and mouth,” his twin cut in.




“The red-head would scream first,” Elladan continued, with a totally sweet and innocent expression.




“And loudest!” Elrohir concluded, as the barista put their paninis in front of them.




Faith snorted espresso down her nose. This earned her a hard stare from the barista, who then cast long lingering looks at the elves, before returning to the counter.







The two elves ate gracefully, enthused over the hazelnut chocolate, and made slightly wicked, but amusing, remarks about the others in the coffee bar and passing outside the windows. Radagast’s spell might not enable the other residents of Sunnydale to understand them but they had amazingly good hearing and could understand the people around them.




“Faith,” said Elladan, “we appear to be attracting a lot of attention. This happens to us when we go amongst men in Middle Earth too. All elves seem to; I think it is our hair…”




“And the fact that there are two of us doesn’t help,” his brother added. 




“We could change to a single braid each if it would be less unusual,” Elladan continued, “but it would not be so easy then to hide our ears.”




“Which is not a problem in Minas Tirith or Meduseld,” Elrohir came in, “but we know there are no elves here in California, and so we may attract even more attention.”




“Tindómë was not even fully conscious the first time she noticed Rumil and I had such beautifully pointed ears,” Elladan said with a grin, “and it clearly worried her!”




“Well,” Faith began, “the hair is pretty noticeable but, to be honest, I think you’d attract attention even if I was to chop it all off for you.”




Two shocked faces gave her the impression that this might only be achieved over their dead bodies. 




She hastily continued, “Not that I would dream of it. Keeping the ears covered would be of the good, too. But, like I said, people would kinda notice you anyway—one tall, buff, positively beautiful guy draws attention—the matched pair of you are probably the biggest helping of eye-candy this town has ever seen.”




“Eye-candy?” queried one twin. “I like that description. Although, to be honest, we are no better looking than the average elf—all elves seem to have this affect on humans!”




“Well if people are going to point and talk,” said the other at the same time, “we may as well give them reason…”




They looked at each other and then, in unison, ran their fingers through their almost waist length hair, stood gracefully and smoothed the t-shirts over their well muscled chests, then bestowed matching smouldering looks on a pair of women in their thirties at a table to their left, and three gay guys at a table to their right.




Faith tried not to laugh at the effect on both groups and then tried to resist the urge to stick her tongue out as the Els, as Dawn called them, took one of her arms each and steered her towards the door. She wished she could see the faces on those behind her as two identical long fingered hands slid from her arms down to her butt, she snaked an arm around each well muscled elven butt in return, and the three strolled out into the mall.







The Els were vaguely interested in the concept of televisions as they passed them in store windows, were fascinated by a couple of guys on skateboards but decided against trying for themselves, and spent ten minutes deciding on exactly what they wanted from Ben and Jerry’s.




Faith thought it only right, as their guide to twenty-first century California, to suggest a trip to the movies. ‘Pirates of the Caribbean’ looked the best bet but she wasn’t disappointed when they turned down the opportunity.




“Why would we want to watch long-haired men fighting with swords on pirate ships?” asked Elladan.




“Been there, seen it, done it, as Tindómë says,” Elrohir added.




Faith was cool with the decision—she could, personally, think of better ways to use the time. 







As they walked back to Giles’ car Faith felt the two elves stiffen. Faces which had been relaxed and friendly were suddenly implacable and eyes which had twinkled with interest and fun were cold and hard. Both turned together, causing Faith who was still sandwiched between them to do likewise, and a group of four or five jocks some distance away became the focus of those eyes.




Faith remembered Dawn describing ‘the elven death stare, guaranteed to intimidate’ and now she was seeing it in action. The jocks all seemed to suddenly shrink slightly and look young and worried.




“They insulted you,” the twin she had been calling Ro for the past half hour told Faith.




She could guess what sort of insult they’d overheard. “It’s no big, guys, it happens all the time. No point in you saying anything, they wouldn’t understand you anyway.”




The elves didn’t answer her but Elrohir, still in ‘intimidation mode’, detached himself from Faith and his brother and took a couple more paces towards the jocks. They suddenly took to their heels and ran away; much to Faith’s amusement.




‘Dan’ turned to face Faith, took her face gently between his hands, and looked into her eyes. She found herself held in a gaze that she suddenly believed really was thousands of years old and, instead of hearing his voice with her ears, she ‘felt’ him speak deep inside her head.




“It is not ‘no big’. Never accept that you can just be insulted like that. Never accept that you have so little worth. You are one of the warriors that protected this place from the Uruk-Hai and were those youths here to help? No. 




“You are a beautiful young woman who should not accept being insulted, put-down, or being made to feel that you are in any way ‘less’ than anyone else. Never forget that, Faith.”




It felt as if time stood still, although it was probably only a few seconds, and then she found herself part of a two elf sandwich again.




She looked at Elladan wide-eyed. 




He said, out loud this time, “It is a skill inherited from our grandmother. There are things that are too important for ordinary conversation.”




“Come,” said Elrohir, “and show us some of those warrior skills.”




Faith wondered whether he had ‘heard’ what his brother had said but, before she got the chance to ask, he continued; “What they said about us was probably meant  to be insulting too—except that we’ve tried it, and it was most enjoyable…”







The practice room at the old Magic Box was useable again, even though the shop had remained unopened since, well, since whatever Willow had done to it. Faith had been using it to put her group of Slayers through their paces and the weapons chest was now full again.




The twins had brought their swords with them in the car and now had their scabbard belts slung onto their hips. This answered a question that had crossed Faith’s mind a couple of times—they were, apparently, not totally mirror images—both were right handed. Faith looked at the beautifully engraved sword that Elladan passed her, felt the weight and balance of it, and smiled in satisfaction.




She was amused to see both the twins remove knives from their boots—not so trusting of Sunnydale as she had thought, eh? They tossed them, almost without looking, into the dart board at the end of the room—the first hit the bull’s-eye, the second slid along the blade of the first and entered the same point. Smaller throwing knives were held in pockets on the outside of the scabbards, larger daggers on the opposite side of the sword belt.




“We usually fight with a sword in one hand, a dagger in the other,” Elrohir explained. “We are very used to practicing against one another; it is always good to practice against someone else, if you are willing?”




“Yo, Ro!” Faith said, with a grin. “But I’d sure like to watch the two of you first.”




The twins moved to the centre of the room and began to circle each other, lunging, testing, deflecting sword blades with daggers. It was beautiful, and amazingly erotic, to watch them. After six or seven minutes of this, Elrohir finally got a thrust under his brother’s guard, with so much force that Faith couldn’t believe, for a split second, that he could pull the move before seriously damaging Elladan. But he did. About a quarter inch from his brother’s chest.




Elladan solemnly handed over a gold coin. Then equally solemnly he handed his sword and dagger over to Faith “Unless you would prefer your own? I wouldn’t like to think I was giving Elrohir any advantage!”




“You trust me to be able to stop like he did?” she asked, seriously.




“If you are good enough to get through his guard, then you are good enough to be able to stop before you reach his skin,” came the answer.




“And if you have any plans for other forms of ‘sparring’ you will want to keep my body in full working order…” Elrohir said, with a slow smile. “Although what makes you think you will get through my guard?”




“Skill, Ro baby, pure skill!” said Faith, smiling right back, and taking her position in the middle of the floor bearing Elladan’s weapons.







The first bout lasted less than two minutes until Faith found herself with a sword point at her throat. 




“Take your time,” came a voice from the sidelines. “With an orc, or other stupid opponents, you can go for the first opening and get through much of the time. Although even then they might beat you once—and once would be enough. Against a warrior you will lose most of the time if you lunge for the first gap.”




“Yada yada, you sound exactly like a Watcher,” Faith said, sticking her tongue out at Elladan. “I got no gold pieces, Ro; I’ll have to owe you…”




“It will be a few lost bouts before you owe us anything,” he answered. “You have prepaid in clothes, cakes, and ice-cream.”




The next bout with Elrohir lasted longer. Faith almost got through his guard a few times, he almost got through hers, and she was really beginning to enjoy it when he finally flipped her sword out of her hand with his dagger and had the point of his sword almost in her armpit.




“Again Ro; that was fun!” she said.




On the third attempt she finally bested the elf much to his obvious amusement. Although the smile might just have been because his brother was right—she could pull her stroke as close to Elrohir’s chest as he had to Elladan’s.




The brothers changed places, Elladan reclaimed his weapons, and Faith took Elrohir’s instead.




It took Elladan almost ten minutes to win the bout and, although like his brother he fought with a totally impassive face, once the dagger was at Faith’s throat all three were grinning.




When she bested him in the next bout, with a sword to his chest and a dagger at his groin, Elladan was positively gleeful—to Faith’s amusement. 




“You are a very quick learner,” he said. “A great warrior. It is a pleasure to spar with you. I, too, am learning—which is always a joy to me!”




“What weapons do you have here of your own?” Elrohir asked.




Faith opened the weapons chest, and soon three dark heads were poring over a selection of stakes, staffs, swords and crossbows. 




“You will have to come through the portal into Ithilien,” Elladan said, “so that you can try one of our bows—we did not bring them through with us as we were behind Legolas and his warriors…”




Faith tossed him a staff and, as they took up positions opposite each other again, told him it was a deal.







They had fought with an assortment of weapons, in different permutations of weapon and opponent, when Faith found herself straddling Elrohir on the floor, groin to groin, her hands on his chest. 




Time to change the game, she decided. All this fighting had given her the horn. She ground her hips against his meaningfully. 




“C’mon, Ro! Time to get down and dirty, you know you want to!” she said, unzipping her trousers and wriggling out of them before settling back above him.




The elf underneath her lay totally still but raised an eyebrow, “Just like that?” he asked.




“Just like this!” she answered, reaching for the lacings on his leggings.




He looked across at his brother, still not moving a muscle, and Faith wondered if they were doing that mind-speaking thing between themselves. His gaze came back to Faith who realised that she was releasing an already impressive dick which was hardening rapidly.




‘Ha!’ she thought, ‘don’t try telling me that you’re not feeling it too! Just let me ride that for a few minutes and you’ll know all about Slayer muscles!’




Except that, although she was on top, she suddenly wasn’t in charge. The elf was inside her, the rhythm was taken from her, there were a few quick slicks with a finger and “Aaagh! Fuck! Ro!” she was gasping for breath after an orgasm that had hit her almost out of the blue.




The elf stopped moving as she tried to steady herself with her hands which were still on his chest. He made no move to continue towards any sort of release for himself. Then a cool voice came from the edge of the practice area.




“That should have scratched your itch, Faith. Relieved the tension, eh? Like emptying your bladder when it is full. And only slightly more enjoyable…” 




Then, although she hadn’t been aware of him moving, Elladan was behind her, speaking softly in her ear, his breath warm on her skin. 




“Perhaps now we could play this game according to our rules…”




His tongue briefly touched her earlobe. Faith found she was holding her breath but the tongue did not touch her again. There was movement behind her and a 49ers T-shirt hit the floor beside her trousers, then Elladan pulled her T-shirt over her head, leaving her nakedly straddling a fully dressed elf.




Hair brushed against her back before Elladan spoke in her other ear.




“The winner in this game is not the person who comes quickest. The aim is to keep going until the other person, or people, begs you to stop because they have no more energy or because they cannot take any more pleasure. 




“So the question is,” his tongue flicked against the top of Faith’s ear this time, making her gasp, “are you willing to take us on in this contest? Do you think you can hold one of us, or even both of us, at the edge without letting us jump over it? Then take us back to the same point again? Can you resist begging for mercy if we hold you at that point for an hour or two, or push you over it five or six times? 




“Or do you just want a quick fuck and we declare ourselves the winners?”




Faith was never a Slayer to turn down a challenge…but there were two of them…




Before she could object to the odds Elrohir, still embedded in Faith and pinned to the floor by her knees on either side of him, caught her eye and winked. “Of course, if I am going to win, I will need to sometimes help you to make Elladan squirm…”




“And,” came the voice from behind her again, “I may find it to my advantage to help you push him over the edge…”




“So”, Elrohir concluded, “it is not always the same two against the same one…do those rules sound reasonable, Slayer?”







Three or four hours later all three participants declared this round to be a draw. The Els admitted that she had some of the best muscles they had ever come across, or inside for that matter, but they also admitted that they were capable of continuing this particular contest for twenty-odd hours without giving in; they had once managed to keep going with two ellyth for three days pausing only for fluid intake and bathroom breaks…




Faith had discovered that there were some very interesting ways to pleasure and be pleasured that she had not tried before. Some of them involving two impressive elven dicks; some of them involving nothing more than carefully aimed breath or the beads that weighed down the ends of the Els’ braids. 




She could certainly see why Dawn might have decided quite quickly to stay in Middle Earth…




They tidied the room, locked up the weapons, and headed back to 1630 Revello Drive.




After a raid on Buffy’s refrigerator they retired to Buffy’s bedroom for another ‘round’. Faith knew her fellow Slayer would make her suffer for that later, but hey, she could hardly take the Els down to the house where Robin and half a dozen Slayers were asleep; B might shout, but she’d get over it.




As the sun began to rise the Els decided they needed to bathe. Faith thought they might be impressed with the shower but they said it was not unlike the plumbing in the King’s House at Minas Tirith. Buffy’s shower was a bit of a tight fit for three which led to some interesting manoeuvres to wash everyone’s hair.




On the whole, the Els had been less impressed with twenty-first century California than Faith might have expected, but she finally found something, apart from ice-cream, that they fell on with envious glee. Buffy’s hairdryer! 




They were actually considering how to get the dwarves to generate electricity for them when they heard everyone else return through the portal.







Before they went downstairs Elrohir passed Faith a small bottle and told her to drink it to keep her strength up—she hadn’t slept for nearly twenty-four hours, and still had to come with them and see a little of their world.




She looked at it suspiciously. “Medicine?”




“Miruvor.” 




Well, whatever that was, there was obviously no straight translation. Faith took the stopper from the bottle and sniffed, expecting something medicinal no matter what Elrohir called it, but it smelled of honey and flowers with an undertone of hooch. She took a tiny sip—woot! That was good stuff. She took another couple of mouthfuls, and rolled it around her mouth appreciatively before swallowing, then passed the empty little bottle back to Elrohir with a grin.




“Oh boy, Ro, that is the best moonshine I’ve ever tasted!”




“Moonshine? It is a lovely thought, indeed, but it is mainly made from honey. Some of the honey is from night-flowers though. I like the idea that it is liquid moonshine,” Elladan said, joining the conversation.




Faith was going to explain, but decided it might take too much time, and she now felt like the Energizer Bunny.




“Yo, guys,” she said, “let’s go explore your world for as long as we’ve got!”







Chief blond elf (‘Legolas’ did Dawn say?) looked less uptight than he had when Faith had arrived the evening before. The Els passed some remarks about seeing things he couldn’t imagine, and doing things he doubtless could, which earned them a full blown eye-roll. She didn’t think he’d have let the ‘mask’ slip that much the evening before.




Actually he was quite cute; the blonds were all quite cool looking but, on the whole, Faith thought she’d done pretty well out of the deal…




“Come, Faith,” said Elladan, “we would show you some of Middle Earth—even if it is only a little of my Lord Legolas’s domain. There is no time to show you Imladris which is, of course, much better…”




“Alas, poor Faith,” said the lordship in question totally straight-faced, “to have put up with the company of my Lords Elladan and Elrohir and then to see only Ithilien. I apologize that my sister wished this sad fate upon you.”




‘Sister?’ Faith thought, and then realised that he meant Dawn. Also that he was joking.




“Well, it’s a tough job,” she drawled, “but someone’s got to do it…” 







When they stepped through into Ithilien the Els stopped and took deep breaths. 




“I am afraid,” Elladan said, “that your air smelled almost as bad to us as the unmoving air of the Paths of the Dead, or the poisoned air of Mordor.”




“And your world is sometimes very noisy,” his brother added. “It is painful to elven ears at times.”




Faith sniffed the air suspiciously. “Yeah—it does smell different. And it’s kinda quiet…”




It was still light but obviously early evening as the sun filtered through the trees at a low angle.




“Shame you didn’t quite get the time totally synchronised, as we got all night time,” she continued, “and the poor vampire got all day time,” she finished, with a grin.




“Actually,” Elrohir said, “it was carefully calculated to be dawn here and dusk in California when the portal was opened.”




“In less than perfect light elves will usually have the advantage,” Elladan explained, “and dawn for us meant we were rested and ready for battle if necessary, whereas those on the other side of the portal would be more likely to be tired if it was dusk there.”




“Or just waking,” his brother added, “if they were nocturnal.”




“I’m impressed,” the Slayer admitted, “but it still means that if you are going to show me anything that requires daylight we’d better hurry.”




The elves simply took off at a loping run; not even looking to see if she was following. They were taking a path though trees. The trees all looked much the same to Faith; she reckoned if she lost her way she’d probably still be wandering around when the portal closed, good thing she could keep up.




Before long they reached some wooden buildings. The Els veered off to one side and soon all three were standing in a long clearing with targets set up at one end. There were storage chests and a small hut as well—obviously a shooting range of some sort. A couple of elves seemed to be tidying up the area; they nodded greetings at the Els but didn’t stop what they were doing.




“Our own bows are in our rooms, but there are perfectly good ones here,” Elladan said, striding towards one of the storage chests. “Perhaps not the Galadhrim bows; an Eryn Lasgalen design would be best.”




His brother was taking quivers from another chest and filling them with arrows. 




“Practice arrows. We would usually use our own arrows, as well as our own bows, but we can all use any arrow. We will use the arrows of the enemy if we need to,” Elrohir explained, tossing a full quiver towards Elladan, who caught it one-handed without spilling an arrow.




Faith expected them to aim at the targets but Elrohir, as soon as he had a bow in his hands, tested the draw strength then nocked an arrow and fired it straight into the air.




Before Faith could even wonder why he had done it, Elladan had nocked an arrow, also fired almost vertically—and knocked Elrohir’s arrow from its flight path so that they fell together. Before they had reached the ground Elladan shot, and Elrohir had hit that one with his second arrow.




This continued, neither missing, for six arrows each—and it took all of about twenty seconds.




Elladan smiled at Faith, “Legolas can do that to both of us together if we shoot at that rate—and he will take all twelve every time. That is why he wears an archer’s braids and I wear a swordsman’s!”




“Okay”, said Faith, “Colour me impressed. Except that I don’t understand the bit about the braids…”




“We will explain later, but if you want to feel the draw of one of the bows while you can still see the targets, you had better try now,” Elladan answered, passing her a bow and an arrow.




“Not really my weapon of choice, guys,” Faith said, but she gave it her best shot. 




Being used to the flatter trajectory of a crossbow bolt she over-corrected with her first arrow. Elrohir came over to her, stood behind her, and adjusted both her stance and her hand on the bow. This time she aimed a little lower and the arrow hit the outer ring of the target—about two hundred yards away. Her next two each struck closer to the centre.




“Not bad,” said Elrohir, casually taking the other bow from his brother, and putting an arrow into the centre of the same target with no obvious effort.




“Yeah—well I said it wasn’t my weapon of choice!” Faith said, feeling slightly annoyed.




“Yes,” Elladan said calmly, “and even so, with a few years practice you would be as good as he is. And he first drew a bow when he was only a few years older than Haldirin so he has had nearly three thousand years of practice.”




“You could, how did you put it? Colour us impressed,” Elrohir added, then took another bow from another chest, felt the tension of the string and passed it to Faith.




“This is a Galadhrim bow such as Rumil uses. Legolas also uses one some of the time, and we have been taught to, but it is not our weapon of choice as you say. I am simply curious to see how you adjust to it—I am sure that you have the strength, but it may be too long for you,” he finished, passing it to Faith.




It was longer by far than Faith’s height, and she could not pull the string back properly as her arms simply were not long enough. 




“Fuck, guys, I’d have to stand on a box, and my arms would still be too short!” she said, in defeat.




“Purely a matter of height rather than strength, though,” Elrohir said somewhat pensively.




“Aha!” Elladan’s voice sounded triumphant, “I thought I had seen one of these somewhere.”




He held up a much shorter bow, somewhat different in shape. “A Haradrim bow, designed for use on horseback, made from a number of different layers to give draw strength similar to the Galadhrim bow,” he explained.




Elrohir felt the draw weight, and then passed this bow to Faith, with a handful of suitable arrows.




It did take more strength to draw this bow, despite its shorter length, but after a moment or two she nocked her first arrow and fired. This arrow again shot over the target; but the next one scraped the top of the target and not only the Els, but the two other elves that Faith had forgotten about, broke into spontaneous applause.




Faith turned, gave a bow, and then had one more go. It was painful on the muscles, more because it was unaccustomed exercise rather than the actual forces involved, but she wasn’t going to admit it. The third arrow thudded into the target properly, pretty close to the centre.




The Els kissed her one on either cheek and, on the side of the field, one elf could be seen solemnly handing a handful of gold pieces to the other one. 




“You mean you two didn’t have money on me?” she asked, trying to sound insulted.




“No time,” Elrohir said, “and no point in wagering with each other on it—we both believed you’d hit the target by the third arrow anyway…”







The bows and arrows were put away and the threesome turned towards the buildings Faith had noticed earlier. As they walked they tried to swap swear words but, of course, the translation spell meant that they always heard the words in their own language. By the third of fourth attempt all were laughing out loud, bringing smiles to a couple of female elves also walking towards the group of buildings. 




 As they got closer Faith could see that the buildings were almost all wooden; they reminded her of something she had seen in a story book in kindergarten on one of the odd days her mother had taken her there. It looked pretty but, Faith thought, it would probably not be her idea of civilised living.




The Els spoke briefly to two or three elves as they walked towards a building in the centre of what Faith guessed you could call a town. They walked straight in—no sign of any door locks—and were in a sitting room. Faith had to admit the low seats looked comfortable, but she reckoned she would feel more at home if there was a television in a corner…




There was glass in the windows, unlike in some of the buildings they had passed, and a big fireplace full of logs in the room but there was no fire. 




“This is the guest accommodation,” Elrohir said as they carried on through the room. “Our sister, her husband, and children stay here when they visit Ithilien. Aragorn and the children are mortal, they feel the cold, and they are used to glass in their windows. Most of the elves don’t bother with glass—we prefer the air to be able to move…”




‘Poor Dawn—she must freeze in the winter,’ Faith thought, ‘sexy elf to keep her warm or not!’ 




Behind the sitting room there was a kitchen and what seemed to be a bathroom. That had an enormous tub, something that looked like a shower area, and a screened off corner that Faith reckoned must have a toilet behind it.




Elladan opened a cupboard in the kitchen and Faith could see there were bottles of wine in a rack behind it. He removed two of them while Elrohir opened a tall cabinet and took out three blue glass goblets. It occurred to Faith that the kitchen looked a bit bare—no electric range, no refrigerator, no microwave or dishwasher. There was a large sink with a faucet—so at least some sort of running water—and a range which seemed to burn wood.




There were another couple of rooms, but the twins headed for the staircase which wound its way around a tree that seemed to grow through the middle of the building. Upstairs seemed to be bigger than downstairs; Faith realised that it wasn’t built simply on top of the lower floor, it was more like a large tree house—the sort of thing she’d seen on TV as a kid and secretly always wanted. But probably not to live in…




Elrohir pushed open a door and they walked into a room that was about twice the size of the main rooms of the houses in Revello Drive. There were comfortable chairs, a table, a large dresser chest, an enormous armoire, and a bed that looked big enough to hold at least four people. All the furniture was softly curving and intricately carved—there were no sharp corners anywhere—there was a lot of natural wood while fabrics were all creams and greens. Quite a room. 




Faith eyed up the bed; she guessed the size was practical, as elves all seemed to be well over six feet tall, and she could understand now what Dawn had meant when she said her bed in Sunnydale felt too small. 




Elrohir must have noticed her eyeing up the bed, as he commented “Much though I would enjoy entertaining you in my bed, I fear there is probably too little time.”




“What—that’s just for you?” Faith asked, only partly joking, “I thought it must be for both of you, it is so big!”




“No”, Elladan answered, with that dead-pan expression that Faith realised often accompanied the most outrageous statements, “Legolas decided a couple of years ago that we were old enough to have a room each when we visit…”




He pushed open a large door and Faith realised there was a long, wide, balcony outside. Soon all three were sitting out on it, a small table between them, glasses of wine in hand, watching the comings and goings of the residents of Ithilien. 




The twins pointed out a number of buildings starting with the ‘town hall’ complex where the others had been earlier in the day which linked back, via an elevated walkway, to a smaller building that Elladan said was Legolas’ private apartment. Legolas’ home somehow looked as if it started in a tree and reached down to the ground rather than the other way round. 




Beside it, sitting solidly on the ground, was a stone building with small windows which Elladan explained was the home of Legolas’ close friend Gimli when he visited Ithilien. Something in his tone when he explained that Gimli was a dwarf made Faith realise that this was something of an unusual friendship.




Further back among the trees was the ‘cottage’ Tindómë shared with Rumil. Elladan said that, like most of the Galadhrim, Rumil felt happier above ground level. But the trees of Ithilien were still recovering from years of damage and so many of the buildings of Ithilien were built between two or three trees, with some support from the ground, rather than supported by one tree like the talans of Caras Galadhon. Faith wondered how safe it was, to live at the same level that they were currently sitting, with a small child. The Els both laughed. 




“Haldirin has Silvan blood,” Elrohir explained, “he can already walk in the branches almost as easily as he can on the ground. Perhaps not so easily as Legolas doubtless did as a child, but the trees would not let an elfling fall if they could stop it, so he is really in no danger!”




‘The trees wouldn’t let an elfling fall?’ Faith thought perhaps it was easier to just not go there. 




She sipped the wine and watched as it became dark and lights began to twinkle around them. After a little while Elladan lit a large oil lamp and placed it on the table; while Elrohir went into the room and came out again with a sheet of paper and what looked like a fountain pen. 




“We would like you to write a letter for us, in your language,” he said.




Faith eyed the pen suspiciously and wished she’d brought her purse with its roller-ball pen in it, but didn’t really feel that she could refuse.




She held the pen firmly and waited.




Elladan began to dictate “To Buffy, sister of our dear Tindómë, from Elladan and Elrohir, Lords of Imladris.




“We, who have not seen our mother in many centuries, nor will see her or our father again unless we leave this land; we who will not see our sister again even in death if we sail West to be reunited with our parents; we know what you must feel…”fn1




By the time the two elves had dictated their letter, and signed with their beautiful form of writing, Faith felt a tear running down her cheek. 




Elrohir wiped it up with a finger, tilted her face towards him and said “We would be family to you, too, if you wanted to stay here until the end of your days.”




Faith was genuinely touched but answered, slowly, “It’s a lovely thought, Ro, but it’s not where I belong. I couldn’t adapt like Dawn, uh Domie, has. I’m happier with all the mod cons of life in America.




