1.

Now that so much time has passed that I do not even know for how many years or ages I have already been in this place and stage of mind, it appears suitable to recall the happenings of my life. A number of events have worked together to bring me here. 

I have my body back, but it is a little different from how it used to be. This might be the reason that I have to get used to being bound to flesh again. At least, my spirit is free and my thoughts float through time and space, even if limited to this sacred island. I do not care about the others that sit around, or lie in a death-like sleep ever since they left Middle Earth. Ha! Excuse me, but what is there for me to consider amusing or lovely on this island of living death that they call Valinor?

I have more than enough to think of, concerning myself, so why should I burden myself with the sorrows and worries of others? During the ages they kept my spirit in the Halls of Mandos, I was forced to watch all that happened on the last day of my life, over and over again. Mandos probably let me feel it all again to make me regret, to show some remorse. To a certain point I do regret, but I will never, ever, take the whole responsibility on my shoulders. No. I won't.

Now, where shall I begin telling my story to you? Do you want me to ramble on about my happy and lovely childhood in Nan Elmoth? No? I guessed so. Do you want to hear about the death of my parents? Oh, that is also not in your interest. What a pity. I could describe it so well, for my mother died in my arms and I saw my father dying after he cursed me. 

You tell me you do not want to hear about the Fall of Gondolin either, because you know all about it already. Well, then why don’t I tell you a story, that I have not told anyone ever before? Here, have another glass of wine and put away that parchment you want to write on. Its mere existence annoys me.

2.

"Master Maeglin! I have a message for you!" A rapping fist against the door of my bedchamber, together with Galdor's soft voice, brought me from a sweet dream into the terribly bright light of a new morning. The night before, we had been feasting in the basements deep below the halls of the House of the Mole. We had recently gotten a new member and so we had welcomed him with a rather wet and noisy event. He was much shorter than me, but who was not, and had been found by my loyal captain Ollowain. At first Turgon wanted to see him dead, as the newly arrived had found a way to Gondolin, but after some persuasion by the lovely Idril, whose beauty once again blinded me that day, he was granted mercy.

He was *Valinorean and had been an apprentice of my kinsman Fëanor, wherefore I took him into the house of the Mole. I could always use one more smith. He called himself Erestor of the Circling Raven, though the king, my uncle, knew him under a different name.

And we had given him a decent welcome. Now, my head felt as if my own hammer, which I use to forge the most secret and deadliest weapons, was banging against the walls of my skull. I opened my eyes, but closed them again quickly and called for Galdor to come in. As soon as I looked up, he bowed deep and stood next to my bed, holding a parchment roll in his gentle hands. I ordered him to sit down on my bed and read to me. 

I hated it when Galdor acted so formal. Since more than ten years I sought certain pleasures with him and I would consider him my pleasure boy, even if he is only a decade younger than me. Still, I kept an emotional distance to him and he knew that I would never express any love for him or declare myself devoted to him. Yet I had him tell me exactly those things every night that I ordered him to my chambers to be at my will.

"Maeglin, the shipment has arrived. Make your choice at midnight. Come alone," Galdor read and raised an eyebrow. Within seconds I was out of my bed, having thrown the thick down blanket over Galdor, and rushed to my clothes, which I had left carelessly on the ground. 

"Where is Eäriel?!" I thundered, as I could not find a fresh tunic.

"Master, she is with her family. You dismissed her for a whole month and told her to take her time to relax."

"Then you find me clothes! Quick, dress me!" 

Galdor crawled off my bed and opened my closet. He had long learned to wrap his arms around me to dress me, still I preferred the gentle hands of my maid, who, when I was in the right mood, had to warm my bed as well. 

When Galdor combed my hair, he pulled it twice and I had to catch his hand and warn him that he would not survive a third mistake. Here, too, I missed Eäriel, because she never hurt me.

Finally I was finished and got up from the chair. I swiped Galdor to the side, so he would not be in my way when I gazed over myself in the mirror. I was most satisfied with the way I looked, but I had to slap my cheeks hard twice and bite my lips to get some color in them. 

Meanwhile, Galdor must have raced to the kitchens, as he brought me tea, though the mere smell made me gag. I grabbed a half-empty wine skin that hung on my mirror and took a deep sip. Not that I intended to get drunken again. I shivered horribly but felt better afterwards. 

"What time is it, Galdor? “

"Two hours past the noon meal, my lord. “

I turned around and grabbed his collar, and madly screaming I reminded him that he was supposed to wake me before noon. I had missed an appointment with my uncle the king. And now that stupid mortal, Tuor, whom I longed to kill, to skin alive before slaying him with his own corpse, to make myself a pair of gloves out of his skin and a wig for the actors out of his hair, that Tuor had now had the time to fill my uncle's head with stupid ideas and was drooling over Idril again.

