Interruption

By Deby

Elanna thought it was the pounding of her heart and Halbarad’s, echoed and multiplied. Belatedly, she realized the sound was hoof beats, and they were slowing, and they were right outside.

“Hal. Hal!” Elanna whispered fiercely. “Stop, someone’s coming. Two horses and riders.”

Elanna had to repeat her warning before it penetrated the haze of passion that clouded Halbarad’s mind, body and soul. A few more moments and he would have been unable to heed her words, interruption or no interruption.

The Ranger captain rolled to his side and took several deep breaths trying to regain some semblance of control. A trick he had not had to perform since the days before he and Elanna were wed. He stifled a groan as the barn door opened.

Dismayed, Halbarad and Elanna froze when the unknown visitor entered the building. Elanna’s half-elven hearing was correct. Two horses led by two people. Halbarad raised an eyebrow at Elanna and she nodded. Whoever it was seemed familiar with the Troll’s barn. No one said a word, below and above. There was the rustle and slap of leather being dragged over a horse’s back. And there, a stirrup hit the ground. The latches of the stall doors snicked as they were shut. Another door opened and shut; the tack room. Silence fell … almost.

Elanna wasn’t sure if Halbarad heard the same faint sounds she did. Her eyes widened, and rose stained her cheeks as she recognized the cause. Halbarad twisted his lips in a wry smile. He heard and understood. The noise stopped abruptly.

“And just what do you think you're doing?” a familiar feminine voice asked.

The couple in the hayloft bit their tongues in unison. Both were fully aware of Sev’s penchant for privacy concerning her affairs and neither wanted the Rohirrim woman to guess at their presence.

The expected male answered, “Do you realize we’re back early, very early.”

Very early was right considering Anardil had told Halbarad they would not return until evening from Henneth Annun. A start before daybreak and quick accomplishment of their tasks were evident since it was only late afternoon. Two hours early by Halbarad’s reckoning.

Elanna’s thoughts ran a different direction. ‘So much for having the barn to ourselves.’ She resigned herself to being privy to a conversation, and possibly more, that she did not wish to. 

Sev spoke again. “And?” 

“It means no one is expecting us for a while.” There was a soft rustle of cloth. “It means we have at least an hour, or two, to ourselves.”

Sev’s tone softened. “We wouldn’t make it back to our room before someone figured out we were here. And that person will be sure to have a burning question that only you or I could possibly answer.” She snorted. “With my luck, it would be Hal that would guarantee an interruption to your plans.”

Elanna grinned at the affronted look Sev’s comment brought to her beloved’s face.

“I am quite sure it would not be Hal,” Anardil said with a chuckle.

Now it was Elanna’s turn to be aghast. She accused Halbarad with her eyes. He shook his head. Nay, he had not even hinted to Anardil of his plan. Elanna still pursed her lips with suspicion.

Sevilodorf exonerated the Ranger captain without realizing it. “Fine, so it probably would not be Hal. But there is always one of the hobbits or the elves or-“

It took little imagination to guess how Anardil was cutting off any further argument. Halbarad leaned toward Elanna. What was good for the goose was good for the gander but the half-elf resisted. She could not bring herself to reengage in their previous activity and be overheard by the unwitting witnesses below.

“Well, maybe we have a little time.”

“If you are worried about interruptions, we could retire to a place where no one would expect us to be … like the loft.”

Elanna pictured the rakish twist to Anardil’s usual lop-sided smile before the full import of his words sunk in. She made a spastic gesture with her hand towards her scattered garments while throwing a horrified glance at Halbarad. He took her hand and placed his finger against her lips. 

“Wait,” he mouthed silently.

“And what makes you think I want to climb that ladder to a place where I am sure to end up with hay splinters?”

Halbarad and Elanna found it difficult to keep silent at this comment. They knew there was a way to avoid what Sevilodorf worried about but this was not the time to share the knowledge.

“Meleth nin, your comfort is always my concern.” Silence of a sort followed. “Then shall we abandon the loft in favor of the luxury of our room?”

“Well, Nadim is spending the day hunting with Firnelin.” More silence. “And as you pointed out, no one is truly expecting us.”

“You go first.” Anardil suggested. “We will attract less attention that way. I’ll make sure no one notices you and then I’ll follow.”

“Do not be long.”

“Fear not, I will not keep my lady waiting more than is necessary.”

Halbarad and Elanna listened to the footsteps and the sound of the barn door opening and closing. They were almost free from discovery. A minute later, the second set of footsteps walked towards but paused at the door. 

“Don’t worry. I never planned on coming up,” Anardil said with obvious amusement. “Please excuse the interruption and carry on, but I would hurry if I were you. You never know who might be next.”

The barn door opened and shut.

Elanna could feel the crimson flush from head to toe. She rolled to her side and buried her face in Halbarad’s shoulder.

Fingertips trailed down her back and he whispered in her ear, “I prefer to be the cause of such a lovely blush. What do you think we should do?”

Loving hands demonstrated the answer he hoped she would choose. 

Her embarrassment began to fade as the fire of passion took its place. Elanna did not answer. Instead, she surrendered to the pleasure of starting over. Sometimes an interruption could be a good thing.

~Finis~
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