“You guys could come back with me though,” she added cheerfully, although inside she was almost serious.




“Sadly I do not think that is possible,” Elladan said.




“Immortals living amongst mortals is not a good idea,” his brother added.




“Elves would not survive well there, I fear,” Elladan continued.




“We are like the trees—we are deeply rooted in our own land,” Elrohir said, sadly. 




There was an undercurrent to that remark that Faith couldn’t quite put her finger on, but before she could ponder it Elladan said, in an end-of-conversation sort of voice, “And, whilst your dimension is, indeed, a fascinating place to visit, we wouldn’t want to live there!”




“So,” Elrohir changed the subject, “you were asking about warrior braids when we were on the practice ground…”







There was something almost hypnotic about sitting outdoors in softly lit, clear, evening air, sipping wine and having your hair combed and braided by two sexy guys. It had erotic undertones, but the Els gave the impression that they were purposely trying to soothe rather than arouse, if they had wanted it to be arousing it certainly could have been.




A voice from below broke into Faith’s reverie, “Elladan, Elrohir, it is time for your guest to return to the portal.”




Looking down she could see a vaguely familiar elf with a small elfling sitting on his shoulders.




“Have they worn you out, my lady?” Orophin asked, “Or did she wear you out, my lords?”




“My lady?” Faith mouthed at Elrohir.




“Orophin has forgotten your name,” he answered.




“Orophin was not introduced to the lady,” came the voice from below.




“Orophin, this is Faith, Slayer and warrior extraordinary,” Elladan said, in a formal tone. “Faith, this is Orophin, Second in Command of the Wardens of Ithilien, husband-brother to Tindómë, uncle to the bravest elfling in Middle Earth. Consider yourself introduced!”




“So, have they worn you out, Faith?” The voice had a hint of amusement.




“No way!” she answered.




“Orophin,” Elrohir replied simultaneously, “it would take you and both your esteemed brothers, at the height of your fame, to wear this warrior out in the short time we have had available.”




“But it has been our pleasure to attempt it…” Elladan added.




‘Him and both his brothers? Height of their fame? That would include Dawn’s husband?’ Faith ran it through her mind a couple of times and decided that if she was Giles she would probably be polishing her glasses so hard by this point that smoke would be rising.




“Well I hope you all got a great deal of pleasure,” Orophin continued cheerfully, “but it is time to go, I fear.”




“Come on Uncle Dan, Uncle Rohir,” said the elfling, reminding Faith that they had just been discussing sex in front of him. Probably didn’t understand, anyway…




“Come on, me and Uncle Phin are going to get Mummy again, and Radagast says no one will take her away ever again.” Haldirin sounded excited.




“Uncle Phin and I,” Elladan corrected automatically, earning him an amused look from his brother.




“We are coming, small one,” Elrohir said, and vaulted over the edge of the balcony to land beside Orophin.




“You do have the letter safe?” Elladan asked Faith.




“Yo, Dan,” she said, patting the back pocket of her tight trousers, and then, not to be outdone, dropped beside Elrohir. Elladan followed, and the small party of elves, elfling, and Slayer made their way back along the path towards the green glow of the portal.




By the time they arrived everyone was sorting themselves out to be on their own side of the portal, in their own world. 




The Els stopped just short of the group on the Middle Earth side. Elrohir turned Faith towards himself and kissed her. Not a peck on the cheek, but a genuine, serious, three or four minute long kiss. “To remember me by,” he said, with a smile.




Elladan touched the beads worked into her hair. “These will be a physical token to remember us by,” he said softly, “and we will remember you for all eternity. So this is not for remembrance; simply for pleasure.” His kiss took even longer, and Faith understood what people meant when they spoke of a kiss making their toes curl.




They pushed her gently toward the portal. She stopped where Dawn was standing by Buffy, gave her a quick hug, and whispered “Hey, those guys are quite something! Thanks for dealing me in, Domie.”




She stood just at the portal, blew kisses to the two Els, and stepped back into Sunnydale. The big guy in the brown robes chased Buffy back after Faith, and then stuck a small knife into Dawn’s thumb to cause her blood to run onto the ground. 




The portal shimmered, and just as it began to disappear she heard Elrohir’s voice “The word is…”




“Huitho!” Elladan finished, and this time it wasn’t translated.




“Huitho!” Faith called back and then the portal was no more.




“Huitho?” Giles asked.




“Huitho!” Faith confirmed, but didn’t translate. Let him keep guessing.







Next day Faith gave Buffy the letter from the twins and even held her sister Slayer, albeit awkwardly, when she burst into tears. The twin elves really had been quite amazing guys. Faith was glad she’d had the chance to meet them—she’d learned a few things from them, for sure. Not just how to say “Fuck!” in Sindarin or about the ‘desires of the body’ either. 




Many times over her life, when decisions had to be made, Faith would hear Elladan’s voice, deep within herself, saying “Never accept that you can just be insulted like that. Never accept that you have so little worth. 




“You are a beautiful young woman who should not accept being insulted, put-down, or being made to feel that you are in any way ‘less’ than anyone else. Never forget that, Faith.”




She never did.




And if Robin Wood, or subsequent lovers, asked why she often slept in an old 49ers T-shirt she would just smile and say “not for remembrance; simply for pleasure.”







fn1. The full text of the letter that Faith wrote, for the twins to send to Buffy, can be found in the epilogue of Return of The Key.




Where is Love?


Downloaded From: Where is Love




AN: written for the 2014 Back to Middle Earth Month challenge, my prompt was; The turning of the year brings feasts and holidays. It’s time to enjoy the bounty that was saved for the winter. Create a story or a work of art featuring a Winter seasonal food. Bonus for including a recipe.




The title comes from a song in the musical Oliver.





This story takes place following The Winter Garden.







In a corner of a cabin, on a great grey ship that sailed on the Sundering Sea, sat an elfling. In one hand he clutched a soft woollen blanket, in the other a small carved wooden horse.




The elleth, who had cared for him on the journey, came into the cabin and held out her hand in invitation.




“Pendithen,” she said, “come with me to the bow of the ship, for we can see land! We will soon be there.”




“No,” said the elfling.




He curled further back onto the bunk, drew his knees up, and brought the corner of the blanket up to his mouth.




The elleth came and sat beside him, putting an arm around his shoulders. He began to move into the proffered embrace, then thought better of it and stiffened again; but he could not quite bring himself to pull away from her.




“Your Nana and Ada will probably be there at the quayside,” she said. “The sailors say people seem to know when someone from their family is arriving on a ship. And then you will have a family and find out your proper name.”




“No,” said the elfling.




After a pause of at least a minute he said, “I am Tharhîwon.”




The elleth smiled, a slightly sad smile, but the elfling took little notice and looked away, concentrating on the softness of his blanket and the harder texture of the small carved horse.




He was aware of the elleth as she sat with him a little longer, but he continued to ignore her, even though she was kind and had looked after him well ever since they left East Lórien. Eventually she dropped a kiss on the top of his head and got up.




“If you want to see the land coming closer and closer, come up on deck when you are ready,” she said, before leaving the cabin, “and do not worry, pendithen, I am sure it will all be well.”




Tharhîwon wasn’t.




Tharhîwon wasn’t at all sure that it would all be well.




How would he know his Nana and Ada if they were standing on the quay? He had no recollection of what they looked like. How would they recognise him? He was sure he was older than when they had left him, and he had new clothes.




If they called to him how would he know? He didn’t know what they thought his name was. He was not sure he wanted their name for him. Haldirin’s Nana and Ada had given him his name and he liked it. He was Tharhîwon.




If someone came and said she was his Nana how could he be sure she was right? If she was his Nana would she be nice, and cuddle him like Haldirin’s Nana had?




What if no one came and said she was his Nana?




Haldirin’s Nana and Lord Celeborn had both told him that Lord Celeborn’s wife would be there and she would look after him if there was no one waiting for him. He knew what she looked like because Haldirin’s Ada had drawn a picture of her. But what if she wasn’t waiting, either?




He had been frightened of the ship when he first saw it, but now he did not want to leave it. Perhaps, if he did not go to look, the land wouldn’t really be there. Perhaps, if he stayed quietly in his bunk, no one would notice and make him get off if the land was there.




Tharhîwon didn’t think it was going to all be well, at all, if someone found him and made him get off the ship.







Galadriel had known that Celeborn was not on the ship that was now clearly visible as it approached the harbour. But she had come to meet it anyway; for each ship that brought Galadhrim brought a letter, or a token, and gave her hope, even if only briefly, that he would eventually come because he still loved her.




Beside her stood both her daughter and her daughter’s husband. They, too, had come down to the quayside for each ship that had arrived since the one carrying Elrond, Galadriel, and the others. They would have known if their sons were on board, and knew that their daughter would not be, but they, too, expected letters and, usually, pictures, too, of the family they would never know. Tokens that were bitter-sweet, but always welcome.




To Galadriel’s surprise, however, beside Elrond and Celebrían stood Frodo Baggins.




Galadriel, herself, felt that she was still healing from the toll on her fëa exacted by Nenya. Elrond, also, was far from fully recovered from his years as a ring-bearer, despite being reunited with his wife. But Frodo had seemed to recover more quickly than they had. The resilience of hobbits, Mithrandir had said.




Since the death of Bilbo, though, Frodo had looked weary and sad; Galadriel had worried about his well-being as, she knew, had others.




Whilst it was good to see him venture out of his own home, in the grounds of that of Elrond and Celebrían, she could not help but wonder what had brought him to the quayside.




As sailors on board the ship threw ropes to the elves at the dockside Galadriel engaged Frodo in conversation.




Everyone was being very kind to him, he said. His smial was rather lonely without Bilbo, but he was very welcome at Master Elrond’s table, and one or two elves had taken to spending time with him as he slept so that he did not wake up in the night alone.




Despite this, he looked as if he had lost weight and there were new threads of grey in his dark curls.




She asked what had brought him to the quayside today.




“Rather ask ‘who’,” he said. “Gandalf sent me a message, asking me to meet him here. But I don’t see him.”




He smiled, rather wryly, then added, “not that it’s the first time he has arranged to meet me somewhere and then been delayed.”




Someone else came to speak to the hobbit, and Galadriel’s attention was drawn, again, to the ship which was now tied up and with a gangway in place to enable the passengers to disembark.




In very little time it seemed as if almost everyone had come ashore and met up with friends or relatives. Then Galadriel spotted an elleth still on board who she recognised. What surprised her, though, was that the elleth carried an elfling. He looked only a little bigger than a toddler, and not only were elflings almost unheard of amongst the Galadhrim for many years, but Galadriel recognised the elleth as one whose own sons had been grown for many yéni.




The elleth was scanning the crowds as if looking for someone, but the elfling kept his face turned away from the shore altogether. Whoever the elleth was looking for it seemed likely that they were not here, Galadriel thought, as she acknowledged greetings from many of those who were now moving inland in the company of those they had not seen for many years.




And then the elleth in question was standing in front of her, the elfling now on his own two feet, but hiding behind his companion’s dress.




“Your Ladyship, it is good to see you again. I have a letter for you from my Lord Celeborn.” She held it out and, as Galadriel took it, said “It concerns this little one.”




“Perhaps we should move away from the edge of the dock,” Galadriel said and began to move.




The elfling shuffled his feet, but did not object as the two ellyth turned, and then his expression suddenly changed from blank and uninterested to one of recognition. Galadriel assumed he must have seen someone he knew, until he spoke.




“Frodo!” the elfling said, “It is Frodo!”




Interlude



Once upon a time, long ago even as the elves count time, in the place that would be known as Ithilien in future Ages of Middle Earth, an elfling was told by his Nana and Ada to wait for them and not stray until they came back. A good elfling, he did as he was told; but days passed and they did not return.




More time passed and he remained alone. He ate the food his Nana and Ada had left him, then he ate any berries he could find and a few nuts, and he stayed where he was and waited. The weather became colder and soon there was nothing to eat. He tried to keep warm by burrowing under the fallen leaves.




One night he curled up under the now damp leaves, his tummy hurting because it was so very empty, but finally he slept. And, as he slept, the snow came and covered the elfling completely.




Sometime, not long after, he thought he heard a voice calling his name. An ellon’s voice, but it wasn’t his Ada, and so he hid. The ellon called and asked the elfling to come to him, to come where it was warm and light, but the elfling remembered what his Nana and Ada had said and stayed as still as he could.




He wondered, when it was daybreak, what was under the small heap covered in snow. He was happy that his tummy didn’t hurt any more. The ellon came back a couple of times, and called him, but he always hid and wouldn’t go. Then the ellon didn’t come any more.




Time passed. The elfling had no idea how much time. He knew he must have slept a lot, because he remembered sometimes waking up, but, if he thought of it at all, he thought it could not be that long because it was still winter.







In the early years of the Fourth Age an elfling from the elven colony in Ithilien discovered a new playmate. Another little ellon like himself. It was the middle of summer but, whenever this new friend appeared, he brought the winter with him. Haldirin, for that was the Fourth Age elfling’s name, liked playing with his new friend in his Winter Garden and told his own Nana and Ada about him.




Haldirin’s Nana and Ada realised that this must be a houseless elfling but felt he posed no threat. Instead they wondered how he could be rescued from his eternal winter. Eventually the answer came to Haldirin, in a dream, although it took his Nana and Ada to work out what it meant. And finally, one warm starlit night, the elfling had walked out of winter into summer and became, again, a warm, breathing, little person.




It seemed as if the only chance he had of being reunited with his parents was to sail West; where they must, surely, have been reborn. Haldirin had seen his elfling friend boarding a ship in his dreams and so Lord Celeborn arranged for him to travel with others who were taking ship.




The Winter Elfling could not remember what his name was; it was so long since anyone had called him by it. And so Haldirin’s Ada had given him a name until he should find out his original one. Tharhîwon. A new name that meant he was now beyond winter.



The New Homely House



It took a little while to sort out the situation. It seemed as if the easiest thing was for the elfling, his elleth escort, Galadriel, Frodo, and Elrond and Celebrían to return to the home Celebrían had readied for her husband, within easy reach of the harbour, many years before.




Galadriel sat and read the letter the elleth had brought from Celeborn. There were other, more private, letters in a package brought by someone else which could be savoured later; but the mystery of the elfling needed to be unravelled first.




He seemed to have attached himself to Frodo, because, he said, he had pictures and letters to give to the hobbit. Tharhîwon, for such was his name, had met Sam, Merry, and Pippin in Ithilien and it seemed as if the hobbits had realised that this youngling might need his own purpose, on the long journey, for they had entrusted their packages to him rather than to one of the adults.




Celeborn wrote that the elfling had been counted amongst the Houseless for unknown yéni, and described how he had come to be whole again (a tale too long for telling here—but it is written elsewherefn1). It had been a reasonable supposition that he would find his re-embodied parents here in Valinor.




Especially as Tindómë and Rumil’s small son, whose dream had shown them how to help the elfling escape his state between life and death, had also dreamt that Tharhîwon should sail. But it was clear that no one had felt the inner call to meet this ship to be reunited with him.




Celebrían said straight away that, whilst word was sent out to towns and villages that this small elfling awaited his family, he was very welcome to stay with her and Elrond.




Galadriel thought, personally, that this might be very good for her daughter; this little one might make up, a little, for those grandchildren she would never meet. A bed was made up for him and he was reassured that, whilst he waited, he was very welcome; and he might keep the name Rumil had given him. He would continue to be Tharhîwon.







Lady Celebrían and her husband had a very, very, big house. It was made of stone. Tharhîwon was unsure about stone houses. The only homes he could remember had been made of wood and built amongst trees; Haldirin’s Nana and Ada lived in one, as did their friends, and when Lord Celeborn had taken him to East Lórien the elves there lived amongst trees too.




The only stone house Haldirin had spent time in belonged to the human lady who was a friend of Haldirin’s Nana. Big stone houses did not seem right for a small wood elf; he was afraid he might get lost in the corridors full of doors and no one would ever find him.




Lady Celebrían was very nice, but neither she nor Master Elrond seemed very happy. Haldirin’s Ada had painted some pictures especially for them, and Lord Celeborn had sent them on the ship that Tharhîwon had sailed on. But Lady Celebrían had cried when she saw them. Tharhîwon wondered why; he had seen them before they were packed and he thought they were very good. Especially as everyone in them was smiling.




No, Tharhîwon was not sure that this was the right place for a small wood elfling.







The elfling did not seem happy. He was very quiet, hardly spoke, and hardly left the room where he slept, unless someone took him by the hand. He took the small wooden horse everywhere with him, and had refused to let go of the blanket he had brought with him, even for it to be washed. When he came to the dining room he ate hardly anything. Celebrían worried that he was fading right in front of her.




There was no news, either, that his parents had been found.




The only time he seemed to have any interest in life at all was the day Frodo came and asked if he might speak to Tharhîwon.




Neither Celebrían nor Elrond was sure that the mourning hobbit was the best company for a rather withdrawn elfling; especially if all Frodo wanted was news of his own friends who the elfling had met, briefly, before sailing. But neither of them felt they could deny Frodo anything that would give him heartsease and so, with some misgivings, Celebrían left the two together.




Much to her amazement they arrived for their lunch together, without anyone needing to go and persuade the elfling to leave his bedroom, and both ate heartily; unusual for the hobbit, too, since the death of his uncle.




But once Frodo left, to return to his own home in the grounds of the house, Tharhîwon returned to being monosyllabic and hardly touching his food.




Then, a few days later, the elfling disappeared.




Celebrían and Elrond led the search themselves. It really was not, Celebrían thought, a very elfling-friendly house. She realised also that, had it been one of her own children who had gone missing, she would have looked inside herself and known if they were hurt or upset; how difficult it was to care for an elfling without that link!




It was Erestor who pointed out that they were probably looking in the wrong place. Tharhîwon had shown little interest in the gardens but, knowing his history, the formal walled gardens near the house may have unsettled him; today, however, a breeze blew through the branches of the trees and he was a wood elfling…




As the searchers spread out through the grounds it was Erestor, too, who was given the answer to the mystery as he met Frodo and Tharhîwon walking towards the house. The elfling was talking to the hobbit, his voice animated and a smile on his face, but when he noticed Erestor he became quiet immediately.




Erestor explained that the household were almost all out looking for Tharhîwon and Frodo seemed quite embarrassed.




“It didn’t occur to me that no one knew where he was,” the hobbit said. “We have been sitting outside my home listening to the trees. Off you go with Erestor, Tharhîwon, and next time you wish to visit let someone know!”







The next day it rained. Tharhîwon asked if he could go to visit Frodo but was told to wait until the weather improved. When a watery sun shone into the east-facing windows next morning, and the elfling again was missing, it occurred to Celebrían that she should have been more specific and told him to ask again when the weather improved, not just that he could, then, go.




Sure enough Tharhîwon was breakfasting in the Hobbit Hole with Frodo.




Elrond worried, when the elfling asked again the next day whether he could go to visit his friend, that it would be too much for Frodo. So, instead, he made time to personally take the elfling for a walk, down into Alqualondë, and then to search the beach for shells. Elrond had to admit that he had enjoyed the day himself but, remembering his own sons, he thought Tharhîwon unnaturally well-behaved and quiet.




This time it was dark when the elfling slipped out of the house. The elleth who was to take him to bed had thought him to be sitting quietly, listening to the songs in the new Hall of Fire, and had been somewhat distracted by an ellon who had arrived on the same ship as Tharhîwon and wished to become reacquainted. It was probably an hour or more after his bedtime when she realised Tharhîwon was not in the Hall, nor had he gone back to his room by himself.




As Elrond, who had taken the task of elfling retrieval upon himself this time, approached the Hobbit Hole he was surprised to hear Frodo singing. When he knocked gently at the door, then entered, he realised the voice came from a room beyond. Following the sound he found Frodo in Bilbo’s bedroom, the elfling tucked up in Bilbo’s bed.




Elrond was ready to be angry—how dare the elfling intrude on Frodo in such a way—when Frodo looked up and smiled.




“He came to tell me of your walk on the sand, and bring me some shells,” Frodo said. “But he was so clearly tired it seemed easier to put him to bed than to walk back with him.”




“I will take him,” Elrond said, stooping towards the bed, then realised how Frodo’s face fell, even as he stood aside. “Unless,” Elrond added hastily, “you do not mind him staying until the morning?”




Frodo smiled. He looked, Elrond thought, happier than he had since the beginning of Bilbo’s last illness.




“Oh, no,” he said. “It is a pleasure to have him here. He reminds me of Pippin when he was a faunt. As long as you trust me to care for him…”




And so, as the days shortened and mid-winter drew closer, Tharhîwon began to spend almost as much time in Frodo’s smial as he did in the tall, elegant, rooms of the New Homely House. For a small elfling, it seemed, the Hobbit Hole was even more homely.







It was almost mid-winter when Mithrandir arrived and was shown into Celebrían’s sitting room.




“I called, first, at Frodo’s home,” he said after the initial greetings, “but he was not there. I had thought to find him here.”




When told that Frodo had gone to walk on the beach, with Elrond and the elfling, Mithrandir smiled. Although there had been no sign of him since the summer he clearly knew of Tharhîwon’s existence, as he seemed unsurprised, but he asked Celebrían to tell him more about how ‘the winter elfling’ was settling in.




When told how quiet and withdrawn the elfling had been when he arrived, the Maia nodded solemnly and then asked whether things had improved. Yes, and no, Celebrían answered. Within the house he remained quiet, and still tended to walk like a small shadow that clung to the walls, but he enjoyed going out for walks with Elrond and seemed most comfortable when in Frodo’s company.




Mithrandir smiled at the mention of the elfling walking with Elrond. He clearly thought, like Celebrían, that this would also be good for Elrond. The mention of the relationship between the elfling and the hobbit was greeted simply with a distinctly satisfied nod.




“And how is Frodo?” he enquired.




“Better than Elrond expected,” Celebrían answered. “He thought that Frodo might decline, and sink into the hobbit equivalent of fading, at the loss of Bilbo. But he has been happier, and has been eating better, since Tharhîwon brought him the letters and pictures from his family.”




“Or since Tharhîwon began to spend time with him?” asked Mithrandir, and Celebrían agreed that this might well have also helped.




Elrond and his two smaller companions returned as it became dusk. The elfling nodded solemnly when introduced to Mithrandir.




“Haldirin’s Ada drew me a picture so I would know you. But Haldirin’s Nana, and Sam, said you were called Gandalf,” he said.




“Young man,” the Maia answered, “you may call me whatever you wish.”




The elfling considered for a moment or two.




“I will call you Gandalf,” he said, “because Frodo calls you Gandalf.”







Later that evening, once Tharhîwon was tucked up in bed with his blanket and his toy horse, Mithrandir said he wanted to discuss the elfling with Elrond, Celebrían, and Frodo.




“There is no sign of his parents,” he said. “It is difficult to be absolutely sure, as he remembers nothing about them, nor even his own name. But Lord Námo and his Maiar have searched their memories, and their records, and not only are there no elves who could be his parents in the Halls of Waiting, but they can see no sign that there ever were.”




He stopped, and puffed on his pipe. Celebrían really wished he would give the habit up, and perhaps he had when he was not in Frodo’s company, but she really would have to air the room well tomorrow, she thought, somewhat inconsequentially.




“His Lordship cannot even be sure when they died, or when the elfling died. Over the years there have been too many such elflings who, having been told to remain hidden, have ignored His Lordship’s calls much to his sorrow.”




“What could have happened to Tharhîwon’s parents?” Frodo asked.




“They may have ignored the call themselves, and remained Houseless, but unable to return to the place where their elfling was,” Mithrandir answered.




“It is to be hoped that was the case,” Elrond said. “The alternatives do not bear thinking about.”




“Well,” Mithrandir continued, “no need to dwell on that now. The fact is that this youngling has resumed life, without passing through the Halls of Waiting, and we need to consider his future, as it will be, for there is no chance of reunion with his parents.”




“Poor Tharhîwon,” Celebrían said. “It must be as if part of him is missing, to have no bond with his parents.”




“He cannot really remember one,” Mithrandir answered, almost brusquely.




“It is…strange, to me,” Celebrían continued, “to have him in my care, and not know if he is sad, or frightened.”




“I fear it cannot be helped,” Mithrandir said. “And despite the lack of his parents, or rather because of it, we need to make some long term plans for his care…”




“I will care for him.”




Frodo spoke before anyone else opened their mouths, and then looked from Elrond to Celebrían and to Mithrandir before adding “as long as it is deemed suitable.”




Before any of the three answered he continued, rather firmly, “After all, hobbits have never had the mental bond that elves have with their children, and so its absence would not be difficult for me. And that connection will be missing for him no matter who cares for him; so better someone who is used to being without it.”




Which was quite true.




Celebrían found herself wondering how they coped. Would Arwen have had to cope without such intimate knowledge of her children, as they were born mortal? Going back to the case at hand, tales Bilbo had told of Frodo’s youth, and that of his young cousins, made hobbit children sound every bit as mischievous and energetic as Elladan and Elrohir had been, how very difficult to know when they might be in need.




Odd, too, that she had not thought, before now, of those who had cared for the orphaned Frodo after the death of his parents. Oh my! If anyone could empathise with the elfling for being without his parents it was surely Frodo!




Well, and Elrond, even if his parents had not been dead; he had had his twin, though…She hoped the presence of this small, orphaned, elfling did not bring back dark thoughts to her husband, still recovering from the burdens laid on him over all his years in Middle Earth.




She looked over at him. He looked very serious; whereas Mithrandir’s eyes were positively sparkling although he said nothing.




“Are you sure that you are up to this task?” Elrond asked. “I do not want you to feel compelled to do it, and so wear yourself out.”




“You are most kind,” Frodo replied, “but I think I am tougher than you credit. I am not that different in age to Bilbo when he began to care for me. Granted I was a little older, and would reach adulthood sooner. But the air in Valinor certainly suited Bilbo, as he was positively rejuvenated by being here, and so I expect to live long enough to see Tharhîwon to his majority.”




He paused for a few seconds and then asked, “As my healer, do you think I am right? Or do you have serious doubts about my health?”




As she knew that Elrond had been all too worried that Frodo might lose heart, and fade, Celebrían awaited her husband’s reply with interest.




“My dear Master Baggins; I should have known to never underestimate the resilience of hobbits! My considered opinion is that if you feel able to undertake this task, then you are likely to live long enough to see it through.”




“Well then!” Mithrandir exclaimed, “That is settled. Tharhîwon can move into Frodo’s smial; structural changes may be required, over time, but I’m sure you will all cope. The elfling will need lessons when he gets a little older and can have most of them from elves. Erestor perhaps? He will not be short of elven influence I’m sure. And…”




“Wait!” said Frodo. “I was sent off to live in Brandy Hall without any thought given to whether I might want that. Tharhîwon should be given the option.”




“Yes, yes, quite,” Mithrandir agreed. But Celebrían thought that he probably considered the outcome a foregone conclusion; and, to be honest, she agreed.