I pushed Galdor to the side and left running for the palace.

3.

I had been right; Tuor had been his usual annoyance. But I was lucky and managed to set my uncle's head right. I took tea with him and tried once again to talk him into ridding ourselves of the mortal's useless existence. Like before, Turgon tried to convince me by telling me that he owed so much to that miserable creature’s kinsmen. Of course the king spoke about him in the best words, and scolded me for being ridiculously jealous. Well, I must say that was his point, definitely not mine.

Anyway, I felt much better after having been there, though my head still troubled me. I just hoped to be in full shape by midnight, when I was going to choose my toy. My toy! I had to make preparations! I had been thinking that it would take more than a year to receive it. The trader had told me on our last secret meeting, when I paid the amount that he wanted for it, that if I really desired good quality, it would take him a while to deliver. 

So, that afternoon I hasted towards the north of the White City to make my preparations. From the distance my keen hearing caught the rhythmic sound of the hammers in the forge. With both hands, because it looked way more impressive, I pushed the gates open and there it was. My true home opened her heart for me – the forge of Gondolin, where I, Maeglin, Lord of the Mole, ruled supreme. The smiths knew that they were not allowed to stop their work. I hated any delay. Only Aranwë, who had become a very valuable fore worker, came right to me and bowed deep to greet me. I waved to stop him. That day I had no time for formalities and other boredom, though I must honestly say I normally expected him to show me his respect in this manner. 

Instead I brushed Aranwë to the side and with wide steps I disappeared in the one private room I had. I changed from my silken outfit into my hemp breeches and tunic. Aranwë arrived in time to tie my apron on my back and to braid my hair. I preferred to wear it rather short in those days, not over my shoulders, but it was still annoying and even hazardous, wherefore he had to braid it. He held the gloves out for me and then I strode confidently to my favorite anvil. 

I nodded to my newest employee and from the corner of my eye I saw that Erestor was working nicely. Not as great as I did, but still better than all the others. Alas, he was a pure Noldo! What else than perfection should I have expected from Fëanor’s apprentice? 

I needed something to keep my toy fixed. And I wanted a chain. Not too long, but long enough to let my toy move some steps. I smiled from ear to ear while I prepared a nice set of handcuffs as well. But then I threw them back to melt them again. I only wanted a single piece. One cuff would do. I attached the chain and made sure there was no way it could be broken. 

I called the son of a noble to me, a brat I had to take in even though I hated him, because I owed his father a lot after a lost bet. His eyes grew big, but the mere look in my eyes told him not to question me, as I put the cuff around his slim ankle. Perfect, I thought. But then I pulled the chain and he fell. And, as if that alone had not been enough, the metal cut into his flesh! Oh, how bad! I sent Aranwë out to find me the finest and softest leather, of the kind that we used for the sheaths of the swords. 

To my surprise, he showed taste and brought a piece in crimson red, that I could use as padding. Satisfied with the chain and the cuff I returned to my room and had Aranwë wash my body with a warm moist towel and to dry my skin immediately afterwards, before assisting me in putting on my noble robes again. I never left the forge with the scent of smoke and soot on my skin. 

I walked straight to the market, carrying my latest creations in a pouch and. I could have found the booth of the trader blindfolded, so often had I walked the way already. But now it was early evening and I first had to find a nice little worthless gift for Galdor. For him, it would mean the world and he would flash me a lovely smile again. I considered that I might have been a little hard on him in the morning. There was a stand with wood and stone-carved gadgets, which some elves would buy to win the heart of one of the ladies. I made all the gifts for Idril myself, never even thinking of buying something for her. 

Instead I got a rose carved in marble for Galdor. I waved at one of the chamber elves that I recognized from my house and ordered him to deliver this to Master Galdor right away, with the warmest greetings of his Lord Maeglin. I knew this would move him to tears and stop him from playing hard to get for the next two months. 

And then, there I stood, on the market, looking at the booth where the trader I had come to meet sat. Officially he had only horses. I knew what other mares he had. And no elf without a shadow over his mind would ever have instructed him to find what I had wanted. 

My heart was pounding in my throat. I had not been that nervous ever since I left Nan Elmoth. 'Tonight', I thought and closed my eyes.

4.

The hours passed slowly; the agonizing excitement spreading through my whole being was nearly unbearable. I had a bath prepared for me and tried to relax as I sank into the hot water, but when I dived beneath the surface I heard my heart pounding. Galdor washed my hair carefully, watching out with fear not to hurt me again. 

