
Aeglir softly petted the racer pigeon. He stroked her steel gray wings and reached with his fingers around the feathered chest and wings to turn the bird upside down. A little metal urn was fixed to her right leg. He screwed the top open and pulled a tiny piece of parchment out of it. Still holding the bird, he removed the whole urn and placed the animal in a basket, closing the lid so she would not fly away. He put the basket next to the arrows that he just had been fletching.

Aeglir took the two steps to his chair with one quick movement and sat down. He unrolled the parchment and read. 

*The king awaits your service. Meet us at dusk in the conference hall. Take the hidden entrance as usual. Make haste. Galion* 

Lifting his eyebrows and exhaling loudly, Aeglir looked up from the small platform of his outpost. He read the sunlight to determine the time he had left until he would have to be at the king’s side. 

He went to the edge of the platform and whistled a special melody. Instantly birds lifted themselves from the tree branches around his talan. The chirping and singing became intense. Out of the mass of birds a dozen or more jackdaws began to spiral themselves into the skies high above the firs, elms, and beeches.

The trees were less separated than they might have been elsewhere. Their impressive trunks offered warmth to the spirit and Aeglir called this place home, where he spent most of his time alone in thought, when he was not called to duty.

Aeglir had stopped whistling; knowing the message was on it’s way to the hidden palace. He turned and began to count arrows. Once he had the amount he wanted, he put them into the quiver. He shed his clothes and changed quickly into a tunic and tight leggings, which had been made by the great lady elves of the weaving mills. A string of mithril followed one string of silk, which is how they had made the fabrics. Only the best was good enough for the secret warriors of the king.

He descended the tree, but not before having checked the surroundings and, throwing the dark cloak over his shoulders, Aeglir disappeared between the mighty trees, heading to the king.

---

Several stories below the king’s chambers, Mablung threw his head back and laughed out loud over a joke he had been told. His back was sore and he wanted to rest after the weeks he had spent at the barracks training young warriors. He was sitting on his chair, wearing only breeches. The tunic and boots carelessly thrown into a corner, he had only wanted to be with the one he loved.

He also had prepared the large cave behind the waterfall during the last months for the celebrations of initializing young warriors at the winter solstice night. Pulling a mug of tea to his lips, he blew the steam away and motioned with his free hand that he wants his feet rubbed.

The elleth, whom he had wed long time ago, kissed him gently on the forehead before sitting down at the table on which he had rested his feet. Like Mablung she was a survivor of Doriath and they had left the north with King Oropher. Mablung considered his wife fairer than all the other ellith of elvendom. She was tall and slender, her hair auburn like his, but longer. In many songs he had compared her mouth with cherries and her skin with sweet milk.

Mablung enjoyed the way Arasiel touched him and how she lengthened her strokes of rubbing his feet from his toes up to his thighs. He slid down in his chair, with closed eyes, when she started to unlace his breeches.

“Now beloved if you want to lie with me for the third time in this season, we will be considered terribly passionate for our kind,” she whispered seductively into his ear and started to nibble on its delicate tip.

Mablung inhaled sharp and pulled her face closer to kiss her. His lips feathered over her mouth and his tongue traced its cherry shape until she parted her lips, granting entry. They touched each other softly at first, but quickly their kissing became passionate. When they broke it, they were both breathless. 

Arasiel retreated back to the table and with her bare feet she traveled over her beloved’s thighs to his groin, feeling the heat that built up beneath his now very tight breeches. Mablung jumped up from his chair pushing it noisily away and grabbed the elleth around her waist pulling her close to him. He tore on his breeches until he had totally undone them and pushed them down to the ground.

He held her close and kissed her again before lifting her off the table. Arasiel wrapped her long legs around his waist when he turned the two of them around. They fell onto the bed. He bit her just at the nape of her neck and held her hands over her head, pinning them into the pillow.

The sheer sound of her gown's wrinkling aroused him to an unbearable level. The elleth cried out thinly as his teeth dug into her soft skin again. 

Mablung silenced her with a kiss on the sore spot, relieving the pain instantly and sending electrifying flashes of heat through her body. Fearing she might change her mind suddenly Mablung still held her face with his free hand pushed her body down with his weight.

After moments of kissing, he released her and immediately she ran her fingers into his long auburn hair and unbraided it. With a swift movement of his hand he shredded her clothes. He saw no need to waste time with peeling her out of the gown. The ellon's hand traveled down her body while his mouth found her breast. Arasiel  moaned as his fingers stroked  the inner side of her thighs getting closer and closer, searching, finding and stroking hidden places,  arousing her without a break. 

But she desired no longtime love play. She wanted him now without waiting a second longer. She cupped his face and tried to drag him all the way over her to kiss him again while she arched her back invitingly. His arousal between her legs  pressed determined against her. And Mablung was ready to thrust deep into her forbidding any further delay.

Someone knocked at the door violently, making it open on it‘s own.