It was very clear the next day, when the elfling was told that his parents could not be found, and asked if he would like to live with Frodo, that he was not upset at the first, and positively thrilled at the second.




“Really? I can really come and live with you? And you can be my Ada?” He flung himself at Frodo with more animation than he had exhibited since leaving the ship.




“I will go and get my bag…” Then, half way to the door, he stopped and turned.




“But I would like to come and visit you often…” he smiled at Celebrían, “and we can still go for walks…” this to Elrond. Then he looked towards Frodo as if for permission, before dashing from the room.




“Well that went very well,” said Mithrandir. “I’m sure the details will all work themselves out later.”







Only a couple of days into ‘later’ Mithrandir, or on this occasion Gandalf, was walking up the path of the Hobbit Hole when he stopped to listen to the voice that drifted out through the slightly open window.




“…almost Yule. We hobbits celebrate Yule more than do Master Elrond’s household, although they do have a feast and they always go out at dusk on Midwinter Eve to look for the first star, for the stars are important to elves. But I think that we will celebrate like hobbits, Tharhîwon.




“We can invite Master Elrond, Lady Celebrían, and dear Gandalf, to eat with us. And the kind elleth who looked after you on the ship.




“Not to an evening feast; the big kitchen is much more suitable for sides of venison and whatnot than ours is. We will eat that with everyone in the dining hall. But we shall invite them for tea. A proper high tea.




“We must start to plan the food—it is only a week away. What a shame that I had not the heart to properly fill the larder this autumn. But I am sure we will find enough.”




Gandalf stood outside the curtained window a little longer as the, rather one-sided, conversation continued. It was such a pleasure to hear the hobbit sound so enthusiastic.




“A raised pork pie; that would be the very thing. And pickles. Oh, I do wish I had brought my mother’s recipe book with me when I left The Shire, but it didn’t occur to me…and I wish I had Sam’s mother’s recipe for pickled pears…”




Gandalf found himself feeling hungry.




“Cheese. There is an elleth who sells a cheese that is very like a well-matured Bywater at the market in Alqualondë. I wonder if there are any pickled onions left in the larder?




“It is too close to the day for us to make a really good fruit cake, but we can have a sambocade. I am sure there is a bottle of elderflower cordial in the larder that I made last summer and the chefs at Master Elrond’s always make rosewater. You can help me roll the pastry. Would you like that?”




“I don’t know, Ada,” said a little voice, “I have never done that…”




Gandalf was pleased to hear that the elfling did not sound in the least worried about the task he was being offered.




“Oh Tharhîwon, it will be such fun, you will enjoy helping—I always did when I was a faunt—that is like being an elfling.”




A pause. Then Frodo continued, “There are jars of plums in the larder which will go well with it…and blackberry jam. You can make jam tarts if we are making pastry…”




Gandalf smiled; he remembered being offered jam tarts made by an enthusiastic young hobbit many years before.




“Gifts!” Frodo seemed to have changed the subject.




“We always make gifts to give to our family and friends at Yule. I know the very thing that you can make for our guests, and anyone else you would like to gift. We will start tomorrow. I will teach you how to make the very first thing I was taught to bake. Cinnamon biscuits!”




Gandalf decided not to interrupt. It was very clear that the two of them were content together. He would just await his invitation.







“And I made these almost all by myself,” said Tharhîwon, passing each of the Yule guests a dozen fragrant biscuits that had been wrapped in a circle of pretty fabric tied up with a ribbon. “I chipped the sugar off the cone, and hit it to make the crystals the right size. And I stirred the butter and sugar up, and the flour, and ground up the cinna…cinna…cinnamon in a…thing!”




“Mortar,” said Frodo.




“And then I rolled it all up and we put it in the back larder on the marble slab because it is very cold there. And I cut it up and let the pieces go flop into more sugar!”




“They smell wonderful, Tharhîwon,” said Celebrían. “You must teach me how to make them.”




“And now,” Elrond smiled, “we have gifts for you…”




It was late in the evening when the guests left the Hobbit Hole. The elfling was already in his nightshirt and clutching his blanket which, Gandalf noted, he had allowed to be washed.




“It is lovely to see them both so happy,” Celebrían commented.




Gandalf simply nodded. As Lady Nienna had said to him, before he made this visit to his old friends, both elflings and hobbits thrive only if they have a family. And a most unusual elfling, and a most unusual hobbit, were a perfect pairing.





fn1. As told in The Winter Garden




Recipes for Sambocade



This is a medieval Elderflower Cheesecake. The original recipe comes from a cookbook written for the household of Richard 2nd in 1390.




Ingredients




		Case
		
				200g flour

				2tsp caster sugar

				100g butter (chilled)

				1 medium egg, beaten

		

	

		Filling
		
				2.25 litres milk

				Juice of1 large lemon

				100g caster sugar

				40ml elderflower cordial

				Whites of 4 medium eggs

				4 tsp rosewater (optional)

		

		






method




		Pre-heat oven to 180C (350F or gas mark 4). Grease a deep 25cm pie dish.

		To make the pastry, sieve the flour into the bowl, add the sugar, and rub in the butter until the mix has the texture of fine breadcrumbs Add the egg a little at a time until the dough forms a ball. (add a little water if required) Wrap and leave in the fridge for an hour.

		Roll out pastry and use to line the pie dish. Bake blind for 20 minutes.

		Meanwhile make the filling. Warm the milk to the point of simmering, turn off the heat and add the lemon juice. Stir twice and leave for an hour to settle.

		After an hour, pour of the whey and strain the curds though a muslin (or cheesecloth) bag, or cloth lined sieve. Gently squeeze off excess whey.

		Pre-heat oven again, temperature as in 1.

		Break up the curds into a bowl. Add the caster sugar and cream this with the curds, add the elderflower cordial and rosewater, if using, mix.

		Beat the egg whites till stiff. Fold into mixture carefully.

		Fill pie shell with the mixture, place in pre-heated oven and bake for 30 minutes or so.








Recipe for Cinnamon Biscuits




		2 level teaspoons ground cinnamon

		4 oz (1/2 cup) sugar

		6 oz (3/4 cup) butter

		8 oz (2 cups) plain (all purpose) flour





		Cream butter and sugar, add flour and cinnamon. Form the dough into a ‘sausage’ and chill it in the fridge for at least an hour.

		Pour extra sugar onto a piece of paper, and cut the sausage into slices (about 0.75cm thick) so that each slice falls into the sugar. Place on a baking tray, sugar side up, bake at 200C (400F) for about 10 minutes.





(You can use granulated, caster or golden granulated sugar, or even demerara for the topping.)







We are fortunate that our sugar comes ready granulated—I think it likely that elves and hobbits got it as a cone and had to use sugar nips and then break it into the right consistency.




The Man in Black



Author’s Note: This story features Haldirin—he is a little over 30 years old and so he is, in human terms, somewhere at the developmental stage of an 11 or 12 year old boy.







There was too much stone in Minas Tirith; at least that was the opinion of the young elf sitting on the wall, from where he could see the city arranged in circles beneath him, with hardly a decent sized tree until you got well beyond the outer wall.




Haldirin’s parents had shown him this spot on the wall, up on the seventh circle, where both of them liked to sit when they visited the city. Uncle Orophin and Legolas favoured it as a vantage point, too, if they were in the city—as they were now. But just at the moment Haldirin had the sunny spot all to himself.




Below him there were people coming and going, banners flew, there was a clamour of many voices; and it was hardly any quieter in the Citadel itself. Part of Haldirin was pleased to be here, for the celebrations, but part of him wished he had stayed at home in Eryn Ithil with Merilwen and her parents.




He was not very happy amongst men—they changed so much, and there seemed to be new ones almost every time they came here—even though he visited the city with his parents more often than other elves. Well, Legolas came here quite frequently, and maybe the Elrondionath, being the brothers of the King and Queen, came almost as often. Then there was Galanthir; he almost always accompanied Legolas…Anyway, everyone but the Queen changed every time, even the King, although he did not change very much…




Neither, he thought, did the man crossing the Citadel courtyard heading for Ecthelion’s Tower—Haldirin was sure that he had seen him walking across the same route last time he was here, and the time before that, and he seemed to even be wearing the same robe.




Something in the far distance caught his eye and he stopped musing about the men. At least by coming for these celebrations he would be able to spend some time with the hobbits, who would also be here to celebrate, and it looked to him as if that was their company at the edge of the Pelennor now.







Haldirin was right—the ponies and small carriages of the hobbit contingent reached the Citadel some hours later. He knew enough about the effects of aging on mortals to know that Merry, Pippin, and Sam (or Lords Meriadoc, Peregrine, and Samwise in public…) were quite old, but not very, very old—the way some men would be if they were eighty or ninety years old. But some of their children and grandchildren were with them, and hobbits in their teens and twenties were good company for an elf who was only a little over thirty…




So, as the older hobbits, Gimli, Legolas, Nana and Ada, and the others began reminiscing (“It doesn’t seem possible that it was fifty years ago…”), Haldirin introduced himself to this younger generation of hobbits, glad of his Nana’s insistence that he learn enough of the Common Tongue to get by. There were mannish children present too—but Haldirin had learnt that those who were your friends on one visit regarded you as too young to bother with when you next saw them; and so now he hardly bothered to remember which one was which…




As they left the adults to their conversations Haldirin hear Ada say to Nana, “Is it really only fifty years, meleth? I feel as if you have been part of me for yéni…”




One of the mannish children took the lead, he was a little taller than Haldirin and, if the young elf remembered correctly, was a grandson of both Lord Faramir and Lady Éowyn and the King and Queen. He led them to look at the throne room, addressing the guards at the door by name.




“My grandfather, the King, sits on the throne there, and my other grandfather, the Steward, has a seat there just beside him…But in the old days, Grandfather Faramir says, the Steward had a seat at the bottom of the steps…”




The one the man from the courtyard was sitting on? Haldirin wondered. Why didn’t the boy acknowledge the man? Or perhaps ask him why he was sitting in the chair? Had they put that chair back into the old Steward’s place as part of the celebrations? The man seemed to be ignoring the party of young people as much as the boy was ignoring him.




One of the hobbits was talking. “My granddad, the Thain, tells us tales of when he pledged his allegiance to the Steward. I guess that must have been here, in this very room…” 




As they discussed how the room might have looked then, the man in the dark robe stood up and walked out past the guards. They ignored him. Haldirin looked back towards the dais—the chair was no longer on the bottom step. Odd…







For the next two days Haldirin neither saw the man in the black robe, nor mentioned him to anyone. In fact he had almost forgotten him in the excitement of the preparations for the celebrations of the fiftieth anniversary of the end of the Ring War. Tomorrow there would be a ceremony to mark the battle of the Pelennor Field and now Haldirin sat in his spot on the wall with Pippin, and Merry, and the younger hobbits.




“I was not in quite this spot but I could see below, through a breach in the wall, and I can’t tell you the way I felt when the Army of the Dead swept up from the ships and I realised they were on our side!” Pippin said.




“Where were you, Granddad?” a young hobbit girl asked Merry.




As the elderly hobbit began to point with his pipe out into the fields below, Haldirin asked Pippin more about the army of dead men.




“You could see that they were men, warriors, but you could see, as well, whatever was behind them—for they were but the shapes of men, carrying swords and spears and pikes as insubstantial as themselves. Had I had time to wonder, I would have been unsure whether such weapons could kill, for they were no more substantial than cloud or the grace on a posset.




“But men are frightened of ghosts—and the men in Sauron’s army all feared the swords of the dead more than those of the living. They fled before them, threw themselves into the river fully armoured—and sank.”




“Are there hobbit ghosts?” Haldirin asked. “There are houseless elves—but they cannot be seen even as shadows. Although it is said that sometimes they might try to take over the body of a living elf…”




“Oh yes—there are many tales of hobbit ghosts, young Haldirin,” Pippin said. “If we are still here as the evenings draw in I will tell you many stories of ghostly hobbits…”




“Granddad tells the best ghost stories,” a young hobbit lad said, joining them, “I guess it’s because he saw the ghosts here when he was just a tweeny.”




Soon Pippin was drawn into telling just such a tale. As Haldirin listened his eyes strayed to the man in the black robe, hurrying across the Court of the Fountain as usual, towards Ecthelion’s Tower. 




Important guests were still arriving. The approach of a delegation from Rohan, led by King Éomer’s grandson, had been the reason the hobbits had joined Haldirin to look out from the wall. Now they rode up through the city with banners fluttering, cheered by people as they passed, and dismounted at the entrance to The Citadel where King Ellesar and others stood ready to welcome them.




Haldirin had heard, more than once, the story of Merry swearing fealty to the King preceding Éomer, and fighting alongside the Rohirrim until, eventually, Merry helped Lady Éowyn slay the Witch King. So Haldirin was not surprised that Merry left his place by the wall, as they approached, and also went forward to greet them.




What did surprise Haldirin was the way in which Merry looked to be on a collision course with the man in the black robe, who was now striding back across the courtyard, but neither of them veered off their course. And then they walked through each other.







He would have to ask Nana or Ada. The man could not be one of the Houseless—he was sure that they were invisible—and he didn’t look anything like Pippin’s description of the Army of the Dead, or the ghost in the story he had told them, but Merry and the man had walked through each other and neither seemed to have even noticed…




Nana was somewhere talking to Lady Éowyn. He had heard one of the human children say that they could not imagine Lady Éowyn wielding a sword and slaying the Witch King; but Haldirin could. She had, he thought, a very strong, sensible, fëa. But perhaps not a good idea to go to Nana right now to ask how Merry could walk through the man in the courtyard, in case there was a good reason and he would look silly for asking.




He would look for Ada.




Ada was not alone, but only Uncle Orophin was with him—and he would not laugh if it turned out to be a silly question, and so Haldirin told Ada what he had seen.




Ada listened carefully, and nodded gently.




“Have you ever seen the man in the dark robes before, little one?”




Sometimes he wished Ada wouldn’t call him ‘little one’—he almost came up to Ada’s shoulder now! But then, sometimes, he called Nana that, too. So did Uncle Orophin and the twins…perhaps it wasn’t that bad…




He explained how he had seen the man crossing the Court of the Fountain on previous visits, and then he had seen him sitting in the throne room, on the chair on the bottom step. 




Ada thought for a few moments before saying anything more.




“I think it might well be the lost fëa of a mortal man that you see, my son. But I do not think he seems to be any threat to you. I think the ability to sometimes see the un-housed is something you have inherited from Nana. We will talk to her about it.”




M’kay. Ada did not think he was silly, or tell him that mortals often walked through each other and why had he not noticed before…If no one else had noticed then it might be something Haldirin saw because Nana was not-quite-an-elf and…what did Ada say she was, sometimes? A gift of the Valar. Nana would explain more, Haldirin guessed.




As he bathed that night, ready to go to dinner, Haldirin heard Ada talking about it to Nana. Neither of them seemed upset, or angry; Nana said something about there being a key to it all, and that they should explain a little more to Haldirin, either that night, or maybe when some of the celebrations were over and things were quieter. He thought he might as well forget about it all for now and enjoy dinner.




The Citadel not only contained the King’s House but also the Minas Tirith home of the Steward. That was where they were dining tonight because Lady Éowyn was the great-aunt of the Rohirric prince and was entertaining him and the other Rohirrim. Merry and the other hobbits were coming too, as were Gimli and Legolas, and Haldirin’s family, as well, because Ada and Uncle Orophin had fought alongside the Rohirrim in the Ring War. 




Haldirin had been in this place before, of course, but he had not been to a dinner in the big, formal, dining room as he had not been old enough. Now he climbed the sweeping staircase with his parents, slowly, as they were behind the party of hobbits; who had short legs, stopped for the older ones to ‘get their breath’, and so forth.




In the King’s House there were statues of long dead kings; in the Steward’s House there seemed to be portraits of Stewards at either side of the stairs. Haldirin was quite interested in them. He did not think the men who painted them had been very good; some of the men looked flat, and others seemed to be sitting in front of Minas Tirith itself, but the perspective was all wrong. Ada would have made them look like living people if they had asked him to come and do the portraits…




They were nearly at the top. The hobbits had stopped again, this time to talk about one of the paintings. Haldirin wondered what was special about that one…




“Nana!” he couldn’t help himself speaking out loud, “Ada! That is the man I saw in the throne room and in the courtyard going to and from the Tower of Ecthelion! The man who walked through Merry! That is him, Ada!”




Inside he could feel both Nana and Ada being excited, and then their mental touch was more as if they were saying ‘Shush!’




Ada spoke very quietly. “Do not mention it again until we get back to our own rooms, my son. It is a good thing that you spoke in Sindarin as I think both Merry and Pippin would be unsettled to know that that Steward still walked within the Citadel, and that Merry had walked right through him.”




Haldirin nodded. It was, as Nana sometimes said, no big…there was a dinner to look forward to, and hobbits to talk to—and one of the Rohirrim might invite him to see their horses. Horses were so much more interesting than a dead Steward…







Lord Faramir was quiet over dinner that night, but no one really noticed. Haldirin’s voice had carried clearly to where he waited on the floor above—and Faramir spoke very good Sindarin. 




For the rest of his days he felt uncomfortable as he crossed the Court of the Fountain, and tried never to be alone in the Throne Room—just in case he unknowingly walked through his father…





The Right Kind of Shield



Author’s note It is almost fifty years since the end of the Ring War—this short story opens with Tindómë (previously Dawn Summers) talking to Legolas a month or so before the beginning of the events in The Man in Black ( Chapter Three of this collection)…



Part I


“The problem with any celebration in Minas Tirith”, Legolas said, “is the formal dining and the balls. I am always happy to visit Aragorn and Arwen, but the rest I would happily give up.”




Tindómë waited. She was sure that she knew exactly what he meant, but…




“You would have thought that they may have learnt, in fifty years,” he went on. “It is quite a long time for mortals. Some of the young women propelled into my path are the granddaughters of those who were so propelled by their own grandmothers.”




“Perhaps,” she answered, trying not to laugh, “they just assume that you spurned them, back in the day, because it is your destiny to fall madly in love with their granddaughter?”




“I have no wish to fall madly in love with any mortal!”




“Ah but, atheg, they’ve heard that Elves believe there is someone that they are destined to love; you have even pointed it out, on one or two occasions, yourself. So they think that your wishes have very little bearing on the matter…”




“Victim to my own bow, eh?” He smiled wryly. “But surely they realise that somewhere there is an elleth whose fëa will sing with mine? Not some aristocratic Gondorian maiden.”




Tindómë shrugged before answering. “Most of them married because it suited their parents—but they all want to believe in true love. They see their mortal king with an elven wife and so they know such a match is not impossible. You are high-ranking, good looking, and eligible. Honestly, Legolas, it’s no wonder they chase after you either for themselves, their daughters, or their granddaughters.”




He acknowledged the truth in what she said, but finished “It does not stop me thinking, quite often, that I would rather face yrch.”




“What you need,” Tindómë told him, “is the right sort of shield…” 







“Obviously I wouldn’t work,” Tindómë said, “although Lithôniel would have been perfect, if Orophin wasn’t invited in his own right.” 




She paused, and then continued, “Of course we could just put Galanthir in a dress…As he is always your ‘servant’ on these occasions no one invited to all the formal stuff will ever have noticed him.”




Legolas looked as if he was considering her suggestion, seriously, but Tindómë knew that look. “Why put him in a dress? I could simply introduce him as my intended and let them think what they will.”




Tindómë now did her best to look as if she was seriously considering his suggestion. “No-o-o-o—maybe not. Gondorians are a bit, uh, stuffy about such things.”




“Perhaps you are right,” Legolas conceded, “so any plan to look at Gimli with cows’ eyes would probably not work either…”




“I’m sure he’d be relieved to know that,” Tindómë said, straight faced.




Eventually they discussed ‘the shield’ in earnest.




“It would be best if she genuinely was a single elleth,” Tindómë decided. “But she needs to have been in Ithilien long enough, or have known you long enough, to realise that you totally do mean her just to be a shield; that you aren’t really considering such a match.”




“I think, nethig, there are very few ellyth, to be honest, who currently harbour such aspirations. So who do you think would most enjoy the court of Gondor for a month? Who would most easily tolerate all those women being, oh so politely, unpleasant to her?”




Tindómë thought through the unattached ellyth for a little. 




“I have it!” she decided. “Eriathwen.” 




Tindómë’s former ‘housemate’ from Lothlorien had followed her to Eryn Ithil when their other friend, Boroniel, had sailed West with some of her family.




Tindómë warmed to her theme. “Although I know that Eriathwen wanted to go starlight bathing with you in the past—and might even have done so for all I know…” She glanced at Legolas, whose face remained totally impassive; ‘I’ll take that as a yes, then,’ she thought, before continuing out loud, “but she certainly doesn’t think of you seriously as a possible life partner.”




Now in full flow she continued, “And even though she lived all her life in a talan, before coming to Eryn Ithil, I don’t think she’d mind the Citadel. She’s Galadhrim—I can’t see her letting anything faze her.




“And you just know that, being Galadhrim, she’ll look down her nose perfectly at any Gondorian noblewoman who as much as looks at her sideways let alone insults her. She would so totally enjoy playing the part.”




Legolas grinned. “You are absolutely right, nethig, why did I never think of this before?”




“Because you are a male and not sufficiently devious,” Tindómë cut in, before he could say anything more.







The Elven party rode towards Minas Tirith. 




“We will pause at the gates,” Legolas said, “so that Gimli and I can point out their finer points to ‘my intended’.”




“You’re enjoying this, aren’t you?” Tindómë asked, from behind him.




He considered for a moment. “It will certainly be a different game of ‘behaving as they expect’,” he answered. “As long as you do not suffer because of it,” he added, nodding towards Eriathwen riding beside him.




She had entered into the deception with enthusiasm and she really did look the part she was playing. 




“Oh no, I am quite sure I will not suffer—no matter how annoyed some of the mortal women might be to find me at your side, I will look at them serenely.”




She demonstrated. 




Tindómë had been right; no one could look quite so disdainfully down their nose, whilst remaining expressionless, as one of the Galadhrim! 




“Tindómë, Lithôniel, and I are going to attempt to predict who will be the most rude…we shall enjoy it,” she finished, with a fleeting grin.




Perhaps as well, Legolas thought, not to mention that the ellyn were, instead, making wagers on how long it might be before he and Eriathwen might ‘be swayed by the desires of the body’…




He grinned back and, for the first time in fifty years, rode into Minas Tirith clearly bearing a shield.




Part II



Eriathwen had been to Minas Tirith before. Admittedly only twice over the past forty-something years since she, along with a handful of others, had followed Tindómë from Lórien. But, on those two occasions, she had been there purely to shop. Being seen as the future betrothed of Prince Legolas, Lord of Eryn Ithil, was somewhat different.




She was given a suitable suite of rooms in the citadel, even though it was likely to get quite crowded. Arwen was amused at the whole idea of ‘the shield’ and joined in the subterfuge with enthusiasm, as did Éowyn; Arwen even added some dresses to Eriathwen’s wardrobe, and provided extra jewels, so that she would look suitably impressive.




The first few nights after the Elven contingent arrived in the city they had eaten in private, with the King and Queen, but there was a more formal dinner on the fourth night. That completed, the Eryn Ithil elves retired to Legolas’ private sitting room to talk and, it had to be said, to amuse themselves at the expense of some of the members of Court.




Eriathwen said that she was glad the others had warned her of the smell of the mortals in formal situations; only to be told that, since Arwen had slowly introduced lighter fabrics, and the very heavily jewel-encrusted brocades had become less fashionable, it was not as bad as it had been in the past.




“Although,” Legolas said, “at the really big events it will probably be somewhat worse. There will be elderly ladies from the countryside, and their equally elderly husbands, and there will be the distinct whiff of the privy closet and worse.”




“Worse?” Eriathwen queried.




“Some of the elderly men dribble urine into their leggings and don’t wash them often enough,” Tindómë explained. “When it gets hot…Eww!”




The conversation lingered for a few minutes on the vagaries of aging in mortals but fortunately moved on. Legolas was glad; he did not really want to consider the effects of age on the mortal vië, for a number of reasons. Instead the conversation turned to how effective ‘the shield’ was, and what the men and women seemed to think of her.




“You will really see the difference at the balls, atheg,” Tindómë said, “but, already, some of the younger women who were there tonight were looking as if they would happily strangle Eriathwen.”




“They do not know quite what attitude to take,” Lithôniel said, with a smile. “Within the same conversation, when I was in the withdrawing room, I heard you described as ‘a total innocent’ and ‘much too haughty’. Of course the first woman thought Prince Legolas needed someone with experience at his side, probably herself, and the second thought he needed someone ‘more sympathetic’.




“I think the most insulting, so far,” Eriathwen said, “was when I was asked, in quite atrocious Sindarin, if I came from an old and long established aristocratic family!”




“What did you say?” a chorus of elves asked together.




“That I was Galadhrim, of course, and all Galadhrim are aristocratic. And then I told her that my paternal grandparents had served Melian in Doriath, which I thought may be taken as ‘long established’…” 




Eriathwen gave a demonstration of her facial expression, as she spoke, and proved that Tindómë had been absolutely right when she had suggested her friend for this part; very few could look down their noses quite so perfectly.




There were a number of, not really serious, suggestions of what else she could have said, and then the conversation moved on to who else would be arriving over the next few days, and what functions and entertainments were planned.




“Well I have my own plans for entertainment for the rest of the night,” Orophin said, dipping his head to kiss the tip of Lithôniel’s ear, “as long as you concur?”




She did. And soon Rumil and Tindómë also took their leave, professing similar plans.




“Would you stay?” Legolas asked Eriathwen.




“Of course,” she answered straight away. They had shared a bed before, on a number of occasions, not to mention the occasional tree branch, patch of moonlit grass, or bathing pool.




“Would it please you if Galanthir also stayed?” Legolas then asked.




He knew she and Galanthir were no strangers to each other’s hroars either but, until now, there had been no occasion when the three had enjoyed the desires of the body together.




Eriathwen looked from one ellon to the other, her head tilted slightly. “Oh yes,” she said, “it would certainly please me…”




“Then let us take the wine with us, and retire to the bedroom,” Legolas said.




Whilst Legolas removed his own clothing, Galanthir was unlacing Eriathwen’s outer dress and taking the jewellery from her hair. As she reciprocated, by unfastening Galanthir’s tunic and sliding her hands over his bare skin, Legolas felt his cristhen beginning to rise. Galanthir slipped the elleth’s outer dress off completely and then stood back.




Legolas took his place, allowing the other ellon to undress, and eased Eriathwen down until she sat on the bed. He knelt in front of her, took off her shoes, and slid his hands up her legs to her thighs then followed the same path with his mouth. Her under-dress pooled around his shoulders as he reached the confirmation that, like many elleth, she wore nothing underneath.