The thought of my toy aroused me and when I had stepped out of the water, I sat down on the rim and called him to duty. I closed my eyes and imagined how much better all this would be, once my toy would perform it. 

Later I was brooding in my office. I sat down behind the desk and stared at the parchments that I had spread out. I looked at sketches that I had drawn for new weapons and I gazed for a while over a house plan. I was planning a new house; I wanted more privacy and not all the members of the Mole always hanging out here. I had shown the plans to Eäriel a while ago and she had nodded with happiness. I would bring her there, maybe Galdor, too, and, of course, my new toy.

And then it hit my like lightening. I could not take the toy with me. I could threaten my maid to be quiet about it, but I was sure she would run screaming bloody murder through the streets of Gondolin anyway. She was a very patient being, but this new household item would not please her. In the end Eäriel was just a female, hysterical like all of them. I considered teaching Eäriel some manners again, and then she would stay silent from fear. Satisfied with this option I dressed myself, alone. I never needed anyone to assist me with my clothes, but I enjoyed hollering orders at my servants.  Then I pulled the black cloak over my head and left the house. 

The darkness had laid itself like a thick velveteen blanket over Gondolin, but where I went it was even darker. I looked around, kept watching every single rat that crossed the street and shooed some feral dogs out of my way. I cast a final watchful glance over my shoulder as I reached the door of the building I had come to. Nobody had followed me, but Gondolin had many eyes, even at night. I knocked three times. Someone asked who was outside and I answered with the words I had been taught; "A friend of beauty and art."

The door was pushed open and I was checked from head to toe by a savage looking red-haired elf, who missed the tip of his nose. I had never seen him before, but when did I normally get in contact with miscreants? He must have served years in the jails of Turgon and before he was released, part of his nose had been cut off. I knew this was a common punishment for betrayers and thieves. I had been present at punishments like blinding, nose cutting and, of course, executions; the latter including the death of my own sire. 

I followed the red head through a hall and down the stairs into the basement. The torches mounted to the walls only barely lit the place. The stench of mold and old sweat clogged my delicate nose. But I did not complain; I was too happy with the prospect of finally choosing my toy. Another elf, obviously a criminal himself came from a room to the right. He wore a bloody apron and I did not want to ask what surgery he had done behind the door, but I heard the whimpering sound of a rather young male. I guessed that a customer had ordered a fair gelding. For a moment I was relieved. There were indeed elves around that were darker in mind, and whose hearts and minds were more shadowed than mine.

Then the trader stepped out of the room. He bowed several times, and I was tempted to slap him right away; I hate fake politeness.

“Follow me, my lord. I have them rounded up in this room. I have not yet had the chance to bathe them or to clothe them nicely, since they arrived during the night. And you, my beautiful master, wanted to be able to choose right away.”

I rolled my eyes and followed him, listening halfheartedly.

“We have not touched any of them, as you ordered. Normally we break them in before we give them to their new owners.”

I nodded and waited for him to unlock the door. He grabbed a torch from the wall to bring light into the dark room, something I would have not needed, as my eyesight is keen.

“Once you want to get rid of her, just give me message and I will take care of it, no questions asked.”

I nodded again and looked into the crowded room. My heart jumped in my chest. Two dozen of mortal women were held there. Some tried to flee against the wall, others looked dully to the ground, awaiting whatever would come and some wept. I strode up the row of those that stood They came in several hair colors, which was nice enough, but that mortals had different skin tones was stunning to me. 

“If you want to test some of them before making your choice, my lord, I can unchain your pick and bind her onto the table.”

I waved him away. I would not disgrace myself with mounting one of those here before his eyes. The one I would chose, I would teach myself what I wanted. A tingling sensation went down into my groin and I felt how I got hard. 

I had to bend my knees to be able to take a closer look at the ones on the floor. The trader jumped around, yelling in a strange tongue to make them stand up. I motioned to him twice not to use the whip. I did not want my toy to be spoiled by a bleeding wound across the face. 

First I looked at a light haired one. She reminded me of Idril: slender, long legs, nice mouth, blue eyes. 

“Show me that one.”

The trader dragged her to her feet and tore her blouse open so I could see all. She cried out and that is when I saw that they had knocked several of her teeth out. I shuddered with disgust and moved on to the next.

I went the row up, looking at all the light haired and red headed and some of those with velvet like dark skin and two with almond shaped eyes. But none pleased me; I had a picture in my head.

Finally, and slightly disappointed, I began to look at those with darker hair. There were small ones and large ones, such as one could find in every tavern. One was staring at the ground with determination. I stepped to her, took her chin and forced her to look up. I wanted to check her teeth, if they were clean and all there. 