They instantly broke the contact of their bodies, Mablung rolled to the side and pulled the blanket over them.

"Aye?" He addressed the astonished Galion

"Master Mablung you are awaited in the conference hall - now. " The old elf  shook his head when he stared one more time at the blushing couple.

“Do not run away. Stay exactly the way you are until I return.“ He gently kissed her forehead before he added "We are the most passionate couple anyway."

---

Gildor quietly closed the door to the chamber in which he just had spoken to the king. Deep in thought he wanted to go to the common baths and rid himself of the dirt and filth that clung to his body. The corridor seemed to be darker now and he expected that it was snowing heavier outside now. Tiny gem filled holes in the walls made it possible for daylight to enter the caves and chambers that had been dug deep into the mountain. He had heard many stories from Mablung and also from his mother about the thousand caves in which King Elu Thingol and his queen had held their court. Sighing, Gildor once again regretted that those places all were long gone and he would never be able to see them.

He took a right turn on the end of the corridor.  Finding a new hallway that led him over several staircases deeper into the mountain. Through another doorway he entered a great round cave, like a dome. The walls were of a marble like stone but thousands of shiny crystals covered this hall's walls from top to bottom. Through several openings light was flowing into this cave. Little pools with steaming water invited him to let his exhausted body float. 

In the back of the dome was an artificial waterfall and a variety of plants had been positioned around the little pond it created. Blossoms and leaves were swimming on top of the water even though it was now the cold season. Servants came and took the dirty clothes that they had shed down to be washed. Having become the king‘s valued guard, they treated him with respect. That was something Gildor enjoyed and on the other hand felt uncomfortable with. Silently he slid into the water while the maids brought fresh clothes for him as well as scented soaps.

Once he had dressed himself again, he left for the common kitchen to grab some bread and wine to fill his terribly empty stomach. He still was daydreaming about the long gone lands of the north as he walked his way back to the chamber in which he and the others would meet with the king again. 

He decided to take a detour to see if his brother had arrived already. Suddenly he was torn out of his dreams. He tumbled and fell, totally without any elven grace, flat on his belly. 

„You! You poured my colors out. Can you not watch were you going?“ An elleth yelled at him. She stared down at him, as he slowly tried to get up again, realizing that he was covered in blue, green and yellow paint.

„I am sorry - I did not mean to, my lady. I am really sorry,“ Gildor did not look at her face. He still felt very uncomfortable speaking to an elleth and this one seemed to be very upset.

„Who are you by the way? I have never seen you sneaking around in this part of the palace.“ She wanted to know. With a color stained hand she brushed a lose strand of chestnut brown hair back to her long braid.

„I am Gildor Inglorion, the king‘s guard.“ Gildor mumbled, trying to wipe the paint from his hands.

The elleth smiled and revealed two rows of pearl like teeth. She reached into her pocket and handed him a dry, though color stained towel. 

„You know, you messed up my work. I wanted to be done with the first layers of the mural today. I will have to start all over again. I am Ithilethiel, the king‘s artist,“ she said in a friendly tone.

„Do you never look at people when they talk to you?“ the elleth wanted to know and tilted her head to get a better look at his face.

„I am just polite to the ellith,“ Gildor mumbled and blushed deeply. Normally ellith left him in peace and did not care about him. Of course he had been aware that many of the unwed ladies had tried to catch a glimpse of him and some even had tried a variety of ways to get him attracted to them. But Gildor was terribly shy in these matter and was often the center of Lithônion‘s jokes. Even Melpomaen had started to nag Gildor about his problems with the females. Every time they met at the outposts or when Gildor traveled to Imladris Melpomaen desperately tried to get Gildor involved with one or two lonely ladies, but without luck so far.

„Now, will you at least help me  clean this up mess?“ The elleth asked again speaking softer than she did before. She seemed to sense his feelings and tenderly she grabbed his chin and moved his face up so she could at least get a look at him.

And then their eyes met.

Gildor gasped, so did Ithilethiel. Instantly he felt a fire burning inside of his heart and his soul rejoiced. The elleth‘s mouth dropped open and her hand fell from his face down to her side. For minutes they only stood  there in the corridor, their feet in the middle of a mix of color, her brushes  and empty buckets facing each other.

Shivering, Gildor tried to speak, but neither his lips nor his tongue seemed to follow his orders and so he babbled senseless phrases. For him it was as if the sun had risen and the Valar had put all their power together to create the most beautiful being in the world. Her eyes, her mouth, her nose, her chin…Gildor did not know where to look at first. 

Ithilethiel was caught gazing over his deer brown eyes and light hair, his braids down to his shoulders, his arms and hands. For a moment she forgot to breathe and she started to shake. Her heart was beating with excitement so loud that she thought her head might burst from the noise of the heartbeat. 

Ithilethiel could only nod half senseless when Gildor whispered with his trembling voice “Would you allow me to hold your hand, please.”