As Galanthir rejoined them Eriathwen shed her under-dress, so that all three were naked, and hands and mouths began caressing, teasing, probing. 




There was no hurry; if Eriathwen were to stay all night the Gondorian court was less likely to be shocked by elven behaviour, after fifty years of King Elessar’s rule, than they would have been when he first took his rightful throne. Even should a courtier or two be outraged to discover that Prince Legolas and his ‘intended’ had spent a night together, such a reaction would not undermine the monarchy as it may have in the beginning.




Most amusing, though, was the thought that, in all likelihood, anyone discovering that Eriathwen had spent the night in Legolas’ suite, with his ‘manservant’ in attendance, would assume this proved all they had done was drink wine, and talk, decorously! As he watched Eriathwen apply her tongue to Galanthir’s cristhen the thought amused Legolas so much that he shared it with them.




“Or,” said Galanthir, only slightly breathless, “Eriathwen’s presence would prove that you are not pleasuring yourself by sheathing yourself in my body…as I have learnt some of their nobles do with their menservants…whether they wish it or not.”




Generations of servants within the Citadel had said things within Galanthir’s hearing that they presumed he did not understand; even now almost everyone assumed that he ‘did not speak Common’ because he could not, rather than because he chose not to!




“And,” he continued, “there is one now who…aaah! …who…who has his manservant…oh! …his manservant beat him with a…horsewhip before he can…fly!”




Legolas had moved to kneel behind the elleth, his own erect cristhen pressed against her back, and he slid his arms around her, teasing one of her nipples with one hand and taking Galanthir’s ceryn in his other—occasioning one of the gasps in Galanthir’s description.




Now he said, trying to keep his voice very serious, “For the first I would suggest taking it turn and turn about, although better still to both be sheathed in an elleth, but I would leave the second to the Men!”




He moved his thumb across Galanthir’s ceryn and Galanthir could refrain from flight no longer.




They paused for wine. Galanthir took the glasses and refilled them, to leave within reach, as Legolas lay on his back, his cristhen erect; Eriathwen straddled him and slowly sheathed it. He slid into her easily; her body was warm, wet, and welcoming. She stayed kneeling above him, not yet moving, simply applying a little pressure with her inner muscles.




Galanthir returned to the bed. “Both sheathed?” he asked, picking up on Legolas’ comment of a few minutes before.




Eriathwen made a small sound of assent and moved so that she lay on top of Legolas, her legs still outside his but now straighter.




Over her shoulder Legolas could see Galanthir dip his fingers in the small jar of slippery aloe gel that Legolas had placed by the bed much earlier in the evening. As Eriathwen’s tongue entered Legolas’ mouth he felt, first the coolness of the lubricant dripping onto his ceryn, and then Galanthir’s finger entering the same sheath that Legolas’ cristhen already occupied. Eriathwen remained still, as did Legolas, so the only movement was of that one finger edging in and then out a little, then in further, slowly stretching the entrance, followed after a minute or two by a second finger.




Eriathwen wriggled, as if to encourage him, and Legolas now felt the third finger rubbing his cristhen and knew that Galanthir’s knuckles would be stretching the sheath, making the entry easier…Then Galanthir straddled both Legolas and Eriathwen, his fingers still moving gently, almost as if he caressed Legolas’ cristhen where it was inside the elleth.




“Aaah!” Eriathwen’s cry was, briefly, one of pain as Galanthir’s fingers stretched her even further to allow the passage of his naith so the one sheath now held two cristhyn.




The first time Legolas had enjoyed this form of joining, many years before, he had worried about that same cry of pain from the elleth. That elleth had quickly made it clear that they should continue and he had asked her, only later, had it hurt? “Yes,” she had said. It felt, for a moment, as if she had been stabbed or burned—but then came a moment of accommodation and that small pain became a part of the pleasure.




So it was now; all three remained still until Eriathwen moaned, this time in pleasure, and tilted her pelvis a little.




“Yes?” asked Galanthir. “Now?”




“Yes! Now!” she answered, and Galanthir began to move.




Legolas, pressed into the bed by the two elves above him, did not move his hips at all; the movement all came from Galanthir. He set the rhythm, his shaft moving against Legolas’ own, underside to underside, ceryn against ceryn, the walls of Eriathwen’s sheath clinging to both. Then she began to move in counterpoint and to make soft moaning sounds. At this, Legolas moved his hand, between his body and hers, until he could press on her tuiw. She gasped and bit on his lip. 




Now came the balancing act—all three adjusting pressure and movement so that they held each other on the verge of flight, but no one quite soared. All three were now making sounds of pleasure; the other elves in nearby rooms would certainly hear, if they were not too busy themselves.




Eventually Legolas bucked his hips upwards, pushing back against Galanthir, against Eriathwen’s tuiw, changing the pressure on the pleasure point inside her sheath. He became the one in control, the nestling that pushed the others off the branch; Eriathwen’s voice rose in a long drawn out cry whilst her inner muscles were contracting around both cristhyn; Legolas forced himself to hold back until he felt Galanthir flooding their shared space before doing likewise and letting his fëa soar.




They lay, joined together, as the chords of their shared pleasure echoed in the greater song and died away. Galanthir, as the last to join, began to separate their bodies and soon all three were distinct hroars again.




After reaching for the wine, Galanthir produced small ginger cakes that he had acquired whilst the others attended the formal meal. The three sprawled on the bed companionably, teasing each other with the ease of old friends until, as the first rays of the sun began to lighten the sky, Galanthir stretched and stood up.




Reaching for his own leggings, he also passed Eriathwen her under-dress, saying, “Perhaps, my Lord Prince, your humble manservant should escort your not-quite-intended back to her rooms…if you would accompany me, my lady?”




Eriathwen smiled her agreement, getting gracefully to her feet, and was soon fastened back into her dress—although she left her hair loose, and carried jewellery and shoes in her hand as the two left.




Legolas lay back on his bed again; perhaps he would sleep for an hour or two before bathing and facing the day…he was more relaxed than he could ever remember being in the Citadel of Minas Tirith, even allowing for the times when he had joined with a maidservant or two. (They, at least, had no expectation that such a liaison would lead to a proposal—and so were most certainly a safer way to release bodily tensions than any of the young women against whom he needed a shield!)




Tindómë’s suggestion that he needed the right kind of shield, and should bring one with him, certainly was, as his ‘small sister’ would say, a win/win solution…for it also had ensured that his cristhen had a perfect scabbard.




Harvest Moon



From her perch in the crook of a friendly tree Tindómë watched the ellyn on the practice range. As tall as his father, and equally fair-haired, their son really was very beautiful, she thought. He still had to fill out a little, lay more muscle down on his frame, but continued practice with sword or, as now, with bow, coupled with caring for the still growing forest of Eryn Ithil, would see to that over the next half yen or so. If they were still here in half a yen’s time…




She had seen Legolas’ face, on occasions, as they rode to Minas Tirith and passed a sea-going ship at the docks at Harlond; seen, too, the sadness in his eyes when something reminded him of Aragorn or Gimli’s mortality. And she had promised that when Legolas could resist the pull of the sea no longer she would go West with him. Not that she was alone in this—when the time came they would need a good sized vessel to take all of the Ithilien elves who would not have their Lord leave alone.




But just now, although Gimli certainly looked slightly more grizzled than he had when she had first met him, she was pretty sure he was—uh—middle aged? Aragorn’s hair might now be more grey than black but he could still leap the midsummer fire and Legolas was able to resist the sea-longing whilst he had those two to ground him, here, in Middle Earth.




Gimli and Aragorn had been honoured guests at Haldirin’s coming of age ceremony, a little over a year ago, as was Pippin. The elderly hobbit now lived in the King’s Household and was a firm favourite of Haldirin’s when the young ellon had occasion to visit the white city. Arwen had been a guest, too, of course—taking the opportunity to spend time not only amongst elves, but also with her brothers and grandfather who had accepted their invitations with alacrity.




Gimli, Aragorn, and Pippin had been the only mortals there, though. Haldirin had no close friends amongst the mortals in the way his parents or Legolas did. Those who had been small children when he was had long since become adults; and he had always, in any case, preferred to spend his time amongst the trees rather than visiting the city.




Tindómë had been sorry that Faramir and Éowyn, as Prince and Princess of Ithilien but also as her friends, had not been there but Faramir had not wanted to stray far from the bedside of his wife. Éowyn had been, by then, truly the White Lady. Tindómë had visited her to invite her to the celebrations only to find the frail white haired figure, in a white nightdress, now spending all her time between the white sheets of her great bed.




Éowyn had smiled and waved Tindómë to a small box on the dressing table. Inside was a pair of silver combs engraved with horses in the Rohirric style—“For you…” Éowyn had said. But also there were four small, intricately carved horses, each one drilled through to be threaded onto leather thongs —




“For Haldirin”, Éowyn had said. “For his hair. To remind him…his first riding lesson…”




And Tindómë had remembered; the visit she had thought of as ‘the summer of the Winter Elfling’—Éowyn, Haldirin, and a plump, rather elderly, pony—all three happy in the sunshine.




Now, of the three, only Haldirin remained; Éowyn had fled the circles of the world only weeks after his celebration. But Tindómë would remember her and so would Haldirin. It was, Tindómë thought, part of the role of the immortal; to remember. That way the heroes and heroine of the Ring War would not be totally lost.




Such sad thoughts, Tindómë said to herself, and shook her head as if to chase them away. Back to watching Haldirin practicing with his uncle before he was finally, formally, tested by Eldroth, the head warden, to decide if he had yet earned his warrior braids.




In very little time, though, she found her mind drifting again but, this time, not into events that had happened. For a moment or two her body felt heavier, as it had when she had been pregnant with Haldirin half a century before, and then she heard a small, female, voice coming as if from the practice field. “Nana! Nana!”




She could still see Haldirin and Orophin together on the practice field below, but they seemed somewhat insubstantial, and she was not at all surprised to see an elfling, apparently just behind them, waving at her.




Some elves certainly had a degree of foresight but Tindómë had learned, even before she had arrived in Middle Earth so precipitously, that being The Key could also lead to useful and prophetic dreams. For a little while, back then, she had thought they were ‘Slayer’ dreams and concluded that she must be a Potential Slayer. The reality had turned out to be very different—and, she had often thought, better.




So it was with pleasure, nothing else, that she watched the small elleth apparently dancing around Haldirin and Orophin who seemed to be unaware of her. Then the elfling turned again to look straight at Tindómë. “Bye, Nana,” the little voice said, “I’ll see you again, soon.”




“Bye, Ithilienne…”




Ithilienne? Tindómë was suddenly wide awake again. She knew, most certainly, that the elfling would be a daughter for herself and Rumil—but Ithilienne? It wasn’t exactly an elvish name. But then, came the thought, you are not exactly elvish either. Why not use the ‘other Earth’ system of sometimes naming children after their place of conception? It would be good, too, to bring up another child here; and such a name would always remind her, and anyone who knew her, that she had started life in these woods in Middle Earth, no matter where she ended up living in the Immortal Lands.




The more Tindómë thought about it, the more right the name seemed. She was sure Rumil would agree; he was not always quite as traditional an elf as others might expect. All she had to do now was persuade him that another elfling would be a good idea…







It took less persuading than she had expected.




“You are right, meleth,” he said, even before she mentioned her waking dream. “Despite how it has suffered, this is a good place for an elfling; just as we nurture the land and the trees, so they nurture our young. I do not think Legolas will have to surrender to the Sea Longing just yet—but if we leave it too long perhaps he may do. Then it could be many years before we find a home in Aman where we feel it is right to have another elfling.”




He spoke so acceptingly of them needing to find themselves a place in the Undying Lands—he had no expectation that there would be somewhere just ready for them—and yet he had never said one word to suggest he did not agree with Tindómë’s decision to sail with Legolas. Inside this, seemingly quiet and serious, husband of hers was a distinct sense of adventure, for sure.




“Do you wish to prepare your hroar for another pregnancy right away?” he asked. “It would mean the elfling being born in the autumn—you would spend all summer moving slowly.”




Tindómë nestled into his arms, and thought about it for a little before replying.




“I would like an autumn elfling. I would feel as if I was part of all of nature, swelling and ripening in the sunshine…”




In such close contact she knew the effect such a mental image had on him; not only through their soul bond, but by the physical sensation of his lengthening and hardening grond against her belly.




“Perhaps we should practice tonight,” she suggested with a grin, “to perfect our technique…”






She told him, later, about her wakening dream.




He repeated the name, “Ithilienne,” three or four times, slowly. “Yes,” he said then, “it is a good name.”




And so, as Galadriel had taught her, she began to ‘prepare her hroar’.




That immortals, well elves anyway, did not have a monthly cycle was a great relief to Tindómë; it explained, apart from anything else, why Dawn had always been a bit hit and miss in that direction. With her knowledge of biology it also made sense—even if a female is born with a lot of unripened eggs, if she shed one a month from puberty, she would surely have run out by the time she was 1,000 or so! And a lot of ellyth, despite that weird book Legolas found in the library at Minas Tirith, seemed to give birth past that age.




‘Preparing the hroar’ involved daily meditation and drinking a special combination of herbs mixed with wine. When she had done it in readiness for Haldirin’s conception Tária and Lúthwen, who had both recently given birth, had helped and reassured her. She asked them both to support her through the process again; one day, she promised herself, she would do the same for Lithôniel when she was bound to Orophin.




Within days of beginning the process she had what Dawn would have called a ‘visit from Aunty Flo’—the blood met with celebration from her ‘supporters’ as it showed the meditation and herbs were working. When the bleeding stopped, the herbs were changed for others, and the meditation continued for ten more days. Tindómë recognised that this Elven ritual was clearly designed to prepare her womb and then stimulate ovulation. There was something incredibly ‘old’ about it, and she relished every minute of it, just as she had the first time.




Rumil’s role was to ‘strengthen her fëa’; no special herbs for him. Ellyn, as Galadriel had also explained, were taught when they came of age how to ‘draw from within to have fertile seed’. The only sense Tindómë had made of this, from what Galadriel had said and then Rumil’s attempt to describe the process when she had asked, was that ellyn, somehow, usually ‘fired blanks’. Of course elves didn’t understand ‘firing blanks’—finally she suggested ‘headless arrows’. Rumil had laughed out loud and then said it was more as if, even though the elven name for semen was eredh (seed), they added the actual seed by choice—like adding spices to wine!




His role of ‘strengthening her fëa’ did, however, involve a lot of sharing of thoughts and emotions, bodies wrapped together—but no physical joining until the ten days of the final phase of preparing Tindómë’s hroar was complete.




Today was that tenth day. Tonight they would join; and join and join again until they were sure—as Tária and Lúthwen had explained, with great glee, that first time!




Haldirin had been conceived in their bed but, for Ithilienne, Rumil had other plans.




“She should be conceived in the woods, meleth, if her name is to be a remembrance of them. And under Ithil…”




And their planning had been perfect—as the sun set, the full moon began to rise.




“Men call this the harvest moon,” Rumil said. “Elves call it the wine moon. It is certainly the moon of fruitfulness—the perfect night to conceive our daughter, meleth.”




They took a basket with wine and food to a favourite spot under the branches of a spreading chestnut tree. As they ate Rumil casually picked up ripe chestnuts, and put them into the basket, discarding the prickly outer husks by tossing them a little way away.




“We would not want to be distracted at an inopportune moment,” he said, with a slow smile.




By the time they were sipping from the same glass the area around them was prickle-free; and the level of emotion was heightening more and more. A little later and the moonlight shone through the chestnut tree onto their naked bodies as they slowly came closer and closer to joining—and then two bodies became as one, the rhythm changed and they pushed each other towards flight.




They concentrated, too, on keeping their minds completely open to each other—‘the fëar should be as one for the infant fëa to form,’ Tindómë had been told by Lady Galadriel. She still wasn’t really sure about this idea that the new elfling was formed fëa first—but such a deep sharing of love-making was glorious in itself.




Afterwards they lay together, arms and legs entwined, watching the moon cross the sky. Tindómë thought of Rumil’s eredh—many small sperm, swimming inside her body, searching for their goal—before the moon set one might well have reached it. She had explained to him, when Haldirin was conceived, that his sperm were like tadpoles swimming.




He had laughed. “No, meleth, they are arrows. I fire them straight, and they embed themselves in the target that you have prepared.”




She hadn’t argued. In fact she had been intrigued; an arrow embedding itself in a target was really pretty close to what she’d seen on the video in ‘Sex Ed 101’—Elves actually must have seen sperm under a microscope and know how things work. She’d meant to ask the twins—they were trained healers—but she had forgotten as her pregnancy progressed, and only now, in the same situation again, had the thought recurred. She’d probably forget again in the mental drowsiness that accompanied pregnancy.




“I hope, meleth, that your thoughts of the Elrondionath at this time won’t mean our daughter is born with black hair…” Rumil said, and she realise her mind were still completely open to him.




She laughed. “Perhaps we had better try again,” she suggested, “whilst I think of something else. Just to be on the safe side!”






The next evening they returned to the chestnut tree, again carrying a picnic. But this time Rumil sat with his back to the trunk, Tindómë leant against him, and he spread his hands across her lower abdomen; waiting. Tindómë began to meditate, as she had throughout the preparation period—but this time she did not begin to softly chant the ‘mantras’ or think of her own body changing. She simply waited.




She felt as close to Rumil, through their soul-bond, as she had the night before. She let him take the lead as he began to …search, she thought was the right word.




“She is there,” he said quietly, after a little while. “We have a daughter, hervess-nín. I can feel her fëa.”




Tindómë couldn’t. Not yet. But she was not quite an elf. This is why she had let Rumil ‘look for’ the tiny new fëa, just as he had for Haldirin. She tried to remain calm and relaxed, allowing Rumil to try to form the beginning of a bond with this tiny spark of life.




“I think you will hear her soon,” he said, a smile in his voice, “her fëa is very like yours, I believe. She will be a very interesting daughter, meleth…”




Tindómë laughed. “If so, she will be harder work than Haldirin,” she said. Then, “No need to join again tonight…what a pity.”




Her husband cocked his head to one side, as if considering. Then he began to nuzzle her neck, and his hands moved slightly, in a caress.




“I can think of no better way to celebrate,” he murmured in her ear, “it will help our daughter know how much her parents love each other…”




“Mmm—totally no better way,” his wife agreed, and turned her head into his kiss.




Voices in the Wind.


or ‘If you go down to the woods today…’



It was an adventure, Haldirin thought; a proper, almost grown-up, adventure. He was getting ready to sleep on a flet, at the edge of the drowsing Golden Wood, surrounded by Ada, Uncle Orophin, Lithôniel and Galanthir. Ada had said Haldirin was old enough, at thirty-six,fn1 to be part of such a small group; he had told Nana that, should the need arise, Haldirin was a good enough shot with his bow to help the others, and able to defend himself with his sword.




Nana had nodded, and agreed it was so. Of course Ada had also reassured her that there was no reason why any of them should need to use their bows for anything other than the pot…And so Nana had kissed him and told him, at least five times, to be careful; to do what Ada, or any of the others for that matter, told him—then checked he had his comb, enough arrows, and a spare knife in his pack, and waved him off.




She had said she didn’t want to come with—she was going, with some others, straight to Lord Celeborn’s home in East Lorien. She said the only time they had been back to the Golden Woods, when Haldirin was only little, she had said her farewells.




But Uncle Orophin wanted to show Lithôniel more than he had done on that occasion, and Galanthir had come too because, he said, he liked to explore any forest where all the spiders were smaller than his hand.




Haldirin lay back, crossed his hands on his chest, and looked at the patterns of the stars through the leaves until he felt he was walking along a path up, up, to the stars…He would pick a handful of stars and take them home to Nana.







“Do you think the trees will be sleepy all the way through the wood, Ada?” he asked, next morning, as they prepared to ride further.




“I think they might be,” Ada said, “but those that wake seem happy to see us. Do you hear them, little one?”




Haldirin wanted to roll his eyes like Nana did when Ada called her little one—of course he heard them. Before he gave in to the urge Lithôniel spoke.




“It is very beautiful, even now. The song of the trees is very quiet but their harmonies are not the same as the trees I know. I would have liked to have heard them when they sang loudly.”




“Their voices were beautiful, it is true, and yet we were so used to their song, and so intent on what we did or where we went, that it was but a background to life,” Uncle Orophin said.




“Did you not miss their song when you left?” Lithôniel asked.




“Did you miss the song of Eryn Lasgalen?” Uncle Orophin asked in return.




She thought for a minute or two, as the horses moved unhurriedly along the path, and then answered. “It is in my heart…”




Uncle Orophin smiled and said no more.




To Haldirin the forest sounded quieter than home; quieter than when they visited Eryn Lasgalen, too. But at home there was often the distant sound of other elves or, if you were near the edge of the woods, of the mortals who lived, or passed, nearby.




There were the sounds of birds, though, and small animals. It was, he thought, very peaceful.




In mid-afternoon Uncle Orophin said, “We are nearing Caras Galadhon. I do not know how well the talans and great stairs will have fared—whether it will be a good place to spend the night, or not.”




“If it is too sad, or seems unsafe, we could ride on and camp on Cerin Amroth,” Ada said. “On the great flet, if it is still in reasonable condition, or on the hill itself otherwise—it would be a good place to spend a night.”




“I would like to stay for a day or two,” Uncle Orophin declared. “I would like to show Lin Tathren to Lithôniel…or possibly show her Lin Midh…” fn2




“It should be a clear night,” Ada said.




“We would all enjoy bathing,” Galanthir said, “but we three,” his wave encompassed Ada and Haldirin as well, “would be as happy to bathe in the daylight, if we arrive in the city in time.”







They reached a broad open space where the grass was studded with flowers. The grass was short, almost as neat as Lady Éowyn’s lawns; and Haldirin soon saw the reason, for rabbits looked at the horses and riders curiously.




“Dinner?” asked Galanthir.




Ada nodded and Galanthir drew his bow.




As Galanthir dismounted, to pick up two rabbits, Haldirin looked around. In front of them stood tall trees, even taller than those they had already passed, but a deep ditch and a thick wall of dense bushes stood between them and the great mellyrn.




“We need to ride around further to reach the entrance,” Uncle Orophin said, nudging his horse, which had taken advantage of the pause to sample the lush grass. 




“The grass is growing through the path,” Ada commented.




Haldirin realised that they were moving towards an old path, where the grass and other small plants grew thinner, and white stone could be seen between them in a sweep that followed the curve of the ditch and the wall.




They rode for a little and then, in front of them, was a bridge over the deep ditch. Beyond it were two great gates, standing open, with ivy entwined with honeysuckle and jasmine climbing over them.




“Elo!” said Lithôniel. “I am glad the gates are open…”




“They were left open by the last of the Galadhrim as they left,” Ada explained, “only a year or two after we came to Eryn Ithil. His Lordship had the honeysuckle and jasmine planted there in those last days, as well, to help hold the gates open and maintain their beauty. The city is open, now, to any who choose to come.”




They rode over the bridge, which seemed sturdy still, and then paused in the gateway. Galanthir reached over to pluck some of the honeysuckle and then passed it to Lithôniel. 




“Put it in your hair and then hope, when you dream tonight, that it is Orophin you meet down the dreampath and not me!” he said to her, with a broad smile.




Haldirin wondered why she laughed.




Galanthir turned to him and explained. “It is said that if you put honeysuckle under your head as you sleep, you will dream of your true love. When you are older you will have to try it.”




Haldirin thought he would have to be a good deal older before he wanted to have any thoughts of a mate…at least ten yéni.




In front of them now rose the tallest trees Haldirin had ever seen. He knew the trees of home had suffered badly at the hands of the enemy, and had not had time to grow really tall, but he had never seen such tall trees as these in East Lorien or Eryn Lasgalen, either—not even as they had ridden through the outer reaches of the Golden Wood.




He had seen Ada’s pictures of the great Elven City of the Trees as it had looked when he lived there. It was both the same, now, and different. The tall trees still had staircases, winding up some of the trunks, but now they were disguised by ivy, and other climbing plants, and some of the steps were missing. The ropes for the great aerial walkways were mainly still in place but, again, entwined with foliage, and, even from below, it could be seen that some of the wooden slats had rotted so the sky, or the upper canopy, showed through.




Even so the place was beautiful; and pretty impressive when compared with Eryn Ithil, or even with East Lorien.




Galanthir and Lithôniel were looking around with interest as well; Uncle Orophin and Ada were keeping a more watchful eye on the surroundings as they all moved further into the city.




“I think the power of Her Ladyship lingers still,” Ada said, after a little time. “I have seen traces of nothing more sinister than foxes and badgers.”




“Me neither,” agreed his brother. “I think we can safely camp and bathe.”




“We are near our talan,” Ada said, a few minutes later. “We will show you.”




Leaving the horses to graze they all began, carefully, to climb. Once up in the canopy Haldirin could see that some of the trees supported two or three telain, or even more, and some of these were in better repair than others. 




The talan Ada and Uncle Orophin climbed to was still in quite good condition—it still had a roof, of woven branches, and there were inner walls. It was high up and from the wide open door you could see down to the lower telain and the walkways. When Haldirin mentioned this Ada smiled.




“Well seen, my son, we knew much of what went on in this part of the city,” he said. “Haldir chose this high place particularly.” 




“You all three lived here?” Lithôniel asked, adding “It is not very big; there seems to only be three rooms.”




“A living space and two bedrooms,” Uncle Orophin said, waving his hands around.




“Two bedrooms?” Galanthir asked.




“We were not often all here—we spent much time on the fences,” Ada said slowly, looking around as if remembering, “and if we were, all three, here we did not usually all need to sleep at the same time…”




“But,” Uncle Orophin added, “each of the two beds could hold three or more anyway.”




“A shame,” Lithôniel commented, “that there are no beds left now—but we could still spend the night here pleasurably I expect.”




“I have a different plan,” Uncle Orophin answered, and he and Ada exchanged smiles—Haldirin wondered what was the plan; whatever it was Ada and his brother must have discussed it.




He found out as they went back to the horses and moved on into the centre of the abandoned city.







The horses were cropping the grass, the packs were on the ground—they must have reached the place where Ada and Uncle Orophin planned to make camp.




Way above them, high, high up, Haldirin could see a very large talan. Whilst the one Ada had lived in, with his brothers, had been one of three supported by one tree, this was one talan supported by three trees! One grew up through its centre and two others took some of the weight on their boughs. 




“Perhaps we could climb up to the great hall later, or tomorrow,” Uncle Orophin said. “It had full walls and a roof of wood and should still remain weatherproof. But, for now…”




He led them down a path, between trees and bushes, so overgrown it could just be made out. Haldirin could hear running water; he thought a drink would be welcome.




They came to a glade. The stream sparkled in the sunlight that filtered through—but it did not sound as if it laughed like the small streams at home. The grass was lush and studded all through with flowers. Taller flowers stood near the edges, yellow flags and purple foxgloves, white sweet peas were spun around the trees, and tall mallows swayed in the tiniest of breezes.