To my surprise she held my gaze. Her hands where bound to her back and so her breasts pushed forward through the thin garment she wore. Her green eyes stared at me, with what I mistook for fear. This discovery pleased me tremendously and I shivered, imagining how she would squirm under my body once I would lie with her. I was suddenly tempted to take the trader's offer. This one interested me very much. I signed to him to untie her and bind her to the table. My gender was pressing hard against my breeches. I thought of her fear and roughly pushed my hands up her long skirt and in between her thighs.

Instead of giving herself up and screaming for mercy, the woman kicked me right into my kneecap, her eyes flashing. I tumbled back, grimacing in pain, but returned in seconds and slapped her hard across the face. This did not even make her shake, but instead she hissed something and spat in my face. The other women pressed themselves against the walls.

“Master, I am sorry, I will take care of that one. She was hard already to catch. We should have slain her. I am so sorry,” the trader lamented, fearing his deal had gone sour.

But I cupped the woman's cheek and for a moment she seemed to be calm. How little did I know? Less than a second later I screamed when she buried her teeth into my palm, shedding blood, and would not give up until her jaws gnawed on my bones.

I thought I would have to break her jaw and the trader tore on her as well but it took minutes to make her give up.  I held my hand in pain and my anger grew. The trader did not stop making excuses and expressing how sorry he was. Of course my lust was gone. One of his workers dressed the wound on my hand and I could feel that my kneecap was swelling as well. I had no interest of mounting her on the table now. Still watching the red-haired elf fixing my hand, I addressed the trader.

“I will take her. Deliver her before dawn, at the latest.” 

When I left the room I had to turn back one more time to look at the woman. She was the right one, carrying exactly the spirit that I preferred to sport. Her eyes locked with mine and I could feel the cold hate that came from her.

‘Wonderful,’ I thought, and said to the trader, “Do not dare to harm her. And I want her untouched. I will break her in myself.”

Then I left, limping back to the House of the Mole.

5.

I had to get rid of Galdor, of course. His forget-me-not blue eyes became wide when I entered the house limping and with my hand dressed.

“My lord! What happened? Where you waylaid, here in Gondolin?” he asked, his voice trembling.

The main reason I had taken Galdor into my house was his beauty. He was slender, nearly fragile, though tall. His skin was like a peach ready to be harvested; his hair was like silk and of the same light color as Idril’s. He had this wonderful full and small mouth, which reminded me of a cherry in May. His pointy nose was something I could have looked at for hours, because he wrinkled it so cutely, when he got excited. Naturally, I never told him that I considered him cute! But why I really had him here, besides the fact that he was at my will, whenever I wanted, were his eyes. This blue of his eyes fascinated me. 

I waved his sorrows off and ignored his question. Instead I surprised him. I pulled him into a gentle embrace, something he was not used to at all, and whispered into his ear, “Why don’t you take the night and the day tomorrow off. Go and take that nice horse I got you and take a ride, go hunting…enjoy it.” 

“But Eäriel, she is not here either. Who shall assist you?”

“I will be fine, Galdor. Go now!”

I turned him around and gave him a playful slap on his butt. Galdor left, bowing deep, and often. I heard him racing down to his own chambers and packing for the day in a hurry. He probably wanted to be out, before I would change my mind.

As soon as he was gone I bolted the main door. Quickly, or at least as fast as I could get back upstairs, I went to my bedchamber. From my pouch I pulled the chain and the cuff. I fixed it to one of the bed poles and then walked the distance from the bed to the night pot and to the table. I went back again and measured the way to the porcelain bowl which was used for washing hands and face. Satisfied I made sure that no one, except me, would be able to the remove the chain.

I smiled happily and, even though I was hurting, I felt desire again. I had never lain with a mortal woman. Besides a camp follower that I took in the Nirnaeth, I had never had the luck of experiencing them. I had heard stories that they were always willing and moist and soft. I knew now that it was true that they owned softer and bigger breasts than ellith and I was curious to find out if they also had rounder butts to hold on, when you mounted them from behind. Now I regretted that I did not try out one or two at the trader. I sighed, disappointed, remembering that I could have put my hard cock into several of them and had missed the chance.

A dull knock on the main door brought me back from my dreamy state of mind. I hastened down the stairs, jumping over several, even though my kneecap reminded me that I should not rush. I yanked the door open and the red headed *low life pushed himself through the door while another elf carried a large roll of carpet into my house. My heart jumped.

“The master got her washed and dressed and she put up a wild fight. But nobody harmed her and we did not touch her otherwise either.” 

