~ Pleasures of the Morn ~

~ for Deby upon her birthday

Halbarad's head lay heavy against the towel in Elena's lap, his eyes closed and chest rising gently.  The blade scraped soap and beard from his face but the Ranger captain lay limp and near drowsing.  

It had become a morning ritual with their rising, set firmly in the first few days of their marriage.  Sitting upon a low stool, Halbarad would lean back into his love's lap as she ran a comb through and trimmed the beard he would keep and shaved the rest away.  Thus the morning's minutes wore away.  True, had he taken his own hand to the task it would have been done the faster, but never had the morning ablutions been so sweet.  

It seemed that his Ranger wife would agree, for oft she paused in her ministrations to gaze upon the lashes that left shadows upon his cheek or the crook of bone at the base of his neck.  His skin warmed under her gaze as if her eyes burned upon him.  At these times, he did not urge her to greater focus, but waited to feel the touch of her hand again and know what it was that she wished of him. 

When Elena pressed a light finger against his chin, Halbarad turned his head easily and she smiled.  When his eyelids did not so much as flicker, she could only think that her love had a great soft spot in his heart for his comforts, coming upon them so rarely as he did.  

"What is the cause of your delight, meleth nin," she heard and found that her husband studied her with one keen eye.  

"I think that you are never so biddable as when I hold a blade," she said.  

A slow smile broke across his face and his eye closed.  "Remind me, then, my love, to find a hiding place for my sword that is beyond your reach."  

Despite herself, a soft snort of mirth broke from Elena and Hal's smile broadened.  

Insufferable man!  As if she did not have a blade of her own, nor other means of gaining his submission.

A kiss as light as she lay upon his lips would not cause him to stir or his eyes to open, but soon he would, for the kiss deepened.  Softly her lips teased his and Halbarad's hand came to cradle the back of her head.  Such were the pleasures of the morning that, for all the duties that clamored for his attention, he was loathe to do more than lean into his love's lap and gently urge her head the closer.  

But then his hand thrust against her shoulder, pushing her away as he spat and wiped vainly at a sudden sharp taste.  Elena's grinning face appeared above his, for it seemed that she had dabbed a bit of soap above her upper lip and teased him into tasting it.  

"You owe me a sweeter taste, my love," was all he said, his brow lifting and his voice stern.

Unintimidated, his wife sniffed and assumed a haughty expression eerily reminiscent of the man's mother.  

"My good sir, I expect that a man of your breeding and good sense would know the proper form by which to address a lady," she said.  

Hal laughed and yet shuddered.  The view of his lovely wife suddenly inhabited by the soul of his mother was more than the morning would endure.  And so Halbarad, son of Arahad, Captain of Rangers, late of the kingdom of Arnor and distant kin to our King Elessar, begged.  

"Please," he said softly, and such was the yearning in his look that it brought sudden tears to Elanna's eyes.  

The ache in her throat forbad words, but where her fingers whispered against the skin of his temple they could speak as tenderly.  And soon, he had the sweetness for which he pleaded, no less a boon for the lady to whom he returned the gift.  

Let Bob and Morling wait upon them ere they were assigned the duties of their day.  Let the hobbits fuss at the tea that grows cold. Let Anardil exchange all too knowing looks with his Rohirrim love.  Let all the world pass them by and trouble them not, for within the small circle of their beloved arms the day dawned slowly and sweetly. 
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