Ada and Uncle Orophin looked around, slowly, and both began to smile.




“Welcome,” Ada said, “to Her Ladyship’s garden…”







They left their packs and went to bathe in a pool where the carved steps down, and the broad seats beneath the water, were still usable. Fish swam about their legs and made Haldirin giggle. 




“They were not here when we lived here,” Ada said, with a smile, “but it is good to think they might enjoy looking up from the water and seeing the statues!”




Haldirin tried to see how long he could remain beneath the water and look up like a fish. Soon they were all laughing and playing at being fish. It seemed odd, somehow, to be so carefree because somewhere—not very near, but not very far either—someone was sad.




They made their way back to the garden, after a slight detour to a place where Uncle Orophin knew there would be peas and beans growing, and prepared dinner. Lithôniel gathered wood, Galanthir prepared the rabbits, Uncle Orophin and Haldirin collected water from the serious little stream and popped the peas and beans from the pods—only eating a few as they went…Ada sat and sketched, for that was what he did best.




As they worked they all sang; somewhere at the edge of hearing Haldirin was sure he could hear someone else joining in. It was the sad person—no, it was the sad people, as there was more than one voice drifting in the wind.




No one mentioned the other singers. Haldirin wondered if it was because they were totally unsurprised, or because they, perhaps, could not hear as well as he did—maybe growing elflings heard better? He would ask Ada later.




They ate. Ada and Uncle Orophin told tales of their life in Caras Galadhon, things they had done with Haldir, celebrations that had been held. Almost the last big party had been Nana’s coming of age; Ada drew some quick pictures to show how the stairs up to that enormous talan had been lit with hundreds of lights; and he smiled as if he was almost on the dream paths when he spoke of giving Nana her first kiss.




‘Ugh!’ thought Haldirin, ‘I wonder if I will have to kiss an elleth when it is my coming of age?’ Although, to be fair, maybe he would enjoy it by then…grown-up ellyn seemed to think it was fun.




It was dark. The stars showed, here and there, but much of the sky was hidden by the great mellyrn. Haldirin thought he might need to rest soon. Uncle Orophin and Lithôniel had drifted away; they had mentioned starlight bathing, but they had bathed with the others such a short time ago that Haldirin thought they were probably just going to enjoy some kissing and…the things that came next.




Galanthir had moved away a little too—he said it seemed irreverent to relieve himself in The Lady’s garden. So there was only Ada right there with Haldirin when he saw…almost elves. 




“Ada!” he said very quietly, “Ada—who are they?” He nodded his head towards the shadowy figures just across the stream.




Ada looked straight at them, and then away from them a little and his eyes seemed to be not quite focussed.




“What do you see, little one?” he asked.




“They are…almost elves. They are like the shadows of elves.” Haldirin thought a little, trying to find the right words. “They are elves whose hroars seem to be thick smoke, and water, touched with moonlight,” he decided.




“Are you frightened of them?” Ada asked.




“No. They have their bows on their backs, and their swords sheathed. But they are singing very, very sad songs. I do not think I could sleep with such a sad song in my thoughts or I would walk down unhappy paths, Ada.”




“Then when Galanthir comes back he and I will sing you a happier song, my son,” Ada said.




“I heard them sing before,” Haldirin remembered that he had meant to ask Ada about that. “But I thought you and Uncle Orophin said there were no elves here, now.”




Ada moved a little closer and put an arm around Haldirin as if he was still a small elfling; Haldirin decided not to complain but, instead, leant on Ada’s chest.




“Little one,” Ada said, and Haldirin didn’t mind this time, “I think you are seeing the fëar of elves who did not leave—because they have no hroar, they are…bound to the woods.”




Haldirin thought for a minute or two. “Houseless elves?” he asked. “Like when I sometimes see Prince Faramir’s adar in the citadel? But, if they are some of the houseless, then is it safe for us to walk the dream paths, Ada? I have heard Merilwen’s ada telling stories of houseless elves trying to take the hroar of those who rested.”




Ada did not say anything for a minute or two—he was probably thinking—and then he said “I think you are quite safe, little one. I think we are all safe, for I have never heard tales of houseless Galadhrim doing such a thing. But perhaps we had better not mention them to Galanthir, or Lithôniel, if that is what they have been told…”




“M’kay,” Haldirin said. But he stayed resting on Ada’s chest. Ada would keep him safe.







It had taken little effort for Rumil to get his brother to himself for a spell on watch over night. They sat together talking quietly.




“I could not see them,” he explained to Orophin, “even when I tried to look only at the edge of vision, which is how I first saw the Winter Elfling. But they seem to appear less solidly to Haldirin than Tharhîwon did.”




“So no likelihood of them somehow becoming solid again, then?” Orophin sounded quite relieved.




“I think not. But I have told him not to mention that he sees and hears them because it is possible that Galanthir or Lithôniel may still believe that they are at risk when they sleep. Do you fear the houseless, Orophin? Should we cut short our visit?”




His brother shook his head. “No. We were never told such tales and surely, if it were true, we would know. But I agree it is best not to tell the others—although I fear that Lithôniel will not be happy with me when she finds out—as she doubtless will in time.”




He smiled a little and his eyes turned briefly to the elleth as she lay asleep, some distance across the garden. Then he spoke again.




“Has it occurred to Haldirin that you did not see them? That it is only he who sees and hears the houseless?”




“I know not,” Rumil admitted. “I neither said I did, nor that I did not, see them. But he is aware that others do not see Lord Denethor in Minas Tirith. We have not yet explained what happened with Tharhîwon to him.”




“Do we, any of us, truly know what happened there?” Orophin asked, before going on, probably not expecting an answer. “It is time, though, to tell him more of The Key, if it means that he is going to see and hear the houseless. Will you explain to him, my brother?”




“I do not want to him to worry because, in this, he is not like others,” Rumil admitted slowly.




“It is better that he knows, before he realises it for himself,” Orophin said firmly, and Rumil recognised his brother’s ‘patrol leader’ voice. This was a command rather than a vague suggestion. It was very rare that Orophin acted as the head of their family, but when he did…and, truly, Rumil knew his brother was right. But to try to explain here and now—no, that was not the way to do it, and he said so.




“I promise, Orophin, that Tindómë and I will talk to him when we are together. If you think Lithôniel will be displeased to find there is something you have kept from her, can you imagine how Tindómë would react if I did this alone?”




Orophin’s slight head dip acknowledged that Rumil was right—and that he could well imagine.




“It is only right,” Rumil went on, “that Tindómë should explain the history of The Key to Haldirin, but you are right, he is old enough to know, now.”




And where he stirred, momentarily, from his sleep Haldirin was reassured to hear the gentle murmur of the two well known voices. He returned to the path his dream feet trod thinking that it would be good to see Nana again—even if it sounded as if there seemed to be yet more history he should know…his last thought, before sleep overtook him, was that he hoped it didn’t involve any more lists of kings and genealogy…






fn1. A 36 year old elf would be at a similar stage of development to a 13—14 year lad, or so.



fn2. Haldirin would not necessarily be aware that Lin Tathren (the willow pool) and Lin Midh (the dew pool) were the bathing pools most used by the Galdhrim for Starlight Bathing.




First Kiss



Some of Haldirin’s earliest memories were of the visit to Eryn Lasgalen, for mid-winter, in the year that Princess Rhîwen was born. To be honest, the memories concerned a giant spider, a toy horse, his first bow, and snow; not her birth or her naming ceremony—but even so he remembered enough.




They had met a few times in the intervening years. He had visited Eryn Lasgalen a number of times; she had accompanied her parents to Eryn Ithil once before, when she was only thirty-five or forty.




But now…this time she had come with Cîrdoron, her older brother, to spend some time in her uncle Legolas’ ‘colony’; and Haldirin felt his eyes drawn to her whenever she was near him.




She was sitting now, on the riverbank, talking to Merilwen. Both dangled bare feet in the river, and Haldirin found himself amused, despite himself, by the way that he wanted to slide into the river and caress one pair of feet—and only one. And those feet were not those of his lifelong friend and sometimes lover…




Merilwen had been the first elfling born in Eryn Ithil and so was his senior by some sixteen years—old enough to have learnt a little of joining before Haldirin came of age. Pleasuring each other was fun; just as picking berries, climbing trees, or swimming together had been as elflings…and still was.




Merilwen was not the only elleth that he had explored the ‘desires of the body’ with over the past forty years since he came of age—and he was, certainly, not her only lover. Even so, he hoped that she hadn’t noticed how often he gazed at Rhîwen, for Merilwen would tease!






“Hi,” said Haldirin.




“Oh—hi Haldirin,” Merilwen answered him.




They did use some strange words here in Eryn Ithil, Rhîwen had found—‘Hi’ meant ‘Hello, greetings, well met,’ all in one syllable! ‘M’kay’ seemed to be a way of expressing agreement…and there were others.




She had asked Legolas if it was because they had more dealings with mortals than other elves did. He had said, “Not exactly,” and gone on to explain that Haldirin’s mother, Tindómë, had come from somewhere where people spoke a very different version of the Common Tongue—and some of her odd words and phrases had become part of the Sindarin spoken here.




“Hi…” Rhîwen said.






They sat companionably in the warm air listening to the soft sound of the bees buzzing, the music of bird-song, and the occasional conversation of passing elves; Haldirin trying not to gaze too obviously at Rhîwen, until Merilwen stood to leave. Rhîwen made no move to join her and, as Merilwen brushed down her dress, Haldirin was almost certain he saw her wink…at Rhîwen. Now that put things in a slightly different light!




Merilwen was hardly out of sight when Rhîwen said “Merilwen was going to show me where the best strawberries grow. Perhaps she forgot. Would you show me?”




It seemed natural to offer her his hand to help her to her feet—and then to keep holding it as he led her to the dell in question, through trees that sang quietly as they passed.




At the border between shadow and sunlight, at the edge of the strawberry glade, Haldirin stopped and moved closer, facing Rhîwen. This, he thought, was the moment. He tilted his head slightly and began to dip it down to bring his mouth in line with hers…and found that she was reaching up to him.




Their lips touched. A sweet, gentle kiss.




Afterwards Haldirin could not tell which of them had, truly, initiated it; or whose tongue reached out first to deepen it and explore…





Taking Comfort



This fits into Chapter Three ‘Strangers in Time and Place’ of Dust, where Tindómë wondered just what Galanthir might do to keep Legolas from melancholy on the night after Aragorn’s funeral…and a couple of people here said that they wondered, too…







They took Gimli’s boots off and laid him down on the top of his bed; he would sleep soundly tonight. Legolas thought it likely that his friend would have pleasant dreams—perhaps of Aragorn in happier times. He found himself envying Gimli both the sleep and the dreams; both would be a comfort tonight.




Once across the corridor Galanthir closed the door of Legolas’ room behind him, put down the wine and the glasses, and moved a chair to face the window. He turned and began to unfasten Legolas’ tunic as if he was the body-servant most in the citadel presumed him to be.




Legolas simply stood and let him undo it, remove it, and hang it up. Even though he had told Tindómë and Rumil that Galanthir would keep him from melancholy, Galanthir could not keep him from the weariness that the sorrow brought, and he was suddenly glad to have even this simple task performed for him.




“Sit, princeling,” Galanthir said, gesturing towards the chair.




Legolas obeyed. He smiled slightly at the use of the epithet the warriors had given him when, as an elfling, he would invite himself to their archery practice.




Carefully the other ellon loosened first the complex braid down the back, which identified Legolas as originally coming from Eryn Lasgalen, and then the tight three-strand braids that identified him as a warrior and an archer. There was no need for explanations—as Tindómë had learnt all those years before, with Rumil and Orophin, this signified ‘here and now you are not a warrior and you do not owe allegiance to anyone but yourself’. The meaning was more or less the same to both mixed Sindar/Silvan populations; at this moment Legolas neither knew nor cared exactly where the origins lay.




Galanthir picked up Legolas’ comb and began to comb his hair for him with long, slow, steady strokes, soothing and comforting. Then he spoke—unknowingly echoing Tindómë’s words from earlier.




“There is no one here now but you and me. He was a brother of your heart—take comfort and mourn.”




Legolas turned his head slightly and leant towards Galanthir so that his bare cheek touched the other ellon’s chest, now also bare. Galanthir continued his slow combing and Legolas wept, softly, for all the members of the Fellowship now gone.




After some time Legolas took a deep breath and, almost immediately, Galanthir passed him a handkerchief before helping him to his feet.




“Thank you,” Legolas said.




“There is no need, you know that,” Galanthir answered. “Now, come…”




He kept a hand on Legolas’ arm and led him through to the bedroom. Soon they lay on the bed side by side.




“Legolas,” Galanthir said, “you are my friend, and you may take as much comfort as you wish.”




To an outsider the phrasing might have sounded odd—but between elves who had fought together for Mirkwood it was a well-recognised formula; and not only that, but one which suddenly brought to Legolas’ mind a particular memory of Aragorn. Before examining that, however, he gave his reply to Galanthir.




“I would have you lie here with me tonight, to feel the comfort of your hroar touching mine, and know that my loss has not left me alone,” he said, formally. Then, much less formally, “I think I am too tired to need the ultimate comfort to distract my thoughts…”




Equally conversationally, as he moved in the bed to cushion Legolas’ head on his own chest, Galanthir replied, the sound of a smile in his voice, “Do not worry, my friend—I do not desire your body so much that I cannot cope with proximity without fulfilment!”




A few moments passed before Legolas felt Galanthir stroking his hair gently, and then heard, “Tell me about him, Legolas. I knew him as the king. Tell me about him before that. Tell me of good times.”




Legolas thought, for a few moments, letting his eyes focus on the past rather than the present.




“To begin with,” he said slowly, “there were almost no good times. And I did not know what to make of him. I really did not know him before I went to Imladris—my patrol left the Stronghold within a day of his arrival with Gollum.




“Yet, even at the meeting of the council that Elrond called, there was something about him that made him seem always a leader. Perhaps it was the way he was held in high regard by those who lived in Imladris…Boromir was the leader of the army of Gondor, I was a captain in Mirkwood, but the chieftain of the Dúnedain seemed automatically to be the one who led alongside Mithrandir.




“I think I was drawn to him, in the beginning, because he seemed less ‘other’ than the rest of the party. He spoke Sindarin—with a strange accent to my ear, true, but it was real Sindarin. Boromir could speak a form of Sindarin, too, but so different to ours that it might almost have been a foreign language. 




“I think I only realised that he was not as much like my own folk as I had thought after Mithrandir was left behind in Moria. All of us were shocked; all of us mourned the loss to a greater or lesser extent. Boromir was least affected, I think, Aragorn and Frodo the most. I…I went to Aragorn, as we rested for a little time as the sun sank, and I offered him comfort. I said that I knew it was not the place there, but when we would stop for the night he might take as much comfort as he wished, for it would comfort me also. And he did not understand me.




“He looked at me askance, and then thanked me for my sympathy, but it was clear from his face that he did not understand what I offered him at all. I wondered then whether they did not offer each other the comfort of the hroar amongst the Noldor, or whether he had not learnt of it before he left and joined his father’s people. But it was clear that it was not his way.




“And if not his, I realised, then surely not that of any of the others either. The hobbits clung together but none reached out to me. Until we came into Lothlorien the only touch I received was that of Gimli, who clapped me on the back—a form of comfort within his own people. I think that might have been the moment I first realised he and I might become other than antagonistic in our dealings.”




Galanthir’s hand continued to stroke Legolas’ hair; Legolas could feel the other’s heartbeat, and the skin to skin contact along the length of his body helped to sooth his fëa as he continued to look back to that time. 




“It was not until we were with the Galadhrim that anyone held me in comfort. I was so glad to know that our brethren there were still like us, even though we had had so little contact for so long. The warrior who came to me spoke words of offer that I recognised, as did the elleth who came to me once we were within the city.




“I spent my nights, then, mainly amongst the other edhel, for it seemed as if the rest of the Fellowship kept each to himself even though such comfort as could be given was offered. Boromir, I think, found solace with an elleth or two, but Aragorn genuinely did not seem to understand the difference between using the hroar for pleasure or for comfort. I know not if he ever did, for I never mentioned it again.




“But he was a good man, Galanthir. Once I accepted he was not an elf…” 






Legolas spoke of conversations around camp fires, of time spent with the Rohirrim, of jokes shared even in the bleakest of times. Galanthir continued to stroke his friend’s hair, and the bare skin of his chest and flank, as he slowly felt Legolas relax.




It was odd, he thought, that the mortal races could be seen holding or stroking a horse, or a pet, to calm it but did not seem to use the same methods with each other. An elf would always offer such comfort to a friend and also, as Legolas had found in Lothlorien, to any that they deemed needed it; even though elves, of all races, used the least unnecessary body contact. Perhaps the two were related, he thought.




Soon Legolas would be ready to drift along the dream paths and Galanthir would guide and guard him there. But, if Legolas had needed the release to near oblivion that only sexual flight could bring, then he would have helped his friend achieve that without any reservation. Such comfort must surely be possible between warriors of other races? He recognised that it might be more difficult for a mortal female to give it to a male—their permanent fertility would be an encumbrance. It was not as if it implied any sort of bonding relationship to those who offered and took comfort.




Even after this century, and more, amongst men Galanthir still felt they were a book with pages glued together so that he could not read more than a sentence here and there.




He moved a little so that they were both comfortable and then slowly, quietly, began to sing without words until Legolas sighed deeply and spoke no more until morning. 




Love Token



This is a set of six true drabbles written for the Hairdressing challenges at Tolkien Weekly.




They feature the inhabitants of Ithilien and fit into the Returnverse series.





Finders Keepers



Resting with her back against the ancient tree, amongst whose roots she had discovered this treasure, the girl carefully examined her find. Turning it this way and that she traced curves and swirls that became leaves, flowers, and birds when she looked carefully.




Such a comb would surely give great pleasure as it slid through her hair—or the hair of a lover. It was so beautiful that she could believe it magical…




Perhaps, she thought as she slipped the comb into her pocket, people were right and once, long ago, the fair folk really had dwelt here in Ithilien.






The Gift



Her beloved gave her a comb one day when he returned from the fences of this, their new home. Even here the elves kept watch; but there were many quiet times which he had filled by carving the intricate design and the small, smooth teeth.




He combed her hair for her; long, slow, sensual strokes, until she ached for more.




Then she turned and slowly curled one of his braids around her finger, reeling him in towards her like a fish on a line, until their breath mingled, their lips met and, for a little while, the comb was forgotten.






 First Flowering



Tindómë looked at herself this way and that in the mirror. The pale, fine, fabric of her dress moved with her and swirled in soft pink drifts around her feet.




“Beautiful!” her friend said. Then, “Sit down whilst I do your hair for you.”




She picked up the comb and slid it through Tindómë’s thick, wavy hair, before working in first the jewels and then the roses. Roses cut that morning from the first bushes to bloom here in Ithilien; a sign of earth renewed.




“There!” she said, finally satisfied, “It is time to go out and meet your bridegroom.”






Waiting



It was summer. The long winter and short spring were both past and, in the warm sunshine, Tindómë felt indolent; her condition made her too lethargic to do more than lie against her husband’s chest and simply ‘be’.




He combed her hair; the act as much a token of love as the comb itself. Her breathing and his strokes became synchronised, as one. 




“Will you comb my hair like this when the time comes?” she asked him.




“Of course,” he answered, “if it will help.”




“It will,” she said. “And I will be beautiful when our son first sees me.”






Farewell, My Lovely



On a whim he worked a plait into her hair and then threaded flowers through it. So many times he had done this, over the years, and this would be the last time; at least with her. But he wanted her to look her best; her and all the others. 




So much they were leaving behind, accompanying their Lord to the West, so much they couldn’t take and, today, though he loved her, he would hand her to another. Trade her for gold to use when they landed. 




“You will be well,” he whispered, “for the Rohirrim love their horses…”






Sail Away. Sail Away…



Everything was ready now. Trunks held items to set up a new home, somehow, somewhere, in the West; what they could not take had been given to elves who were remaining, or to men.




Tindómë looked back at their home for the last time. Her tear-filled eyes caused her to trip, dropping the bag of personal possessions. Half-blinded still she scooped everything up and walked, head high, away.




When she realised, at sea, that she had lost her comb she wept again.




“I will make you a new one, meleth,” Rumil said—and took out a piece of Ithilien wood.







True Likeness



So many pictures. He had drawn so many pictures over the years; given so many away, casually, to the subjects; whilst others had been intended, from the start, for archives and histories. Rumil sat on the floor considering which should now be sent to Imladris, to Eryn Lasgalen, to Minas Tirith—even to Édoras.




They would take many with them to show Her Ladyship, Master Elrond, and Lady Celebrían the lives of family members they would never meet. But there were many other pictures to take for himself, for Tindómë, or to show Haldir when they met again.




Here were some of Éomer King and his queen; they would take two or three of these with them, for Tindómë, Orophin, and Rumil himself had all liked the great king of the Riddermark. The others could go to Édoras. Here were pictures of Éowyn gardening; he would keep one for Tindómë as the two had been friends. 




And so it went on. The children as elflings, Orophin and Lithôniel celebrating their binding; these would go West to show Haldir—and Rumil’s parents should they be there also.




Pictures of friends on the fences, pictures of friends starlight bathing…some he would send to those who remained here, some he would probably burn as there were too many to take with them.




Favourite pictures of Tindómë, of Orophin, of the children—all those would go, of course. He opened another folder and smiled; this was a favourite of his—Orophin sleeping with his head on Tindómë’s breast, that night in the Hornburg. That one would certainly go with them.




Another folder…He paused. What to do with these? Orophin with an elleth. There were plenty such over the years and probably many of them could be burnt but…




As he considered, Tindómë came in and, as usual, leant over his shoulder to see what he was looking at.




“Oh my! Elbereth Gilthoniel!”




“No…” he said, “Not quite…”




The pictures showed, very clearly, Orophin indulging in the desires of the body with Arwen. Here she had his grond in her hand, her head dipping towards it, mouth open. In another sketch she straddled Orophin as he lay on a very familiar bed, his hands bound to the headboard and a silk scarf covering his eyes, and then one in which the positions were reversed.




“Elo!” Tindómë said. “I didn’t know…”




“It was before Aragorn was born…whenever she visited for two, three yéni, we…”




“We? Oh, of course, you must have been there too…are there any pictures? And Haldir?”




He leafed through the folder and passed another to his wife. As was often the case, his own presence in the picture was less clear than that of the others, but he knew it showed Arwen sandwiched between himself and Orophin, with Rumil’s grond deep inside her whilst Orophin had his within her tightest entrance. Tindómë recognised Rumil as the second elf without difficulty.




“And Haldir?” she asked again.




“No. Oddly, never Haldir. He was already Marchwarden by the time Arwen used to share such pleasures with us. I think he felt it would have been…difficult. She was His Lordship’s granddaughter and, had she taken things too seriously, it might have made Haldir’s position awkward. We were just ordinary wardens—we had no such qualms! Neither did any of the other wardens with whom she went starlight bathing over the years…”




He passed her another picture. This one showed a group of four entwined together with the water lapping around their hips—none of them were Orophin, or Rumil for that matter, but the long dark hair and the profile of one of the ellyth showed that she was clearly the Evenstar.




Now both Rumil and Tindómë spoke together.




He began, “I do not know what to do with them, meleth…”




Whilst she said, “Oh, poor Arwen, it must have been so hard for her…” 




“Oh, no,” Rumil said, choosing to misunderstand his wife, “she seemed to manage to find a great deal of pleasure without Haldir…”




“That is so not what I meant!” Tindómë said. “It must have been hard for her to give such freedoms up when she married Aragorn.”




Rumil thought about that, briefly.




“No, I do not think so, meleth. She loved him. I did not find it so hard to give them up when I met you…” Then he thought of that favourite picture of Tindómë and Orophin, “well, more or less give them up…”




“Mmm…I guess,” she answered, but she did not sound totally convinced.




“I do not know what to do with them,” he said again.




She looked at him questioningly.




“Well, they are not really suitable to put in the records for her parents, they were more…private. But I do not feel, now, that it would be right to destroy them, when there will be no more pictures of the Evenstar…ever.”




And almost from nowhere Rumil felt tears come. Tindómë’s arms were around him; she wept too. And then her hand sneaked inside his tunic to find his handkerchief. She dried her own eyes and then his.




“These are as much her as the ones of her wedding, or her children’s weddings…perhaps more. And, yeah, not really the thing to give her parents, I guess. But we will keep them,” Tindómë said. “And make sure that someone always remembers another side of who she really was.”





Summertime—And The Living Is Easy…



The time of ‘lasts’ seemed far in the past already. That final year in Ithilien when so many things happened for the last time; the last apple harvest, the last blackberries, the last trip to Minas Tirith, the last summer bonfire…sometimes it seemed to Tindómë to have been in a different life. 




Now the season of ‘firsts’ was also in the past; the first glimpse of white Alqualondë shimmering in the morning sun, the first hug from her ‘winter elfling’, the first hug for Celebrían as promised to her daughter, all past. The first solstice celebration had been followed by three more and, now, the Ithilrim had been here for almost two years.




Last night had been the midsummer feast and celebrations, earlier this morning they had jumped the bonfire, and now Tindómë lay in Rumil’s arms on their bed. Voices drifted in from outside, Orophin could be heard laughing with his wife, downstairs, and then there was the sound of the outer door opening and three more voices were added to the mix; Haldirin, Ithilienne, and Tharhîwon or, as Tindómë’s inner Dawn had christened them, the Three Musketeers. She had never used the phrase out loud—it would have taken too much explanation—but it did suit them.




Soon, Tindómë thought drowsily, she would move, wash her face, and go down to join the others. See how many ribbons Ithilienne had collected. There would not be the familiar green ribbon, embroidered with golden oak leaves, as Legolas had not been here for the celebrations. Ithilienne seemed to have enjoyed herself perfectly well without him, her mother thought, which was as it should be. 




Having finally convinced Legolas that she was an adult, and ready to be swayed by the desires of the body (the phrase taken from a book in the library at Minas Tirith so many years ago had stuck…), Ithilienne was now happy to share such pleasures with others. To broaden her education, as her uncle Orophin had once said about her mother. 




The chances were that, unless he had been teamed up with Haldirin for the entire night, Tharhîwon would have finished his celebrations in Ithilienne’s company; it was part of their friendship. And explaining that concept to any of the people she had known, in the dimension where she had learnt of the Three Musketeers, would have been as difficult as explaining the reference to the three young elves…




Legolas was still moving from one small group of Silvan Elves to another, from one patch of woodland to another; there was no rush. He sent regular letters back to those living on the outskirts of Alqualondë and, Gandalf assured them, he could get back within only a few days if there was any urgent requirement that he should do so. Gandalf himself would guarantee this.