He let the carpet roll slide to the ground and I cocked an eyebrow because no sound came from it.

“She is well gagged and bound. That is a wildcat. The master said, if you change your mind, he will eliminate her and give you a new one, without extra pay.”

He handed me a parchment with some information about her, then bowed and left quickly. I bent down and picked up the carpet. It was hard to withstand the temptation to unroll it on the spot. She was not heavy, but definitely did not have the light weight of an elleth. 

First I went to the bath with her. I did not care if the trader had washed her or not; I would wash my toy myself, to be sure she was clean. And maybe I could also get a first taste of her. I cut the rope that held the carpet together and there she was – on the ground, looking at me. This time her eyes showed real fear, because she did not know what would happen to her next. I did not appear trustworthy either, leaning over her with a knife*. I did not need her trust. And I did definitely not trust her either; I did not even untie her hands.  Instead, I cut that awful garment off her body and what I saw made me gasp with delight.

Full breasts that filled my hands fell out of the clothes. I rejoiced, because I had always wanted more than an elleth offers. They were soft and I had to rub them right away. She did not even blink. Then I inspected her nipples. They stood in contrast to her light skin color; not pink but not brown either. I could not hold myself back; I had to bend down and suck on them. Delicious, that was all that I could think.

I breathed hard and when I stopped and looked at her, she stared at me with blank anger. I was surprised, because I had been told that those mortal wenches were always willing. My toy was obviously not that way. I cut the rest of her clothes off, determined not to damage her skin, which felt great under my hands. As I cut through the skirt I called out in happiness. Mortal women had darker and fuller curls hiding their secret entrance.

She tried to move away as I combed through them in pleasure. Just looking my toy and petting her, discovering her body, was so arousing that I began to worry that I would mess up my own garments. I was so hot.

I left her on the ground and began to pour the buckets of water that I had prepared into the tub. I poured some rose oil into it and then took my toy and set her in. I considered untying her and smiled at her. When I bent my head down, she hit her head with full force against my face. I jumped back, grabbed my nose and became dizzy for a moment. Blood was dripping down between my fingers. I grabbed the next towel, held it against my bleeding nose and slapped the wench hard. She would pay for this. 

I had to press a cold wet rag on my nose until the bleeding stopped, but I saw  in the mirror on the wall that my nose was swelling already. Squeezing my eyes shut, I remembered that I was awaited for breakfast at the court. I would have to think of a great excuse for having a broken nose, a bite wound on the hand and a bad limp. 

When the bleeding stopped and I had stuffed my nose, I decided that she had soaked long enough. This time, my gentleness was gone. I was not going to spend any more time on being nice. Had I really been nice so far, though? I jerked her from the water and, carefully keeping my face out of her way, I rubbed her dry, then flung her over my shoulder and brought her to my room.

The sound of her landing on my bed, where I cast her down, was music to my ears and for the first time I heard a sound from her, even if it was only a moan.  I pulled a shirt knife from my sleeve and then hesitated for a moment, deciding which tie to cut first. 

I chose the legs and the wench instantly kicked after me. I grabbed the cuff and tightened it around her right leg, then pulled the chain tight, so she could not move her leg away. And I held the other one so hard that she would have bruises the next day, but I did not care. She bucked like a young horse and I sat down on her upper thighs to keep her from doing so. I pointed at her hands, that I was going to loosen the rope. When our eyes met, I wondered if I could drop dead from her look. I pulled the *knife in front of her face, and then raised it to my very own throat to show her how I would cut hers, if she would fight me again. 

I did not speak any tongue of men and she did not speak mine either, but she obviously understood that simple gesture and instantly became motionless. I could now free her arms in peace, and I saw that the rope had cut deep into her flesh. I still do not know why, but I pulled her wrists to my mouth and kissed them, to make the red stripes go away. Her eyes grew wide when the streaks disappeared. I wished I could use my healing powers on my own wounds as well.
I even dared to take her gag off and she did not bite me. I was still enraged that she had broken my nose; the swelling of which had not stopped yet. I gazed over her nude body. And then I did not want to lose more time than I had already done. I unlaced my breeches and pushed them down. My cock, now aroused again, jumped forward. 

My toy instantly squeezed her legs together, but I pushed them apart with my knees. Her hands slapped after me, and she spat and hissed and screamed in a language I did not understand. She did not know that the more she fought me, the more she turned me on. I pinned her down with ease. Having grabbed her hands with one of mine to hold them away, I began to search where her entrance was. The blood in my cock was pounding as I held him and thrust him deep into her. I had expected her to scream, but nothing came from her lips, not even a moan. But what a wonderful gift she was; even taken with force she was moist and hot. 