But, at present, there was no need. Tindómë thought the only reasons that he would need to be called upon to hurry back would be if either of the two elderly hobbits became ill or a ship was sighted that may have some of his family on board. Although Sam and Frodo were a little greyer, a little slower, than they had been when the Heart of Eryn Ithil first docked, they seemed in reasonable health and Tindómë didn’t think it likely that King Thranduil would arrive any time in the near future either—and so it was unlikely that her ‘big brother’ would be back soon.




Especially as the most recent letter said that he had been invited to spend time visiting the Noldor High King in Tirion. As had Gimli. Gimli was still away as well; he had gone, within six months of his arrival, to spend time with Lord Aulë—the Vala who created dwarves—and had been there ever since. But he was to meet up with Legolas and go to the High King’s court.




Tindómë would have loved to have been invited too; or even just been a fly on the wall. But she was not, and she didn’t really expect to see either of them for a year or more yet. Perhaps they would be back in time for next midsummer…perhaps not; there was no sense of urgency.




There was no sense of urgency to get out of bed either, but, whilst her thoughts had been drifting to follow Legolas and Gimli, someone had begun breakfast and the sounds and aromas had been drifting into her consciousness. Rumil was now fully awake, sending images of fresh bread and honey straight into her mind, whilst nibbling on her earlobe to make the decision about leaving the bed even more difficult.




Then the mental images changed and Tindómë squirmed as her body responded. Rumil laughed gently before swiftly leaving the bed and heading downstairs. Tindómë waited; Rumil’s wordless promise of breakfast in bed suggested a number of very interesting ways to eat the honey, and then they could go down to the beach to swim in case their tongues missed any…







Elves were all masters of the art of elegant lounging; you never saw an elf sitting or lying around awkwardly. But in the warmth of the Alqualondë summer they were positively languid now that the excitement of the solstice celebrations was over. 




Fishing boats still sailed out and cast nets, vegetable patches and orchards were still tended, meals were still prepared. But, otherwise, both the local Teleri and the Ithilrim lived a life of pleasurable ennui; bathing, swimming, walking gracefully along the shoreline, relaxing under trees. It was a season of somnolence.




On the whole, Tindómë greatly approved. Some days she visited Celebrían, or found cool escape from the heat of mid-day in Master Elrond’s library; other days might be spent drinking tea with Frodo; and still more were spent in the company of family; many ended in starlight bathing with Rumil. 




The bathing pool the Silvan elves had helped build on the lower reaches of the river that ran through Master Elrond’s garden, as opposed to the original one nearer the main dwelling, was rarely unoccupied during these warm summer nights. Orophin and Rumil had a running wager on who could predict most accurately the number of starlight bathers each night—and who might be bathing with whom. 




There were also running wagers around the scores achieved during the less frequent archery practice; in fact, truth to tell, practice at the butts was at least as much about competition as about maintaining skill and speed for any other reason these days. Sword and knife practice was postponed in the middle of the summer heat—something almost unimaginable, only a few years ago, to these elves who had been warriors for so very long. Life was good.




One afternoon Tindómë was sitting on a shady balcony of Master Elrond’s home deep in conversation with Erestor. They had met during the winter she spent in Imladris, before he sailed to take up his place in Elrond’s new household and rejoin his wife, and now found pleasure in each other’s company.




They were discussing what life had been like ‘in the place you lived before your arrival in Middle Earth’; Erestor was quite jealous of those elves who had, albeit briefly, seen that place. Tindómë had a feeling he would have been even more jealous if Glorfindel had been amongst the ‘rescue party’—probably as well that he hadn’t been!




In a pause in the conversation Tindómë suddenly remembered the first time she had bathed amongst the elves—in the river in Rohan. And that she had thought of Legolas as looking like ‘a surfer dude’.




‘Why did I suddenly think of that?’ she wondered.




Almost certainly, she realised, because beyond the garden was the sea and, today, there was just enough breeze to give the waves white crests that were visible from where they sat. She considered how often they might have the right sort of surf here in the summer. There had been high seas a few times during the winters…




Now that she had thought of it she could just picture elves on surfboards. Well, the Silvan/Sindar Ithilrim and the Teleri; she couldn’t really see Erestor riding a breaker, and the mental image of Master Elrond doing so made her laugh out loud.




Erestor looked at her questioningly. She explained. Or at least she explained the concept of surfing; she told him it was the mental image of Rumil on a board that made her laugh, not the complete truth.




“That sounds quite fascinating,” Erestor said. “The Teleri skim over the waves in small boats, but on nothing but a wooden board…I wonder why none of us have thought of it before?”




Somehow, from there, it snowballed. Or possibly, Tindómë thought, it snowboarded. The wood elves were, of course, the very people to start fashioning boards. From a few attempts to ride the small waves on pieces of drift wood, to try out the concept, soon there were discussions about which might be the best wood? Would laminated layers of different wood work best? What might be the best length of board?




Dawn, of course, had not been a surfer—Sunnydale had not had a suitable stretch of coastline. But she remembered that the boards had fins, or something, underneath. Telerin elves, who understood why their own small, fast, boats had keels, joined in with ideas on just how big such a keel might need to be, whether two might be better than one…and when the first reasonable swell of late summer rolled onto the beach below Master Elrond’s estate it was greeted with glee.




It really took very little time for the elves to progress from lying on their new surf boards to crouching and then to standing. Wood elves, used to making their way through swaying tree branches, had little problem finding their balance in this new sport. The ellyn seemed most enthusiastic, and were soon developing a competitive spirit and wagering on just who could remain standing on their board on any given wave, but Ithilienne and Lithôniel, amongst other ellyth, were almost as enthusiastic. As, much to Tindómë’s surprise, was Erestor.




He had been enthusiastic from day one and, as soon as the waves began to crest and break, he had joined others in stripping off and paddling his board out from the shore. And it took him no longer than the wood elves to gain his balance; he was, Tindómë knew, an excellent swordsman and that clearly helped, too.




There was no sign of Master Elrond doing likewise which was, Tindómë thought, probably a good thing. Although he did come, with his wife and the two hobbits, and stand on the shoreline to see something new—which was, he said, always a real bonus to someone who had lived a long life. As he laughed long and loud at some of the more spectacular mishaps he reminded Tindómë of his sons.




‘Oh how the twins would love this,’ she thought. ‘And how frustrated they will be when they get here to find that even Erestor is so good at it. They must come…they must…’




Even Legolas would find his people had the jump on him when he returned, despite it being a memory of him that had set this whole thing in motion! Frodo’s mind was clearly travelling the same path.




“Would that I was many years younger,” he said, “and I would want to try this. Legolas will most certainly want to learn to ride the sea in this way when he returns. But I am already trying to picture Gimli if he is determined that ‘the lad’ does not outdo him…”




Tindómë tried to picture the same thing. Her amusement was so great that she feared it might have been the reason for Rumil suddenly losing concentration and tumbling into the sea.








Tindómë had thought of surfing as a summer sport, but the local elves said the sea was usually too calm then—and as the weather grew colder there was no sign of the boards being put away until the spring.




She feared her own balance was not as good as that of her family and friends and getting cold and wet, either paddling out or falling off, was not really all that much like fun either. She decided that her role was to wait on the shore, tending a small fire, and admiring the sleek wet bodies…




However, on such days, or evenings, she was also planning…there was something else, she thought, that it might be fun to introduce whilst they were living so close to the sea. Something that would not require any particular sea-state; something that would allow her to keep her hair dry.




By the time Legolas and Gimli returned from Tirion in time for the next summer solstice, with many tales to tell of their travels, a large span of net was strung between tall poles on the sand. The purpose was not immediately obvious to them; they assumed it was something that belonged to the local fishermen.




At least they did for the first couple of days. Then Galanthir asked Legolas if he wanted to come to the game…




Tindómë was sitting on the rocks overlooking the poles and the net when her ‘big brother’ arrived.




“Sit, and learn, atheg,” she greeted him. “The rules are pretty simple, and it’s giving everyone something to do. My money is on the blue team; but you’d better get the feel before you start wagering on winners, or scorers, and so on.”




‘Just wait,’ she thought as he sat where she gestured, looking both puzzled and interested, ‘we’ll introduce you to surfing later—but right now it’s the beach volleyball season…’




The Young Warrior



In what the outside world called Mirkwood, a warrior’s training started early. Elflings learnt to use a bow as relief from schooling; could hit a target before they could neatly write their tengwar.




But serious training began only as they approached maturity, and finished only when the trainers agreed that they had achieved a certain standard.




Now came official recognition; ten young ellyn stood as their teachers twisted warriors braids into their hair before ‘The Speech’.




“Now you begin to truly learn how to be a warrior…” said the king.




This time one graduate thought, ‘So you always say…Adar.’






Out in the forest they walked silently. Another game learnt as elflings so that it became second nature. This far from the Stronghold no one spoke whilst on patrol, everyone listened. 




There! Amongst the usual rustles and tiny sounds of mice, rabbits, deer, the trees themselves, was something! 




Just as Legolas went to raise his hand another warrior did and, immediately, from the patrol leader came a quick series of hand-signals; a language, learnt as trainees, now used in earnest.




All took to the trees, still silently, and followed those instructions. 




‘At last!’ thought Legolas, ‘I will help defend our people!’ 






You might patrol many times before you encountered an orc—although the spiders were an all too frequent hazard. 




But, as they neared the source of the sound, it was clear that Legolas had hit it lucky on his first tour of duty. Although his father would doubtless not have described it thus!




The signal ‘wait’, and scouts went further forward. Then the signal ‘fifteen to twenty yrch’.




He could feel his heart race, and purposely slowed it with deep breaths.




Finally the signal ‘prepare’.




Drawing an arrow from his quiver, he rejoiced at this chance to prove his worth.






Legolas knew all about yrch in theory. How tall, how broad, how unlike an elf an orc was. But, even so, the reality still took him by surprise for a moment when they came into view. 




Some strode noisily, some shuffled, others walked with a swagger—their body language was of those who thought themselves either alone for miles, or invincible. They talked amongst themselves with no care for concealment.




How could they be so careless when they walked in the forest of the elves? 




He loosed the arrow. There was one orc who would never be so cocksure again.






Legolas had no qualms about killing yrch. He carried out his assigned task, staying in the trees loosing arrow after arrow, with only satisfaction as each found its target.




But now he came down to the ground to help gather the corpses and see to their destruction, so that they not defile the land further than they had already. 




And the smell of death hit him. He wanted to retch, but would not let himself.




As if reading his mind his partner Galanthir turned Legolas away, pushed his head down, and said “Vomit, Legolas. We all do the first time.” 






“Vomit, Legolas,” Galanthir had said. “We all do the first time.” 




But even if everyone else in the patrol really had reacted the same way, once, for years after that first encounter, and its embarrassing aftermath, Legolas avoided a repetition by eating nothing before any expected combat.




Galanthir, as his partner, clearly recognised this and quietly devised a routine to help.




But, on his second change of patrol, Legolas wondered if instructions now preceded him in writing as his new partner greeted him, after a melee, with the usual “I have made your toast, Legolas, do you want blackberry jam?” 




Intermezzo



In the houses that stretched along the road above the harbour of Alqualondë, towards the home of Master Elrond and his wife, there was a sense of excitement and anticipation. The Winter Solstice was approaching when the Wood Elves, who currently lived in these houses, would celebrate as they always did. But this year there was more anticipation that usual. For, once the days of echuir arrived, a party would set off to explore the new lands they now knew were theirs by right. Soon they would celebrate under their own trees again.




When Tindómë, and her husband-brother Haldir, returned from their journey to The Halls of Waiting they were not only accompanied by the newly reborn Queen Ferveren but came with news of the vast forests they had passed through. And now, along with the approach of the night that marked the begetting of the next spring, almost everyone had begun to think about that upcoming venture. 






Haldir returned to Lady Galadriel’s household, after a short time with his brothers, to report on his adventures in Tindómë’s company. 




Her Ladyship welcomed him with some eagerness and encouraged him to describe the whole trip to her, almost day by day, here and there asking for further details.




He recounted the way the earth had shaken one night, and how calmly Tindómë had taken this. The way in which the lands before them had opened up and they realised that there were whole mountain ranges that no one seemed to have known about. He told her of the accident during the storm, which had left Tindómë bleeding and unconscious, and the shock he had felt to see her blood travel up the stream against all he knew of water and rivers.




Her Ladyship nodded, but did not seem surprised. Nor was she surprised to hear that a cleft had opened in the rock, where the blood had touched it, and they had discovered a valley that Tindómë said was a ‘New Imladris’. Her Ladyship only asked what Master Elrond had said when told of it. Haldir admitted that he had left that to Tindómë as he had felt it his part to return to Her Ladyship as soon as possible. This earned him a smile and the comment that his swift return was much appreciated.




When his narrative came to the point where, after traversing yet more mountains, they had ridden in the Wild Hunt, Her Ladyship looked rather wistful.




“Ah…my Lord Celeborn would delight in such an opportunity,” she said.




“Tindómë rode with Lord Tulkas and learnt much from him of the lands there in the West,” Haldir said, continuing his tale, “and that evening we found Mandos Halls.”




The opening of the portal, using Tindómë’s blood, left Her Ladyship unsurprised. Haldir realised that she was well aware of the power within his brother-wife and felt embarrassed that he had thought Tindómë more nuisance than anything else.




At Haldir’s recounting of the judgement of Lord Námo on the vampire, Spike, Lady Galadriel nodded and declared it to be as astute as she would have expected. When he repeated Tindómë’s words, when she understood what Lord Námo required for Spike’s fëa to cross the portal, “There is no one I trust more to hit his heart,” her Ladyship simply nodded again.




She was very interested in Haldir’s impression of Queen Ferveren, and even more in his further descriptions of the lands he had seen when he had explored with Cambasion, and when riding with Lord Oromë’s Hunt, and also those they had seen as they returned to, and through, the Pelori.




His narrative finally reached its conclusion with a description of the reunion of the Woodland Queen and her son, and the way she had been greeted as they made their way from village to village.




“So much has been learnt,” Her Ladyship said, “and so much of it about yourself and your family.”




He thought about her words but, before he could formulate a reply, she continued.




“The very words you use, your tone of voice, and your facial expressions tell me, my dear and much valued Marchwarden, that you have a much better understanding of the worth of your brother-wife than you had before the two of you were forced together. And it is clear, too, that you feel more confident about your own future.”




Haldir would not have said, before, that he had been in any way wanting for confidence; and yet Her Ladyship was right. Since his rebirth, here in the West, he had been lost and lacking in purpose. In fact his only purpose had been to persuade his brothers to recognise the error of their ways and return to a life as close as possible to that which they had led in the Golden Woods.




“I would like to explore the lands we now know are there,” he finally answered. “I would take warriors and travel, map, learn all there is to learn.”




“I see no reason why you should not lead such expeditions,” Lady Galadriel said. “I can think of no one better suited.”




And Haldir was content.






Now it was nearing the winter solstice and Haldir was preparing to accompany Her Ladyship to Alqualondë. Ostensibly she was visiting her daughter, and son by marriage, but, in reality, she wanted to discuss many things with both Legolas and his mother.




Haldir was actually looking forward to the Silvan celebrations—something he would not have expected a year or two earlier. But, even more, he was looking forward to being a senior part of the expedition that would soon set off into the interior again; the trees might be many leagues away, but he fancied he could hear them calling him.







Queen Ferveren sat on a veranda of Elrond and Celebrían’s house, watching the ever changing play of sunlight on the sea, discussing the upcoming celebrations with Celebrían. Elrond’s wife was, of course, her hostess, but it was clear that Ferveren would be at the centre of the mid-winter celebrations this time.




The two ellyth found they had more in common now than when they had lived in Middle Earth, and were happily sorting out the relevant protocol for the celebration.




She hoped she would be able to relate as easily to Celebrían’s mother, because Ferveren knew that the ease with which the Sindar and Silvan elves could move into the homelands, meant for them for so long, would depend on that relationship. For Galadriel, as a princess of the Noldor, could either try to use her connections to claim seniority over those new lands, or use them to prevent friction with the Noldor.




Ferveren had met Galadriel and Celebrían, of course, in that previous life. Not that there had ever been a great deal of to-ing and fro-ing between Imladris and Ferveren’s home forest. Lothlórien was more easily reached from either but, although Celeborn was distant kin to Oropher and therefore, of course, to Thranduil, Thranduil had never been comfortable spending much time in the presence of the Noldorin princess Galadriel.




Lord Námo’s way of releasing Ferveren from his Halls had given her time to slowly reacclimatise to being Queen. And now, as the guest of Elrond and Celebrían, she had time to pause, again, and make new friends.




Tindómë she already counted both as a friend and almost a daughter. It was interesting to see that Celebrían treated The Key in much the same way. Celebrían had also taken Legolas under her wing, when he arrived here, and treated him rather as if he was one of her own sons. For this Ferveren would have liked her immediately, anyway, but in fact she found that Celebrían was someone she valued simply for herself.




They shared, too, the worries of having beloved family members who remained in Middle Earth, whose presence they missed, and of whose arrival they had no sure expectation. Something they both, also, had in common with Celebrían’s mother.




This time, Ferveren thought, the Lady of the Great Greenwood and the Lady of the Galadhrim were equals. Equals who must work together to make sure they could move into the lands always meant for them without undue interference from those Elves who had always lived here. That Galadriel was going to come here, to Alqualondë, for their first meeting on this side of the Great Sea certainly confirmed that they were equals—and hopefully allies.






Reassured by Elrond that Gimli was certainly healthy enough to travel, and should remain so until they could be sure that any snow in the mountains would be melting by the time they reached them, Legolas was more than happy to stay in Alqualondë to celebrate mid-winter.




Preparations were well underway for the celebrations; and for Legolas they would be even more joyous this year because of the presence of his mother.




He was looking forward to the longest night. To asking his mother for the first dance, after lighting the bonfire down on the sea strand as had become their current tradition, and then to continuing his rivalry with Galanthir to see who could lose all their ribbons first.




After it, though, he knew that thought would have to be given to just how many, and who, would set off with him to explore the new lands.






“What if Rhîwen arrives in a ship whilst you are far inland?” Ithilienne asked her brother.




“She will not,” Haldirin said, with some certainty. “Her letter said that she is not yet ready to sail without any of her family, and so I will enjoy the exploration, and seeing where we will live, but even so I will be able to keep my promise to be waiting for her at the quayside. She is still trying to persuade her grandfather to sail. It is such a pity that he does not know that his wife awaits him.”




“Hmm…” said his sister.




She had that look. Haldirin wondered what she was thinking about as she gazed through the window at the sea.




Then she shook her head and said “Well, if you have miscalculated I will greet her for you. For Legolas and I think it better for me to stay here, for now, and continue learning what I can from Lady Celebrían and others.”




‘And get to know his mother better, too,’ thought Haldirin, but he didn’t say so.






“I will go, of course,” Tharhîwon said to his lover. “Gimli will need someone to help with those things he finds difficult, and it is not always meet and right that it should be Legolas. There are times when his infirmities bother him and he would prefer Legolas not to be reminded, for he knows Legolas is less prepared for his death than he is himself.”




Nithdur smiled and nodded, but said nothing, waiting for Tharhîwon to continue.




“But I am less unsettled by signs of his mortality; Adar led me to fear it not. And as I am Gimli’s apprentice I am sure he would want to explain to me anything he sees of interest…”




“You will tell me all about it on your return,” Nithdur said. “I will stay here to complete Legolas’ commissions so that they are ready for the Queen when the time comes.”




He was working on a set of tooled leather trunks. Leather had to be carefully chosen, then dyed and shaped, intricately patterned, and stretched over the wooden bases; he hoped to have a set of saddle-bags completed in time for Legolas to give them to his mother as a Solstice gift, but the whole ensemble would take many, many, months to finish. 




He enjoyed every minute of such work—staying behind would be no hardship and, he thought as he slid his hand down over Tharhîwon’s hip and ghosted it over his bossan, there would be others to enjoy bodily pleasures with…and almost certainly a joyful and vigorous reunion with Thar when the expedition returned.







Gimli was looking forward to the celebration of mid-winter more than he usually did. To dwarves the length of the daylight was less important than the time of the first snowmelt in the mountains, when the rivers through their caverns would begin to flow with increased vigour, and care had to be taken to keep the channels clear.




They certainly didn’t celebrate with…well his father might have termed it debauchery, but Gimli thought of it more as elvish abandonment or, occasionally, ‘those shenanigans.’ Both of ‘the lads’ were popular and, despite it not being his way of celebrating anything, Gimli was quietly proud of both Legolas and Tharhîwon’s abilities in this ‘hunt’.




And if one of his lads would spend much of the following day in a bed with the wee lass, whilst the other one was much more likely to spend it in a bed with the leather-worker, well it was their own affair—or affairs. Actually Gimli liked Nithdur. He was a good craftsman; he had made Gimli a most practical tool belt that was also a thing of beauty. And, contrary to what some believed, dwarves appreciated beauty.




Also, contrary to what some believed, dwarves were not so straight-laced that he disapproved of what was clearly a satisfying and enjoyable physical relationship (if his ears were anything to go by) between his younger lad and the other ellon. It was, after all, not unlike the sort of thing young dwarves sometimes got up to. And that, he thought, would have surprised a good many people too.




From what he knew of elves, which was by now a good deal, if Tharhîwon and Nithdur moved on to other lovers they would remain firm friends; and that would make for a good working relationship over the centuries to come. Yes, all in all Gimli was happy about the directions the love lives of both his lads were taking.




But the main reason he was looking forward to the celebrations with more enthusiasm than usual was nothing to do with that. Not even because Lady Galadriel was to attend them. No; for once Gimli was looking forward to the turning of the season, and the lengthening of days, because then they could begin to prepare for that more dwarven day of note when the snow melt would allow passage through the mountains, and they could begin what was likely to be his last great adventure.






“Will your brother not want to ensure that the Galadhrim take control of the best of the new land?” asked Galanthir.




“Honestly I think not,” Orophin answered. “At least not in the way that you mean. From my conversation with him, before he returned to Her Ladyship, I believe there is land he believes would suit the Galadhrim well. But it is not the land your queen thinks would best suit those from the Great Greenwood.”




“My queen?” asked Galanthir. “Are you not one of us now?”




A good question. Orophin paused to consider it. Ferveren was definitely Lithôniel’s queen, and Orophin was no longer bound in fealty to Lady Galadriel.




“I am of the Ithilrim,” he finally answered. “If Legolas and his mother decide to have one land between them, then I would live in that land and acknowledge her my queen. But, as yet, my fealty lies only with Legolas.”




Galanthir nodded. “In truth,” he said, “I think Legolas has the taste for leading his own folk now. Even if the queen stays with us at first, when His Majesty comes I think they will not expect our lord to return to the role of princeling.”




‘When King Thranduil comes?’ thought Orophin, ‘I am not sure it is that certain…’ But he kept the thought to himself.




“Both Haldir and Tindómë seem to think there is land aplenty,” he said aloud. “And we shall see for ourselves soon enough, for I cannot imagine you staying here when such a venture is afoot—and Lithôniel and I will travel with Tindómë and Rumil. Legolas knows better than to question my wife once she has made her mind up on this!”








“Master Elrond says that, although he would very much like to see Imladris Eden, he thinks it better that he leaves this expedition entirely to Legolas.”




“And Haldir,” Tindómë’s husband interrupted her.




“And Haldir. But mainly Legolas.”




This time he smiled. “I think you are right, meleth. Should my brother try to take over he will, most certainly, find the Lord of the Ithilrim can be as regal as he needs to be. But Haldir will be, in part, the guide on this expedition. And probably in large part, for even you would have to admit he has a better sense of direction, and distance, than you do.”




“Fair point. But he had so better make sure we revisit the glade where we danced naked while Nessa was there invisibly admiring his physique. Then you can either emulate him or just snigger at the mental image, melethron-nín.”




“From what you have both said, meleth, I think once we are over the second range of mountains, and amongst the trees we will come to know, all of us may feel we need to shed our clothes and dance naked amongst them…or more.”




“Cool,” said Tindómë. “I bet Nessa will lurk around to watch that!”







Galanthir was looking forward to the expedition getting started. He had no doubts that he would be part of it; he had ridden so many patrols with Legolas over the years but, more importantly, they were the best of friends. 




Only a short while ago he might have been a little worried about leaving his young, re-embodied, sister here for the year or two, or three, that they would be away. But their parents had been on board the ship that had arrived whilst Tindómë and Haldir had been away and so the timing was perfect. 




Tindómë might say the Valar had a hand in this but Galanthir had been brought up to think of them as distant and irrelevant and, even though he was now living in Valinor, he hadn’t really changed his attitude. Although…a chance to ride with Lord Oromë’s Hunt, now that was the sort of contact with the Valar he would enjoy!




In the meantime there was another hunt to look forward to and, this time, he would almost certainly win the yéni-long wager with Legolas as the Lord of the Ithilrim was likely to be a little distracted…







And here we leave the Ithilrim of Alqualondë, along with their hosts, Lady Galadriel and her Marchwarden, and one dwarf; preparing for the mid-winter celebrations before the start of the next phase of their life in this new world. But that phase, dear reader, is not for this story, but remains to be told at another time.
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This story takes place after The Valinor Trail.



Part I



Over the ages Námo, Keeper of the Houses of the Dead, had come to realise that restoring a fëa to wholeness was sometimes more easily achieved by putting them together with other relevant fëar; those who had shared experience or, at times, those whose bond was one of guilt and blame.




There were, though, occasions when it was difficult to find any other fëa within the Halls that might help. His ‘unusual guest’, as his cousin Manwë had labelled him, had given him cause to consider long and hard whether any other fëa might help.




At first the Doomsman and his Maiar had spent time coming to know this ‘Spike’ as an individual, discovering what he would need to come to terms with in his previous life before there would be any chance of release to join Tindómë, their Key.




Then they worked on just what the balance might be between evil deeds done on a one-to-one basis and fighting against evil as a force.




Finally one evening, over a glass of wine, when Manwe asked, as he sometimes did, about their progress, Námo said “I think it may be good for both him, and others, to consider this balance together. There are those in my Halls who cannot come to terms with the balance of good deeds and evil ones because there is no one who does not know their name and even the Maiar have their own preconceptions about them.




“I do wonder if the introduction of a true outsider may benefit at least one of the fëar I have had with me for many yéni…”







Cambasion, Maia in the Halls of Waiting, had discovered a distinct taste for the music preferred by this fëa from another dimension. He rather thought the fëa currently accompanying him might do so as well—he certainly looked more interested than Cambasion had seen him previously.





Into the valley, betrothed and divine

Realisations no virtue but who can define

Why soldiers go marching, those masses a line

This disease is catching from victory to stone… fn1





“What a riff, eh, Cambasion?” said the fëa who had brought the music into being by his thoughts.




“Could it be…Stuart Adamson?” Cambasion ventured.




“Bloody Hell! We’ll make a fan of you yet!” Spike answered. “Who’s your mate?”