I drove harder into her, hoping she would beg or cry. She stared at me with hate. I did not stop. She squirmed under me, as I had dreamed, and I had to use strength to hold her hands. I spent myself deep into her and fell down on her body, breathing hard. Still there was no sound from her and she did not fight. 

My head was on her chest; I wanted to get soft inside of her. I listened to her heartbeat. Chills ran down my spine. Her heart was not beating even a little faster. Was she colder inside than me?

6.

“Where are you going?” I hollered from the table where I was taking my breakfast. Eäriel instantly jumped. She was so easy to spook and this often amused me. Not that day. 

With her big green eyes she stared at me and, trying to keep her voice firm, she answered, “I was about to tend to your chambers, my lord – as you have always ordered.”

“No. You do not go to my chambers. Not until I give you further notice.” My toy was locked in and I had now had her for four weeks already. She did not fight me anymore and let me have her in any way imaginable. But there was no passion from her; blank hate was what she offered me through her eyes. To my disappointment I could not get her to come to me. She understood some orders and when I pointed she performed her duties. She slept on her side of the bed, she ate what I brought her, she bathed in my bathroom and kept herself really neat and clean. It was easy to find clothes for her, since I stole them from Eäriel.
Twice I caught her standing at the window. Her eyes were misty and I followed her look to the mountains that surrounded Gondolin. They were giant, hard to pass, if not impossible in some places. As a matter of fact, my uncle, the king had forbidden any climbing up there, not to mention crossing the mountain pass. But I was Maeglin, the royal nephew, and the one who was supposed to sit on his thrown sooner or later, if I found a way to remove him. And then I would take Idril, if she wanted it or not, as my wife. In my dreams I was already king and she was my queen. And sometimes I smiled when I thought that I would bring Eäriel and my toy as well into the palace. By all means, a king needs at least one courtesan. Turgon never wed again and from what I had observed he fancied one of the female guards. I myself would have never traded my Galdor for that guard. 

“My lord, your rooms will be messy and unclean soon and you hate dust.”

“My rooms are not your business until I tell you!” I hated it when Eäriel spoke up against me and I pushed my bowl of rye away. It slid over the table and landed noisily on the ground, breaking into a thousand pieces and spilling its content all over the floor.

“Get here!” I hissed at her and saw the fear in her eyes. Oh, how I loved to see that look. I grabbed Eäriel's arm and jerked her to the table. Then I held her by the neck and turned her around so that her back pressed against me. I whispered into her ear as I pushed her skirts up and spread her legs. “You know you shall not disobey me!” I took her quickly from behind to remind her that I was the master of the house.
After that she did not consider even getting near to my chambers. Galdor had already been told to back off earlier. Twice he had been on the door in the past weeks but after my telling him, that I would strangle him on the spot if he dared to come in, he believed my words.

Now with them not getting close to my toy, I saw a chance of keeping her for years. How wonderful it would be. 

I had already been absent from the forge for weeks and to prevent the rumors that were growing, I decided not to spend another day mounting my captive repeatedly. She was the best that I had ever been with. Fine, she was lacking of love and passion for me, but her soft skin, the scent of her hair, those round hips into which I could dig my fingers and those full but small breasts aroused me even when I only thought of them. 

When I took my pleasures with Eäriel I knew she did it, because she loved and feared me. Galdor, well, he was my pleasure boy and he was devoted to me. M toy, she hated me. But some say that the feelings of love and hate are twins. Well, I still do not believe I could ever love Tuor. 

I changed into some less valuable breeches not to draw attention on the way to the forge. There were always people that would stop me on my way asking to put a word into the king’s ear for them. They did the same to Galdor and Eäriel, so my two lovers would persuade me sometimes. This made me laugh; I never listened to anyone of them. But I knew that they both made a fortune with the bribes they took. 

My toy was different. She did not speak my tongue. I slipped into my breeches and pulled a tunic over my head. She was sitting on the chair next to my window, combing her hair. Her eyes were glued to the image of the mountains far away. By now she knew her place well and I had only had to beat her twice to make sure she would not raise my own dagger against me anymore. 

I made a sign to her to come over and braid my hair. I hated to have it openly flowing when I went to work next to the furnace. She stood up. She was so much smaller than me and still I felt as if she was towering over me, because of her pride. Quickly she formed a neat braid out of my jet black hair and then nodded to tell me that she was done. 

I turned to my door to cast spells on it and to lock it securely for the case Galdor or Eäriel wanted to know what I was hiding. And suddenly something happened to me. I could not explain it, never will be able to do so. I turned around and with two steps I was standing in front of her. Her face nearly disappeared between the palms of my hands when I cupped it. Pulling her closer I bent down to her and I kissed her.

Shocked by myself I let her go and she stared at me. 

Routine had made me keep my caution about the door, but when I was around the corner of the House of the Mole, I was breathing hard. I touched my lips and could still feel the softness of her mouth on them. I was shocked, when I realized that I was feeling something for her.

7.

Weeks passed into months and I was a rather happy elf. Maybe these days can be considered the best I ever had in my life. Every day I woke up beside my toy or, better said, I had trained her to wake me on time with her eager hands or lips; I then would have her before breakfast. 

Galdor and Eäriel were very pleased to see me in a good mood most of the time and, not to make them unnecessarily curious I sometimes even faked anger and fury. Eäriel accepted all and everything I did, because she was besotted with me. Which was fine, but also I felt bored easily. 

There were a lot of ellith in Gondolin that tried to get me to fancy them, hoping to bind themselves to the royal house by getting me to marry one of them. But since I had received my toy I did not have any interest in going out to the other noble houses and feast. I did not even desire at all to hang out in my favorite tavern with my fellow smiths. 

Now, what struck me as odd was the fact that I had suddenly begun to sit on my overstuffed chair and simply watch my property. I realized that she must be bored to death while I was gone, since she could not leave my chambers and could not make herself heard either, because I had enchanted the windows as well as the big door. So one morning I behaved most lovely and asked Eäriel what she would like to do, if she was homebound for a while. Of course I could not drag her upstairs to my chambers and show her my toy and then ask her to entertain the mortal. That would have caused major troubles and Eäriel would have freaked out. And then Galdor would have come to investigate the origin of the lament. 

Eäriel answered me that she would read, paint, knit or something in this direction to entertain herself. Now the next problem I faced was that I, the prince of Gondolin, could not go to the next market stand and buy wool, knitting utensils and items for painting. Rumor would have spread over the town right away, that I might have finally lost my mind. Instead I sent Galdor. He first tried to escape me and found many excuses for not having to go.

I threatened him and slapped him, but he stood like a rock in the surf. I was seriously not used to him standing up against me and I thought it would take me a while to break him, as I had had done before. Even though his lip was bleeding and my hands had left ugly red marks on his neck, he refused to go. He had never before dared to disobey me, but suddenly I understood that he was terrified to death, probably guessing that I wanted these things to torture him or worse. I would have to try a different approach. Galdor was not the brightest sometimes.
First I locked my toy in as usual. Then I prowled about the whole house looking for Galdor and in the conservatory I caught him tending to his flowers. I hated them, but I had to admit, that they looked good and brought certain flair. I still think he would have fitted better into the House of the Golden Flower with all their pretty and lovely blooms and blossoms. As I approached him he backed straight into the corner, paling in fear. This of course aroused me instantly because there was nothing that made me feel more powerful than his blue eyes, or Eäriel’s green, widening in terror. 

I grabbed him around the waist and kissed him hard, whispering nice words into his ear. I stroked his back and curled the strands of his light blonde hair. Miraculously, he began to melt under my hands like butter, and he stopped shivering and crying. The same afternoon I had the yarn, the fabrics, and the linen to paint on for my toy.

Not only was she surprised, but it seemed to please her very much. And so I suddenly found pleasure in watching her knit, I enjoyed her play with colors and brushes and for the first time I saw her smile. 

She outlined another landscape and concentrated extremely hard on her work. I stood behind her and gazed over her more or less beautiful efforts of artwork. By then she understood my tongue much better. I still do not remember what I said exactly, but it must have been a compliment. It hit me unprepared and made me gasp; her eyes had lit up and her cheeks turned a rosy blush. She jumped from her chair and wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed me.

That was the moment that I understood that the worst that could have happened to me had begun.

8.

My toy did well. She gave me happiness and never had my days being brighter before or afterwards. Of course I had enjoyed some nice feelings before, especially in my childhood in Nan Elmoth and when mother and I came here. Although I had been looking forward to live in Gondolin for so long, my joy had ended nearly immediately after my horse stepped through the hidden gates. Seeing Idril had brought some most needed spark back into my life. But she, what did she know? She was nauseating whenever I caught her eye. And why? She hated me, only because I was not able to cry bitterly over my father’s death.

How could I have cried? I do not know. Only hours before I had lost my mother, after she had thrown herself against the poisoned javelin that was meant for me. It had been thrown by my father. How could I have been able to cry at all? I choked my tears down and never spoke of them again. 

There were two more occasions when feelings of happiness had flooded my senses. 