“Ah. Let me introduce you. This is William, also known as Spike, and this is Nelyafinwë Maitimo, also known as Maedhros…”







At first they had slowly learnt each other’s life histories, skimming some parts until they began to gain trust in each other. Sometimes they simply sat and listened to the music one or the other chose from their memories.




Like Cambasion, Maedhros developed a taste for what Spike referred to as ‘punk’. Spike, on the other hand, would occasionally sit silently listening to the voice of Maedhros’ brother singing laments.




Over time they began to be more open about the things they had done that they themselves felt were so evil that they might never be able to atone for them, even though Lord Namo had told them each, more than once, that atonement was not the aim of a sojourn in his domain.




Now began the conversations His Lordship had hoped for as they developed opinions about each other…







“So—your dad made the most amazing jewels anyone had ever seen, and the First Evil stole them, and then wreaked all sort of havoc? Sounds about right for the bastard.




“And then your dad makes you all swear to get them back—guy with a temper I take it?”




“I fear, yes, he was renowned for his quick temper and hasty decision making.”




“Yeah, right. Remind me again of the oath you and your family took.”




Maedrhos noticeably paled. “I do not really wish to repeat it again—would that I had never repeated it after my father in the first place.”




Spike looked at a point somewhere above the elf’s head.




“Room service! C’mon guys, whoever is on duty today, can you just run the oath past me? Actually, a hard copy would be good.”




A sheet of paper appeared in his hand.




He read the contents a couple of times, then slowly read it out.




“Be he foe or friend, be he foul or clean,

brood of Morgoth or bright Vala,

Elda or Maia or Aftercomer,

Man yet unborn upon Middle-earth,

neither law, nor love, nor league of swords,

dread nor danger, not Doom itself,

shall defend him from Fëanor, and Fëanor’s kin,

whoso hideth or hoardeth, or in hand taketh,

finding keepeth or afar casteth

a Silmaril. This swear we all:

death we will deal him ere Day’s ending,

woe unto world’s end! Our word hear thou,

Eru Allfather! To the everlasting

Darkness doom us if our deed faileth.

On the holy mountain hear in witness

and our vow remember, Manwë and Varda!”





Before Maedhros could say anything, Spike said, “You know, that’s very wordy, and positively poetic, for something he asked you all to swear to in haste in a temper, ain’t it?




“You sure he didn’t calm down enough to spend hours in contemplation getting the wording and the meter just right?”




Maedhros looked at him with a rather puzzled expression.




“This is not something I have ever thought about—no, he was…livid. His silmarils had been stolen and no one would give him the aid he demanded.”




Spike walked around for a few minutes. Then—




“Can’t say I ever knew anyone who could write something so perfect without a few rough drafts.”




“He did not have it written anywhere,” Maedhros said. “He simply stood in front of us, proclaimed the oath, and we all said “we so swear!”




“So—who wrote it down? Your dad? Later?”




“I presume so—things were somewhat hectic once we reached Belariand.”




“Yeah well…I reckon you should see if you can try hard to remember that oath taking, Maitimo mate, rather than shying away from it—check out in your own memory what you actually did swear to.




“I reckon, if needs be, someone around here could come up with the actual words not the poetic version, if you really asked nicely. Check it out—might not be as bad as you’ve all reckoned all these years!”




(‘An interesting observation,’ thought Lord Námo.)




Spike paced around some more and then the ‘room’ was filled with the strain of Big Country’s ‘Ships’.




Lord Námo, the unseen but not unacknowledged observer, fully expected Spike to start talking about either the kin-slaying at Alqualondë, or the burning of the ships.




“Talking of oaths…The Doom of the Noldor. What did that say exactly?”




He held a hand out in expectation. A sheet of paper appeared as he had clearly expected.





Tears unnumbered ye shall shed; and the Valar will fence Valinor against you, and shut you out, so that not even the echo of your lamentation shall pass over the mountains.




On the House of Fëanor the wrath of the Valar lieth from the West unto the uttermost East, and upon all that will follow them it shall be laid also.




Their Oath shall drive them, and yet betray them, and ever snatch away the very treasures that they have sworn to pursue.




To evil end shall all things turn that they begin well; and by treason of kin unto kin, and the fear of treason, shall this come to pass.




The Dispossessed shall they be for ever.






“They had more time to get the wording just as they wanted, eh? No real sign this was written in a temper.”




Maedhros did not answer. But at least, Námo thought, he did not avoid listening again to his doom by simply removing himself, as he could easily have done.




“You know what? This sounds a lot like an oath to me,” Spike said. “What do you reckon?”




Maedhros did not actually say anything, but he looked very thoughtful.




“I reckon if that is an oath, or as near as damn it, then the Valar are guilty of the same thing that they denounced the Feanorians for. I mean I seem to get the impression that it was the oath swearing that pissed them off at least as much as what that oath may, or may not, have said.




“But if, technically, His Lordship reckons it isn’t an oath, then it is not totally, legally binding until the end of the world, is it?”




Lord Námo could have sworn that that shaft had been aimed straight at him. If he did swearing to things, of course…







Time passed as it does in Mandos’ Halls; immeasurably. Sometimes Spike felt as if it was only a couple of weeks since he had passed through the portal he thought of as The Keyhole, and entered what was very like a pleasant, upmarket, version of purgatory. Not that he had ever believed in purgatory—except now, perhaps, he might.




Other times he thought it might have been hundreds of years.




He was fairly sure he had spent many hours talking with Maedhros. He was pretty sure he had got to grips with most of the main events in the elf’s life by now.




“So, I’ve been thinking,” he said, over a glass of wine chosen by Maedhros and some Tex Mex food, “ ’bout all the things you’ve told me.”




Maedhros cocked his head but said nothing.




“See, I reckon the murdering and the stealing and burning of boats and things—not good. I can see your father had a big personality and you felt you had to go along with whatever he said, but still…not, as someone I once knew would say, of the good.




“But the silmarils. Mate I have nothing I can compare them with, but I’ve been thinking about all the fighting and killing and dying that’s mixed up with them. I reckon they are like a mega version of bloody blood diamonds.”




Maedhros nodded. “They were the purest things of all time, but they became as if covered in the blood of thousands—tainted. But still we were sworn to recover them, even though Father was no longer with us.”




“I guess he must be somewhere in here, eh? You spoken to him much?”




“No! I do not know if he is here, although I know not where else he would be. I have spoken to very few here—my brothers…Findekáno…I do not think I would want to see my father, but it is academical as I have never been given the choice.”




“Hmmm…” said Spike, but then went back to thoughts on the silmarils.




“So, this bird and her man managed to get one back from The First, Morgoth…but when you guys turned up her father wouldn’t give it back to you because his daughter had stolen it for him?”




“Bird? No, Luthien was not a bird. Although I am told her granddaughter…”




Spike interrupted. “I mean woman, elleth, whatever—we used to call them ‘birds’.”




Maedhros looked a little confused, but Spike was warming to his theme and kept going, at least for a minute.




“Anyway, this Luthien stole it from Morgoth. She must have been quite something. Makes me think of Buffy.”




He paused, lost in memory. Maedhros did not interrupt, but the sound of pouring wine broke into Spike’s reverie and he shook his head and got back on track.




“Back where I came from stolen goods always belonged to the original owner no matter how many times they got passed on to other people, and by my reckoning that silmaril belonged to your father’s descendants.




“I still reckon the sacking and killing were not the best way to get it, but if what’s his name—Thingol—had just given it back to you in the first place…so not entirely you guys’ fault, I think he should take a share of the blame at least.




“And then the lass that threw herself off a high tower into the sea to stop you getting it? Stupid woman, must have inherited it from her grandfather—the stupidity and the coveting, I mean, as well as your silmaril.




“It bloody belonged to you! Left her kids to you and your people even though you were all waving swords around and killing people? So she thought the silmaril was worth more than the life of her children? That’s worse than your father any day.”




Maedhros opened his mouth as if to answer, two or three times, but closed it each time.




Cambasion, today’s silent, unseen, observer, could see him turning these ideas around in his mind. Lord Námo was right, an outsider’s perspective was clearly giving this, rather stubborn, Feanorian food for thought.




A little more wine and spicy food (Cambasion decided to ask Spike about that later, it looked very tasty) and Spike changed tack.




“As for the Valar, well his Lordship seems an okay guy, but I’m not sure about the rest of them. But, anyway—you fought in their great war, you defended the free people from The First Evil? How long for? Hundreds of years?” He paused again.




“You know, Maedhros, mate, sometimes you have to realise that the things you do for the good of everyone, or hundreds and thousands of people anyway, might eventually balance the individual deaths at your hands, I reckon…”




The elf looked at him long and hard. Then said exactly what Cambasion had been thinking.




“And has it ever occurred to you, Spike, to listen to those words of yours?”







fn1. Into The Valley, The Skids. Richard Jobson, Stuart Adamson.




Part II



“And has it ever occurred to you, Spike, to listen to those words of yours?”




Maedhros’ question took Spike by surprise. So much so that, although he opened his mouth as if to say something, he simply shut it again, and remained silent.




“You have told me about how you came to be here, in Mandos Halls, in my world. It had not occurred to me before that there could be other worlds…” 




He paused briefly as Spike muttered “You want your world with or without shrimp?” but chose not to be distracted.




Instead he continued, “but you have told me that the young woman, that you knew in your world, is the ancient Key from this world whose role it was, and is, to lock, or unlock, ways between worlds. And so the existence of many worlds is not unknown here…” 




He paused and looked questioningly at the ceiling above them, where they both pictured either Lord Námo, Cambasion, or another of the Maia, listening. The silence remained unbroken.




“I wonder if my grandfather or my father knew of this?” He thought for a minute then added “Perhaps as well that I do not think my father did, or he would surely have added the other worlds to his oath.” 




Spike smiled.




“And the young woman has said that, having spent time living in both worlds, she does not think they are different planets but, rather, different versions within the same physical space. What was the phrase you used to describe what separates us? ‘Time and relative dimensions in space’?”




He wondered why Spike was trying to suppress a laugh at this point. He was pretty sure he had remembered the phrase correctly.




“Which leads me to wonder whether the One who we learn created the world created the worlds, in the plural, or is he not actually One all powerful, but one of many, each for a different version?”




“Whoa! We are getting into deep philosophy here, Maedhros, mate,” Spike answered.




“It is relevant to my question, though.”




“Which question?”




“Why you do not seem to listen to the reasons you give for me to feel that I have balanced the kin-slaying and the swearing of the oath, by fighting against Morgoth, and apply them to yourself.”




There was another long pause. Spike answered, eventually. “I am going to have to think about both questions for a while mate. I mean I guess we could just ask His Lordship about the oneness of the almighty….”




Another silence.




He continued, “But I guess he wants us to figure it out. Or maybe he’s never thought to ask, eh?




“So, yeah, I need to think about it. But don’t go just yet—fancy a pizza? Pepperoni deep crust? And send it in the box, guys, I don’t feel like knives, forks and a side salad right now!”




There was a soft ‘thunk’ and a large flat box, made out of the thick paper-like fabric that Spike called ‘cardboard’, dropped gently onto the table. 




‘If I ever do leave here,’ Maedhros thought, ‘I am going to have to experiment with making pizza…’







Spike was contemplating food. He had been contemplating theology but right now he was contemplating food. More specifically the plate of bacon and eggs in front of him; he had wondered about kedgeree, but decided to leave that for another time. He was, though, definitely going to have freshly buttered toast with marmalade when he finished the bacon and eggs.




It was the breakfast of his youth, although he had decided against feeling as though he was eating it in the formal breakfast room of his parents’ house. Thoughts of his mother were still difficult even though he knew those final memories were demonic. He must ask Maedhros about his mother sometime; he had mainly focused on his father. 




He thought about the taste of the bacon; salty, savoury. In some ways he could be happy staying here in this non-place for ever; he was pretty sure that, if he left it to live in the world outside, it would be difficult to get a pizza delivered, or hear all his favourite music as if he shared his room with a smart speaker. And, after years as a vampire, it was a genuine pleasure to actually taste food properly. 




Even foods he had only ever eaten as a vampire now tasted… well properly tasty. It had occurred to him, at some point after he arrived here, that if foodstuffs were completely produced from his memory the ‘modern’ stuff should be bland and tasteless, despite knowing that it should have more flavour than he had ever experienced. But he was pretty sure that they actually tasted as they would have done to Buffy and others.




Goodness knows how much time he had spent experimenting by asking for different things, and trying to decide if they tasted right, before he had asked Cambasion about it over a glass of coke one night.




“His Lordship knows everything about your time sharing your hröa with the demon, and realised that your memory of tastes of that time was muted, but you craved the reality of those flavours,” he said. “And as long as you know what the ingredients were we can do the equivalent of creating the dish from scratch.




“Pizza for example; a yeast dough with a layer of cooked tomato, oregano, cheeses whose texture you know, then the elements that added extra flavour; the ones you chose because even your damaged hröa could get a muffled sense of them. We simply took that muffled sense and amplified it.” He smiled. 




“We do have hot peppers, and spices, in our world and so it was possible to even work out how muffled your taste-buds had been. This has helped us to create other things, such as this beverage. It has been an interesting task and I, for one, have enjoyed these new dishes a great deal.”




There were, however, limits to the pleasures available and staying here for all eternity might get boring after a while. Maedhros told him that he had, on occasions, sought out his brothers, or comrades who had fought and fallen at his side. Spike wondered if that had included any females and if it meant you could still have a good shag or, what was it Dawnie had called it? Being ‘swayed by the desires of the body’. Maedhros had answered that there were certainly ellyth here; some had been reunited by death with their partners, but he was not aware of anyone joining with another, neither male nor female.




At least that last phrase had given Spike something to ponder for a while as it occurred to him that Maedhros had been somewhat diffident, when asked about his own partner at one point, saying only that he had not been formally wed. He must ask him, sometime, about how the elves saw gay relationships just to see what his reaction was.




Actually, Spike realised that he really had no great urge for sex anyway, probably because this body wasn’t really as solid as it looked and felt, it was probably the same for everyone here, hence Maedhros’ comment that no-one ‘joined’. But he did envy Maedhros being able to talk over shared memories with others. He missed being able to reminisce about things with people who were there, or even just discussing old television programmes, or books they might have both read. 




He couldn’t even re-watch or re-read anything; a screen showing what he could remember of an old film or TV programme actually was a possibility—but it would only be what he remembered and, he had to admit, he was not word perfect nor could he remember everything visually even from a single episode of something. And books; there was no point in asking for a fondly remembered book because, again, all there was to go on was what he remembered of it himself. He had asked, once, for a copy of The Complete Works of Shakespeare as he thought that might keep him going for a while, only for Lord Námo himself to explain that it was possible to reproduce the cover that Spike remembered, but inside it would be mainly blank.




It was, probably, only quite recently that it occurred to him to ask if he could have copies of books from this world to read. That request had been met with nods of approval, the sort you got from nanny, or your tutor, when you asked a clever question or gave a good answer. He really was not sure whether the books he now owned had been translated into English and written in the Latin alphabet, or if he was reading the actual Elvish in the original script, just as he was not really sure exactly how he conversed with Maedhros, or anyone else here, just that he did. 




The books were mainly histories; the elves didn’t seem big on fiction, and he was glad that he had learnt some of this stuff from Maedhros, who had actually been there and given him first-hand accounts, as he had a feeling that some of these written accounts might be rather biased. Maybe, sometime, he would ask if he could have books written by the men, or the dwarves, or the little guys Niblet had mentioned… hobbits.




But in the meantime he was back to the questions of theology. He asked for a copy of the elves Holy Book; well, that of the Noldorin Elves, as he did know there were different elvish races, just as there were different human ones back home and they almost all had different scripture. Except that Cambasion explained that there was no Holy Book, no written scripture. That was a bit of a bugger.




He thought of asking for a copy of The Bible, but it would only have the cover and then a lot of blank pages with the odd sentence here and there that he remembered. However, he thought he might remember enough relevant stuff, although it would have been more useful if he could confirm the accuracy of those memories, and there was something similar in this world for comparison. 




Presumably there was no Holy Writ here because the Valar seemed a bit more ‘hands-on’ than the angels and archangels, not to mention the mysterious Powers-that-be, of Earth. 




He pondered the idea of ‘Earth’. Giles had once said that it was likely that almost every sentient life form regarded its home plane or planet as ‘Earth’ with a capital E, although, he had admitted, that might simply be the way it was always translated. Spike was sure that, both when Radagast had cast his spell on that memorable occasion back in the past,fn1 and when he spoke to those around him here, the word they used was always Arda even though everything else was always in English, at least to his ears. Too late to ever be able to point that out to Giles, now. 




He was, he thought, getting very efficient at procrastinating.




He shook himself. He had notepaper, ink and a pen (good thing that he had learnt to write as a Victorian schoolboy, he had thought, when he first asked for such a thing and received a nib pen and ink well), and decided he needed to get his thoughts onto paper before further discussion with Maedhros. 







“How is your unusual guest?” Manwë asked, not for the first time. “Do you feel the time will come when he leaves your halls, brother? Or might you keep your word that he might fulfil his promise to look after Tindómë ‘until the end of the world’ only by releasing him to fight at her side at the Dagor Dagorlath?”




“He is well,” Námo answered. “I do not see him as a danger to Aman should I release him. But he is still coming to terms with the things that happened in the other world and, to be honest, he is also most helpful in helping Nelyafinwë Maitimo come to terms with his life as well. Although currently they are discussing theology.”




Manwë nodded but did not say anything. 




Námo sipped his wine and then continued. “Vairë can see his thread beginning to weave into the fabric of time. Although, she tells me, it may not be in quite the way that our Key expects. Of course she cannot tell me more, in case I say or do anything to affect the future because I know what is woven. But what she sees appears to please her rather than otherwise.”




“Well that is good to know,” his brother said, with a slight smile, and the conversation moved to other things.







This time they were in Maedhros’ space. Spike was never sure if there were defined walls as such or whether, beyond the lit area, there was nothing, or something undefined. But this was certainly Maedhros’ space. The chairs were elegantly fashioned from metal, padded with deeply coloured velvets, and there was a matching table with a glass top, where they currently sat eating some sort of game pie with roasted vegetables, accompanied by a very good red wine in beautiful glasses.




“So, friend Spike, what do we think? One God over all dimensions, or one god per dimension?”




Spike was hoping they had come to the same conclusion, and was tempted to say “You first!” But decided not to. 




“One, I think. Because I prefer not to think of an ultimate being who is not necessarily ultimate, and tells lies.”




“I concur,” said his host. “As it is clear that Morgoth knew there were other worlds, as did the rest of the Valar.” 




He paused, but if Lord Námo was around he wasn’t letting on. 




“Otherwise there would have been no need for The Key. And, if the Valar knew of the other worlds, so must The One. And, like you, I prefer to think he was not lying!”




“I thought for a while about why you felt it is important that when we were told there is only One it was true,” Spike said, slowly. “I wonder if I have come to the right conclusion. In my world there is written scripture—I was taught it was dictated by God to his prophets. And if it’s the same God then I can see the rules applying in both places.”




Maedhros nodded. 




“So you feel as if you can never be forgiven by the Valar, your family, Elvenkind in general, because you did what is described in our scripture as ‘Taking the name of the Lord in vain’?”




“I am not sure,” Maedhros answered, “that it is purely a matter of forgiveness. You did not make such an oath and so you should accept that, despite not being in full command of your own hröa, you fought against Morgoth and his minions in your world and have nothing to be guilty about, even though you will probably always have regrets.




“But I swore that oath; even if, as you have pointed out, the wording may have been less precise than is commonly believed, I do remember it including Eru’s name, and pursuing the silmarils until the end of time. And if Eru did not lie, and he is the same God no matter which world we are from, then it remains true that such an oath is binding, which is why we should never take The Name in vain.




“And so it is not safe for me to leave this place, nor my brothers who swore the same oath, for we would have to pursue the quest and cause bloodshed in Aman, for we know Eärendil has a silmaril. And we would be forced, by the oath, to also try to recover the one my brother threw into the sea, and determine whether the one I tried to destroy in the fiery pit still exists…”




Spike said nothing for some time as he considered his answer. He had thought more about Maedhros feeling that his behaviour was unforgiveable because of the bloodshed caused by that oath, and the ‘sin’ of swearing it in the first place, than about possible ramifications if Maedhros were to leave Mandos.




He knew a little about Eärendil. He remembered Niblet being amused at the idea that her friends, those black-haired twins, believing that their grandfather was a star in the sky, sailing a ship with a fancy, light-up, jewel on his head. But when Maedhros had told him about the silmarils, he had confirmed that there was definitely some truth in this; the jewel was in the possession of the twins’ grandfather, and the Valar were happy with that.




“Okay,” he said after a while. “I’m with you now, mate. I can see where you are coming from—I mean I can understand why you feel you are carrying too big a burden to feel as if you can be ‘born again’ or whatever the phrase is. And your brothers…?”




“I am the eldest and pursued the quest longest of all who are here, despite knowing it had been wrong to take such an oath. They have accepted my reasoning and agree, for the sake of those who we would be compelled to fight, that we must remain here.”




Spike looked deeply into the wine glass. As the contents caught the light he was reminded of blood. Blood drunk from a similar glass, from a mug, on Weetabix… or straight from the neck of the victim, still pulsing out until their heart realised the situation was hopeless. And yet Maedhros believed he, Spike, should be free to go and live in the outside world, see the stars, feel the sun, see Dawnie… but not himself.




Tough one.




Fortunately, here, there was no sense of time or urgency and so he may have been considering the problem for only minutes or it may have been a week—who knew? But eventually he pulled his thoughts together.




“Two things Maedhros. I was taught that ‘God forgives all those who truly repent’. I’m not sure if he would be forgiving you for making the oath, or for breaking it if you stopped chasing the shiny things, but I can remember something like ‘You are forgiven, go and sin no more.’ I reckon you obviously repent and so it should be fine for you to promise, or make an oath without using God’s name, to give up the pursuit without any casting into the outer darkness or whatever.




“And if God is willing to let bygones be bygones, as they say, The Valar can hardly complain; they can just reconsider their Doom statement.”




Although Maedhros didn’t look much happier at this, he did seem to be taking it seriously.




“And the second thing…”




“I thought those were the two things,” he interjected.




“Nope. Just one of them. So—the second thing. The well thought out and poetic version of the oath mentions, what was it… whoever “ ‘hideth or hoardeth, or in hand taketh, finding keepeth or afar casteth a Silmaril…’ 



Even if the spur of the moment wording was similar it wouldn’t include yourselves, would it? Once you have taken possession of one of your Dad’s shiny things you can do what you like with it? So you and your brother had two of them and then ‘in hand tooketh’ and ‘afar casted’ them. Your decision as one of Fëanor’s kin, absolutely your right, and so those two are out of the game. Yeah?”




Maedhros looked quite shocked at this interpretation. He was clearly turning it over in his mind.




“Yes,” he finally said. “We decided their fate when we did those things. I think you are right. Even if the Valar know those silmarils to still be intact somewhere, we have given them the right to decide their ultimate fate!”




Not unexpectedly there was no reply from whoever was watching and listening, but they would know, immediately, that Nelyafinwë Maitimo of the House of Fëanor had accepted that he no longer had to pursue those two, even if he still felt duty bound to keep his oath.




“Still on the second thing,” Spike continued, “If I understand both you and the things I’ve read correctly, the guy who has the third one doesn’t spend all his time floating about in the upper atmosphere but has a home somewhere, yes?”




“Ye…s.”




“Right. And if you got hold of the one he has, you could choose what to do with it as well?”




“Yes. If Lord Námo decided my brothers and I were able to leave, I would be the most senior member of my house alive. And the oath did say the rightful owners were the house of Fëanor, not purely my father himself.”




“S’easy then, mate.” He paused for effect.




“You explain the problem to Starman, and ask if he will give it to you, either physically or metaphorically, and you then hand it back to him freely as a gift. Job done.”




Maedhros looked stunned. And speechless.




Somewhere inside his head Spike heard the voice of Lord Námo. “In your own words, bloody hell! That would certainly mean the oath was fulfilled. I leave you to decide for yourselves whether repentance leads to forgiveness… but I think you know the answer in your hearts.”







fn1. In Return of The Key and You Gotta Have Faith.




Leaving the Greenwood

or The Last Fleet
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When the message arrived from Círdan, to say that the fleet of ships would be waiting whenever Thranduil and his people were ready to sail, it took only a matter of weeks to complete all the preparations that had been put into place during the past four years or so.




Much of the packing was already done, decisions already made as to what would be taken and what left behind.  Already most of those who had chosen to remain in Eryn Lasgalen had simply melted into the forest; only a handful of those who would stay remained close to the stronghold, to empty it completely when the cavalcade left, and allow nature to reclaim it.  




He had wished them all farewell on that last progress through the Great Greenwood with Ardoron and his focus was, now, all on what lay ahead.




This would certainly be no sorrowful procession sadly looking back at what they were leaving.  He had come to this great forest as a young warrior in his Adar’s entourage; they had travelled from Lindon with no sure destination, and no idea of what sort of welcome they might find.  But this time, thanks to the young elleth who would in time, he was sure, become his law-daughter, he knew that there were vast forests waiting; he could almost hear them calling out to his fëa from over the Sundering Sea.  




And, also thanks to Ithilienne, he knew that not only had Haldirin been right, that his beloved had not remained here in Eryn Lasgalen as one of the houseless, but that she was whole, and well, and waiting for him on the other side of the Sundering Sea.  Soon he would feel her fëa touching his again and the part of him that had remained empty for yeni would be filled. 




Those who had travelled with messages to and from The Grey Havens had said that many of the mortals they met along the way had turned aside and hardly spoke. They were not sure whether the men even realised that these travellers were elves.




But he was the last Elven King to leave Middle Earth and he was determined that his progress, and that of his people, would be remembered by all those mortals who witnessed it.  There would be no doubt as to who they were, and those who did witness it would pass the story down to their children, and their children’s children, until it became a legend.  




They left at dawn, some walking and some on horse-back.  Thranduil rode at the head of the column, bejewelled hair topped with a crown of leaves, and wearing a cloak embroidered with gold over a tunic so decorated that it twinkled in the early morning light.  Beside him his son and law-daughter matched his splendour, and above his head flew the standard of his house. Behind him all his folk were also dressed in their finest clothes, the horses tack shone, and all the warriors had bows and quivers on show, with swords at their side, or knives on their backs.




The first day they rode through the Greenwood and some of those who had chosen to remain came to wish them well, as they passed, then faded back into the forest.  By the first night they were still within the trees, but there were no longer any villages this far from the heart of the forest, and it was as if the trees hardly noticed their presence.  As the next day wore on the trees thinned out, and on the third day they reached the first of the villages that the mortals had built in the fringe of the Greenwood.




These villagers, of course, were aware of the elves living in the heart of the forest, and word of such a large number approaching had reached the village ahead of them.  The village elders stood together at the edge of the road, others just behind them.  They made no attempt to stop the procession but, as Thranduil drew level, the elders each put a hand to their heart and the head man said “Farewell, and good speed, your majesty.”




Thranduil nodded his thanks and the elves continued to go forward, looking straight ahead.




This was the last village where they received such a greeting.




It was, by no means, the only village they passed through as they travelled.  Each day they would travel for nine or ten hours, with a rest stop in the middle of the day, and set up camp (to a greater or lesser extent depending on the weather) each evening.  




Where the road passed through a mortal settlement it sometimes seemed as if everyone stopped what they were doing and stood and stared.  As they should, in Thranduil’s opinion.  But sometimes he could see children being called indoors by their mothers, and only the menfolk standing outdoors, often with a weapon of some sort at hand.  He wondered just what life was now like, away from Eryn Lasgalen.




They carried supplies with them, of course, and some of the warriors would hunt, or fish, whenever circumstances allowed.  To augment these they began to develop a system whereby, as the main cavalcade passed through a village or small town where the inhabitants simply stood and watched them pass without seeming to be ready to fight if required, a group of around ten would peel off near the end.  These elves would then ask if they could buy provisions.  As they carried coins, and even gems, to pay, usually a deal could be made.  




If the inhabitants looked as if they expected to be attacked, the elves simply proceeded through the place, apparently ignoring them completely and staring straight ahead.




The journey took its toll.   They tried to find wooded areas to spend their nights, but they could no longer refresh their fëar from the contact, for all the trees now seemed as if they were so deeply asleep that they would never awaken, and showed no sign that they recognised the presence of wood elves.  It was not just the trees but, rather, it felt as if the land itself had decided that the Time of the Elves was past; not even the rivers sang songs they knew.  




The journey through the Misty Mountains came almost as a relief, for the land here had never really spoken to them.  They passed the road that would have taken them to Imladris, but chose not to follow it even though Thranduil knew the buildings were still in good repair, as it was but three years since the last elves left the hidden valley, and it was likely that the Dúnedain who lived there would have been happy to let them pause for a while.  Better, he decided, to carry on.




They skirted the edge of The Shire.  It was a respite of sorts — as if something of the hobbits kept their land a little more aware, for here the trees did at least whisper and, as they made camp one evening a group of hobbits appeared and approached them.  




Elven hearing meant that Thranduil, and others, were amused to know this was a form of ‘dare’ to prove to others that the elves really existed.   Those hobbits returned, at dawn, to their friends and families with elven-made knives and trinkets, traded for fresh vegetables, and the memories of soft singing.  At least, here, thought Thranduil, the last journey of The Elven King would enter into folklore!




It took sheer will-power or, as Ardoron later told his brother, sheer bloody mindedness for Thranduil and, by extension, those around him, to put on their formal robes each day.  But put them on they did, and road straight backed and expressionless.  And the warriors wore their cloaks and carried their bows as they escorted their whole community on the long weary road.




Finally a day came when, just as even Thranduil felt as if he could hardly summons the energy to mount his horse, they were hailed by a group of six riders — elves!  Elves who had been awaiting their arrival at this point of the journey.  Telerin elves from Mithlond.




Being met by the Falathrim lifted the fëar of the whole party a little and, as the last few days of the journey brought them closer to Mithlond, they began to feel the land respond to them.  Although it was not their connection to the Greenwood, at least they felt their passing through was acknowledged.




The mortals, too, came to watch them pass through the settlements along the way, and even offered gifts of bread, fruit, or spring water.




“They know,” one of their Falathrim escorts said, “that you are the last great elven king, and here they have not yet forgotten the part played by the edhel in ridding Middle Earth of much evil.”




The wind blew in from the sea on the last day of their long trek.  Although they were not sea elves, nor had any of these travellers felt the sea-longing that has so affected Legolas and, to a lesser extent, Rhîwen, there was a feeling that the sea, too, recognised their presence.  




As they approached it, Mithlond felt rather like the Greenwood inasmuch as it had once held many more elves than it did now.  As they had ridden in they had first encountered grass covered mounds that were all that remained of what had been homes. Next came walls still showing traces of arched doorways and windows, then came intact buildings that were silent with gardens being reclaimed by nature, before they reached those buildings near the harbour which were still well-kept homes and work areas.  On the other side of The Gulf of Luin the sister settlement to this one was already completely empty.




 Thranduil thought, as they were met by Círdan, that on the whole his folk looked to have survived the journey well, despite the land they had crossed feeling so alien and unwelcoming.  




Had he been party to Círdan’s thoughts when he first saw them Thranduil might have been shocked to find the great shipwright thinking how weary they all looked, how drawn and, somehow, diminished.  But this did not surprise him.  He had seen elves arrive in much worse condition.  Neither was he surprised to learn that Thranduil, his family, and his close advisors, had worn their formal robes and the crown, or circlets, for the whole journey, or that every one of the woodland folk had made the journey dressed in their best clothes, the warriors all armed.




‘No-one who has seen them’, Círdan thought, ‘will forget that they once saw the last of the Elven Kings, as he led his people away from the bounds of Middle Earth for ever.’







There was a surprising amount of organisation required before the ships would finally sail.  Or an unsurprising amount, Thranduil thought, knowing the amount it had taken to get all the woodland people here.  The people of the Greenwood needed somewhere to stay, food, and to bathe themselves and wash their clothes.




Thranduil and his family were invited to stay in Círdan’s own home, some of the others were invited into other homes, and there was a large building that was designed to be used as a hostel for those awaiting a ship.  Last used by the Imladrim it was dry and clean.  The rest of the people of the Greenwood then made camp.  




Just outside the harbour the ships floated.  Thranduil had known about the ships in theory but had never seen one before.  Now there were over a dozen of them — truly an impressive fleet.




“Now that you are here,” Círdan said, “We can begin to properly allocate space, and finish the provisioning.  We have already put barrels of apples, and dried meal, aboard, also some smoked fish.  And we also have a store of lembas.  Now to add fresh berries, eggs, and fresh water.”




“How long do we expect the journey across the sea to take?”  Thranduil asked.




“It usually takes around two sennight, sometimes a little more, sometimes a little less,” Círdan replied.




“Not that I doubt you,” Thranduil said, “but how do you know, as it is a voyage from which there is no return?”




“Over the ages,” came the reply, “if all the crews had only sailed once, and not returned, we would have emptied the Havens completely a long time ago.  Some of my sailors remained on the far shores on most voyages, sometimes because they had family there; sometimes, in more recent yeni, their families have sailed with them.  But almost always some of the crew would remain on board, often not even taking the ship any further than Tol Eressëa, and so they did not set foot in the Blessed Realm and could return here with their vessel.




“They tell me that the transition between the straight road and the open sea requires skilled seamanship when returning but, you will be glad to know, that it is much smoother when sailing West!”  




“So…”  Thranduil almost stuttered on his words, “you are telling me we could have had news from those who had already sailed — but nobody ever told us?”




“My sailors could bring nothing on board if they wished to return to Middle Earth, not even fresh provisions.  But at least I always knew that the ships had reached their far port.  And now and again, I know, one of the Teleri would break the rules by standing at the dockside shouting things like “Tell Berilion his daughter has a fine son.”  But, since the vessel left that carried Mithrandir, Elrond, Galadriel and the two ring-bearers, none of my vessels have returned; all those you see at anchor have been built over the past few years, once we knew your people were ready to make the crossing.  And so, in the past few centuries, we have had no news at all.”




Thranduil decided to say no more.  He had no intention of telling the Shipwright that he had received news, by a very different means, of his wife, his father, and even of the land that awaited him and those who sailed with him.




Each of the ships could take a hundred or so passengers and crew in relative comfort; more, although more crowded, if needed.  There would be no worries about getting both the Wood Elves and the remaining residents of Mithlond on board, with plenty of space in the deep holds for luggage — and stabling for some of the horses on three of the vessels.




They had known, from the long letters the messengers had carried between Thranduil and Círdan before they left Eryn Lasgalen, that not all the horses would be able to sail.  And so which of them would come aboard had already been decided, mainly on their bloodlines and temperament, one or two simply because they were so beloved.  There were no worries about those who would remain.  




From the day Círdan first knew that the people of Eryn Lasgalen would sail, and that this was the signal for his own people to finally leave Mithlond, plans were carefully put into place.  The mortals who lived and worked closely with the sea elves would take the horses.  They would also take over the shipyard, to build and repair their own vessels.  In return their leaders had pledged that they would pass on, from generation to generation, a solemn guarantee; should any elves arrive at The Havens they must be provided with a craft of suitable size, taught how to sail it, and be fully provisioned for at least a month at sea. 




Thranduil did not think it likely that any more of the wood elves would arrive, but there may well be one or two other stragglers.  He asked Círdan how many generations might there be before the commission was forgotten.  




“Less than ten,” the Shipwright replied, “but it is at least something.”







Once everyone knew which ship they would sail on, the first two began to load both passengers and their possessions. Círdan was not surprised to see some of the wood elves carefully stowing bundles of carved wood.  Although the Imladrim had not brought theirs, being from a somewhat different tradition, he knew from the many Galadhrim who had passed through The Havens over the years, that these were the marital beds, so carefully carved by the ellyn, and a statement that they would find a new home in the lands of the west, where they would reassemble them.  He might have been surprised, though, had he known what was contained in an ornate chest bearing the great tree crest of Thranduil’s House.  Not jewels or precious metals, but a large log of oak, slightly burnt.  The first ceremonial fire in the West would start with the spirit of the last one Thranduil had lit in Eryn Lasgalen.




As each pair of vessels was ready to sail, they left the quayside and anchored offshore.  So, over a couple of days every ship was full but the final one.  Not only had Círdan overseen all the others being loaded, but Thranduil, with his son and law-daughter, had personally spoken to each of his own folk as they had walked up the gangplank of each ship.




Now, Ardoron and Vaniel took their place on the deck of the last ship, the last of the sailors were aboard, and Círdan and Thranduil took their last few steps in Middle Earth and walked up and onto the deck.  The gangplank was pulled up behind them, the last rope holding the ship to the quay was cast off and, from the topmast and the stern flagstaff, the breeze gently blew the banners of both Mithlond and Eryn Lasgalen out so that they could be clearly seen.




The other ships were no longer at anchor but waiting.  The ship bearing the leaders of the two peoples made its way between them all until it led the fleet — and then as every ship set the sails, the fleet began to leave the Gulf of Luin behind.







It was an odd sensation, Thranduil thought.  Not the movement of the ship under his feet, which was not unpleasant once you got the rhythm of it, but the knowledge that you were powerless.  Where and how the ship sailed was entirely up to Círdan, his sailors, and Ulmo.  




Once away from land, the sea had very quickly become a vast, endless, vista of blue-grey and white, touching the sky at the horizon all around the fleet.  Without the sun by day, and the stars by night, Thranduil would have had no idea whether they sailed north, south, east or west, or constantly sailed around in a circle that might last for ever.  The vast expanse of sea had been unchanged now for seven days, but progress was steadily west, and there had been enough wind to fill the sails, but no storms.




Perhaps, he thought, there is a lot to be said for sailing in ships commanded by Círdan.  Ulmo might have decided to toy with we who had taken so long to finally brave the crossing of his great domain, but could hardly keep the ellon who had spent his life dedicated to the sea from making landfall on the other shore.




There was not a lot to do but watch the sea and think.  Some of the warriors took turns, with the sea elves, to climb the rigging and scan the sea around them to make sure the fleet was all in view; and simple messages were relayed between ships by use of flags, more easily seen from higher up.  But once away from land there was nothing else to see from there but sea, and so most of those on board stayed on the deck, or down below.  




Looking around him he could see a couple of ellyn whittling pieces of wood, which would no doubt become mementos of the journey, a small group of ellyth sewing as they talked, and two more ellyn peeling vegetables from the stores in the hold.  Others were, like himself, simply watching the sea, and the clouds above.




Círdan came and stood beside him.  “A good crossing so far,” he said.  “And with the following wind we should make the straight way within the next two days.  And after that we should make landfall within another two or three days.”  He paused then added, “It will be good to see my family.”




Thranduil nodded but gave his companion a questioning look.  He had never thought of the Shipwright having, or not having, a family.




“My wife sailed with Lady Celebrían,” Círdan said.  “Ulmo had sent word that she would be needed.  She has a presence that can strengthen badly damaged fëa.   My elder son captained the ship that bore the Ring Bearers west, my other son was in the crew.”




“We both, then, have reunions awaiting us.  You have my thanks for waiting for yours until I was, finally, drawn to mine.”




Círdan nodded in acknowledgement, and they stood together watching the waves, in companionable silence.







Out to the West, on the far shore of the Sundering Sea, there were many elves going about their day to day lives, and a number who were already feeling the pull to get to the quayside.  




Legolas woke one morning feeling restless.  It was, he realised, very like the strange feeling that he should be somewhere in the days before he was reunited with his naneth.  




“I think Adar is on his way,” he said to Ithilienne who was just waking.  “I wonder how long before he arrives?”




“I could try to reach him along the dream paths and ask,” she said.  “But it might take a few tries before I catch him asleep on board the ship, and he may not know the answer anyway.    Perhaps you should ask Naneth if she can ask Lady Uinen; she has spoken to her before.”




“It is probably enough to know that he is somewhere between here and Mithlond,” Legolas decided.  “I will go to my naneth; she must feel the same, but she might not know why.”




But he soon realised there was no need to tell her.  As soon as she saw him, his naneth said, “They are coming!  Thranduil and Ardoron are coming.  I woke a few hours ago and simply knew.”




And in a matter of hours, Rhîwen and Cîrdoron also confirmed that they thought their parents and grandfather were on the way.  They were not the only ones to feel this, of course, for over the next few days wood elves began arriving from many of their small settlements that were within a seven day walk of Alqualondë.  Telerin elves also began to crowd the harbour of Alqualondë, in fishing boats and other small vessels, and it was clear that relatives of so many of the Falathrim were buoyed up with the same sense of ‘knowing’, that whatever ship or, more likely, ships were approaching must surely be the last, for there could be no-one left in Mithlond at all.




If Master Elrond and Lady Celebrían had been required to do a good deal of organisation when the twins and all the other remaining elven inhabitants of Imladris arrived, the organisation required to cope with what was likely, by the number of families that were gathering, to be hundreds of immigrants arriving, was a whole magnitude greater.  But since the Elrondionath had delivered the letters from Thranduil to say he had decided to sail, there had been planning meetings between Legolas, his naneth, and King Olwë, who seemed to be relishing the challenge.




A wing of his palace was to be given over completely to the Royal family of Eryn Lasgalen, and King Thranduil’s senior advisors, for as long as it was required. 




Those new arrivals who were met by family, be they wood elves or sea elves, would almost certainly then be welcomed into the homes of those relatives, at least in the short term.  This should cover quite a number of those from Mithlond and, for any other of Círdan’s people, a whole new village had been constructed a little to the north of Alqualondë, where an inlet could be developed into a harbour, and there was plenty of room for expansion as the various families sorted themselves out.




It was difficult to predict how many of the wood elves this would leave in need of accommodation, but some of the houses that had been made available to the Ithilrim when they had arrived were now empty, or underoccupied, as some had already moved inland, like Orophin and Lithôniel, or Galanthir with his parents and sister.  Some of the wood elves without relatives at the quayside would certainly travel with friends to the current settlements inland or up the coast, from where they would probably then move to the new lands.  And there was no reason for others not to remain for a while on the ships, where there would then be space for them to spread out.




Now to wait.







When the fleet passed from the seas of Middle Earth onto what was called The Straight Road there was a strange few minutes when the flag ship of the fleet, carrying Thranduil who was on deck enjoying the gentle sounds of night, sailed into a bank of mist so thick that he could no longer see the moon or stars above, nor the other ships behind.  Within a few minutes the mist dissipated as quickly as it had appeared, but the stars looked subtly different, and there was no sign of the other vessels.




Círdan stood on the fo’castle, and gestured for Thranduil to join him.  He seemed totally unperturbed, which was reassuring, and explained that they were now past the point of (at least according to legend) no return.  As the ship sailed steadily forwards the other ships appeared one by one in place behind them and, in front, the moonlight reflecting on the water was scattered by sprays of luminescent droplets as creatures, that Círdan named as dolphins, leapt in and out of the water as they rode along the bow wave.




“I think,” said Cirdan, “that we are welcome…”




Three days later, just before dawn, a sailor knocked on the door of Thranduil’s cabin.




“Aran Thranduil, Master Círdan says we are well past Tol Eressëa and will reach Alqualondë by mid-morning, for we have a following wind and the tide is with us.”




“Thank you,” Thranduil said calmly.  “Please inform my son if he is not already on deck.  I will join him there.”




He took his formal robes from the trunk where they had lain during the voyage, and secured the crown firmly on his head.   




As he made his way up to the open deck he would have seemed, to all those around him, both calm and controlled.  But he was not, for he had already known, before that knock on the door, that the voyage was almost over.  That the long, long, years of being without part of his very fëa were almost over; for he could feel, somewhere deep inside, the faintest awareness of joy, of longing, of anticipation, that he knew were not his — but Ferveren’s.







Tindómë awoke at her own time of day and was aware of a gathering sense of excitement in the air.  The couple from Eryn Lasgalen, invited to stay in Orophin and Lithôniel’s room when they arrived in Alqualondë a few days before, were acting like elflings at mid-winter and the voices of others, outside, sounded as if they too wanted to be there, and do that, but were not exactly sure where and what ‘that’ was.




She looked at Rumil.  “I will wager you that, although the sun is beginning to rise and Vingilótë is coming to dock from a clear sky, the mist will fall soon,” she said.




He smiled.  “Not a wager I will make with you, meleth, for I am sure you are right.”




“We will go,” she said.  “We promised to be there for Legolas, and Haldirin and Ithilienne will want to be there for him, and for Rhîwen, too.  But we will stay back, as there is no need for us to be there to support them in case they find that their family has stayed behind.  We know Aran Thranduil, Ardoron, and Vaniel are on board one of the ships that must be approaching.”




She was right about the mist.




She was wrong about staying back.  Legolas arrived not long after the arrival offshore of the mist that always seemed to hide the incoming vessels from Ennor until they were no more than an hour away from docking.  




“Of course you must all stand with Naneth, Cîrdoron, Rhîwen and I.  You are my small sister, my only family here until Naneth left The Halls.  And Ithilienne is… well without her, Adar might never have sailed.” 




Tindómë could feel Rumil smiling at that.  ‘He is right, of course,’ he said to her silently, ‘And one day he will admit out loud that they will eventually be soul-bound!’




So now they stood in what Tindómë still thought of as pole position, although she had given up trying to explain ‘why’ to anyone else.




Lady Ferveren, or more correctly Queen Ferveren, stood between Legolas on one side and Rhîwen and Cîrdoron on the other.  Tindómë stood beside Legolas, with Rumil, Ithilienne and Haldirin beside her.  And in front of them the mists parted and they could see a ship less than half a mile away. 




The mist dissipated completely as the vessel approached and a whole fleet of other ships came into sight a little behind that first one.  But the eyes of all their small group were on that leading vessel, for at the bow stood Thranduil; not just Thranduil but King Thranduil, robes and crown catching the sunlight.  And Tindómë knew it was taking his queen a great deal of effort not to run down to the edge of the quayside and begin to swim.







As the mist lifted the harbour of Alqualondë came into sight.  Very like Mithlond must have looked at its peak, Thranduil thought, and he realised the whole area was crowded with people.  Somehow, he had not expected that.




He had planned to disembark first, almost certainly be greeted by some port official, and he would wait at the quayside to see all his people onto dry land. Word would be sent to Legolas, who doubtless knew his way around here by now, so that they could make sure his people had accommodation whilst plans were drawn up to go to the new forests that awaited them.  Then he would set off to find Ferveren, as their bond would draw him to her even without any help from Legolas.




Instead, he could see her, family beside her, surrounded by what seemed to be hundreds of others watching the ships come in.  He felt as if his fëa was thawing in her warmth after it had been frozen for so long, and he had an urge to jump over the ship’s rail and swim to her.




Common sense prevailed.  He could see other known faces amongst the crowd, when he could draw his eyes away from his wife, and there must be others on board feeling the same pull as he did. Throwing himself into the sea would not be a good example.




As they got closer and closer he realised, however, that he would not be able to simply greet his wife decorously and then wait to see the other vessels dock.   If she was really as she had been before her death, flesh and blood, then once they touched their fëar would soar together, and he would not be able to think of anything but her.  He would want to spend days re-establishing their bond and making sure, inch by inch, that this new hröa was exactly the same as her first one… 




He quickly passed the task of caring for all those who had travelled this far with him to Ardoron, who smiled knowingly and agreed, saying that he was sure that Legolas would be happy to help. 







The ship was speedily tied up, and a gangway put into place, and Tindómë smiled as she watched Aran Thranduil descend it. He did not quite run, but to class his pace as dignified would have been stretching the truth, she thought.  Legolas was holding his naneth’s arm, not to hold her back but as support; now that her husband was really here, she looked almost as if she might faint.  Then her whole face lit up and, leaving Legolas’s support, she ran.




As the Woodland King and Queen fell into each other’s arms a cheer went up not only from those assembled on the quayside, or waiting on the deck of this first ship, but even from the other vessels now also beginning to dock.




The moment was magical.  Tindómë felt Rumil draw her closer, his fëa wrapping itself around hers, remembering their own reunion when she returned to Middle Earth after she was magically dragged back to Sunnydale against her will.  That had been a sundering of months, not yeni; she could only imagine the strength of the emotions as this pair were reunited.




No-one else came off the ship, nor moved from where they stood still along the harbour side, for what felt like hours but was, Tindómë thought, probably only about three or four minutes.  She realised that she was, already, mentally writing the story of the arrival of the fleet to put into their archives.







Thranduil remembered, somewhat hazily, embracing first Legolas and then Cîrdoron and Rhîwen.  When pushed, he remembered that the family of Legolas’s ‘small sister’ had been present as well.  But in reality, ever afterwards, all he clearly remembered of the hours after he descended the gangway of the ship was the feeling of his wife in his arms, and then the overwhelming flood of emotions, as if a floodgate in his fëa had suddenly opened, as the touch of skin on skin began the process of reestablishing their soul bond.




Somehow they reached the suite of rooms in the palace of King Olwë (Ferveren confirmed, later, that no-one had halted their progress in any way — no formal welcome, no introductions; everyone knew that they would only be fully aware of each other).




He was not sure how long they spent with no company but each other; they relearnt each other’s bodies inch by inch, and spoke their vows out loud to each other, and Eru himself, just as they had when first wed.  Food and wine appeared in the ante-room, they ate and drank haphazardly when it occurred to one or other of them.  Had he been asked he would have admitted that, for the first time in many yeni, he had not though at all about the people of the Greenwood.




In reality it was about a week before they made any move to speak to anyone else.  Then it was to discover that the plans Ferveren, Legolas, and King Olwë had made meant that everything had gone smoothly.  Ardoron and Legolas had personally ensured that every one of those who had travelled with him was reunited with family or friends or accommodated in a house or on board the ships.  The horses were now in paddocks and had found their ‘land legs’, and there were many letters of welcome from those he knew personally, like Elrond, Celeborn and Galadriel, and even Elu Thingol, and also from others he knew of only as names, such as Finarfin (he supposed he would have to get used to ‘Arafinwë’…).  There was a formal welcome from Olwë and his wife, and time spent catching up with all that had happened to Legolas during their time apart. 




Now he stood on a balcony which overlooked not the sea but the hills to the north west.  Somewhere, beyond those hills, beyond the mountains, was his forest.  He could already feel it calling to him, now that the joy of the reunion with Ferveren had settled to a steady background hum of happiness rather than the cacophony it had been at first.




She stood beside him, her head on his shoulder.




Thranduil smiled at her.  “Meleth,” he said, “there is much to be done.  When shall we start — today or tomorrow?”





Elvish Words and Phrases

(Sindarin, unless otherwise noted)



adar: father




adel-bein: beautiful behind—Rumil’s description of Tindómë’s backside




Annarîn: remembrance gift—the name Orophin and Rumil gave to the mare gifted them in Rohan in A Winter Tale




a’ngell-nín: for my pleasure, please




avo nír: don’t cry




bossan: the plant known as the lesser bulrush, and slang for penis




Cambasion: from comforting hand




ceryn: balls




cristhen: shortsword—Galadhrim slang for penis




cumb: mound, mons




Dagor Dagorlath: the battle at the end of the world—Armageddon




daro: stop




Echuir: the season of early spring—February and March




echuio: wake up




eden: new, begun again




edhelfaral: almost elven




elleth, (pl. ellyth): female elf




ellon, (pl. ellyn): male elf




edhel: elves




elo: wow




epessë: nickname, sobriquet




eredh: seed, semen




ernil nín: my prince.




Eryn Lasgalen: the Greenwood—previously known as Mirkwood




estel: hope




fana: bodily form of the Valar or Maiar—that they can, as Gandalf said to Tindómë in Immigrants, ‘put on and take off’




fëa, (pl. fëar): spirit/soul




Ferveren: Joyous Spirit (fer+meren)




Firith: late autumn




flet: wooden platform high in the trees




grond: club, slang for penis




grondithen: little club




gwador, gwethil: sworn brother, sister




gweneth: virginity, maidenhead




gwinig: baby




hannon le: thank you




hervenn: husband




hervess: wife




hîr: lord




hîr nín: my lord




hîril nín: my lady




hithlain: famously strong elven rope




hröa, (pl. hröar): body




huch: vulva




huithant: fucked




huitho: fuck




im si: I’m here




irm im?: where am I?




ithil: moon




lanc: cliff




Iavas: an elven season basically August and September




Laer: Summer




lioar Elbereth: great Elbereth




lirimaer: beautiful one




mae govannen: well met




man carnen?: what happened?




Medifindel: Braid-eater




meleth: love




melethril (f), melethron (m): lover




mellon, (pl. mellyn): friend




muindor-nín: my brother




nadithen: little one




naith: head of an arrow, spear, or penis




nana, naneth: mom, mother




nethig: little sister




Nienna: Lord Namo’s sister, known as the Lady of Tears—grief and mourning are her province, and she teaches pity and endurance




nín: my, mine




ósanwe: speech between minds




pendithen: little one




peredhel: half-elf




Rhîw: Winter




talan: building on a flet




tengwar: elvish alphabet




Tindómë: (Quenya) Dawn, first light of day




tinu: little star




tiro i cherch: mind the teeth




tithen maethor: little warrior—the name given to Tindómë by the twins




tuiw: bud, clitoris




Undómiel: evening star girl




Vairë’s tapestry: Vairë is one of the Valar—she weaves the history of the world




vië: penis




yén (pl. yéni): 144 years


		

yrch: orcs





cover.jpeg