The first one had been the day that Aranwë brought my maid. I was delighted. Eäriel did not have the appealing looks that I wanted. I always fancied light hair and she was a chestnut. But I remembered well a childhood friend and lover that I had enjoyed to be with in Nan Elmoth. So, Eäriel found mercy under my eyes, because when I laid with her, her eyes and hair had woken memories of him. And she was loyal to me from the first day she came to be in my household. To all the feasts at the other houses, when it had been required to bring a female, I had always taken Eäriel. She had never ever embarrassed me. 

The second of those two happy moments came once when I had returned from the North, after having mined the whole summer to escape the heat and also the blinding light. A young elf ran into me at the market where I was buying a tiny gift for Eäriel. His eyes and light hair took my breath away and, after several goblets of wine, I had taken him with me and ever since Galdor had been my secretary and man servant. With him I could pretend to be with Idril. As I said earlier, it had been his eyes that hypnotized me. Eäriel had cried bitterly when I had taken Galdor into my bed instead of her. Though it seemed to me, that with time they started gang up against me – at least they had tried to.

Now, with my toy, life changed all the way and I woke up with a smile and went to bed that way as well. I neglected my mining greatly and if I went out of the house, then it was only to go the forge or visit the court. It did not take long before Gondolin was overrun with gossip, saying that my spirit had gotten darker and that I was brooding. 

I still had to lock my toy in, but only because I feared she might run, even though I did not believe this so much anymore. Once a month she was struck with an odd illness. It occurred every month. For nearly a week she would cry easily and she also would not lie with me, which I found odd. Since the day she had suddenly kissed me, she had never fought me when I touched her

The first time she had shown signs of this weird illness it had terrified me. I thought she was going to die on me or that I had used her way too hard. But a short discussion with Erestor, who had encountered mortals before, taught me, that those women obviously always bled once a month. I did not tell Erestor why I had a sudden interest in this subject and of course I never revealed the existence of my toy to any of the elves I knew.  Ellith are different in those bodily things. 

For more than four months I welcomed every day happily. 

+++

“My lord.” Galdor knocked politely on my door.

“Go away! I am still sleeping,” I snarled, trying not to pant noisily. I had just woken up and was resting my head on my toy's chest.

“My lord, the king asks for you. I have sent away his messenger three times already, but he says it is urgent.”

Urgent? That got me going. Maybe stupid Tuor had fallen down the stairs and had broken his neck. Or, hopefully, maybe Idril had lost interest in him and decided for the better that she belonged to me. 

I grabbed the next best clothes and thought about dressing myself, as I always did of late.

“My lord, the king wants to see you in official robes.”

Oh no! My eyes moved rapidly from the bed to the door behind which Galdor stood and back. I jumped back to my toy, motioned for her to be quiet and shooed her to my bathroom, where I locked her in. Then I took a deep breath and counted to three before I opened the door and let Galdor in. By then I had no more chains and cuffs for my toy and could let her walk free in my chambers – as long I was there.
I flung myself onto my favorite chair.

“Make quick. I will take the indigo robes.” 

I had to get up and raise my arms to have him dress me. Gently and carefully he tucked my tunic into my leggings and, as I had taught him, his glance was downcast. 

“My lord, did I upset you? Did I fall out of your favor?” he suddenly asked and this time he stared at me, his hand softly rubbing me. 

“No. You are my favorite elf. Now, stop being silly and dress me.” I grabbed his chin. I knew I had to pay attention now. If Galdor had started wondering, then it meant that he and Eäriel were already talking. Indeed I had not called any of them to my bed for several months and they had begun to wonder. Those were ill news. I had to do something. 

“Galdor, I will see you later,” I said and chased him from my chambers. I released my toy from the bathroom and let her brush my hair. Lately I wore it open a lot. Then I kissed her gently and rubbed my cheek against hers before I locked her in.

+++

The shock could have not been worse. Nothing had prepared me for what Turgon had to tell me. Formal robes he had wanted. Had I known what he was going to tell me, I would have come in my dirtiest mining gear, not even caring to wipe my boots, and I would have taken my biggest hammer with me to slay Tuor on the spot.

Idril was expecting! I could not believe it. I held a speech to remind my uncle what a waste it had been to wed her to a mortal and now, that she was totally spoiled, she would carry a bastard. He held against it, saying that they were wed. And then I lost my mind, for the first time I got loud and screamed at him, that the last thing the elves needed was a mortal bastard to one day sit on the throne of the Noldor. I could not bear the thought, that she was going to have a child at some point in the next months.
Until that day I had still hoped that she was not giving herself to Tuor, that she would wake up from this fancy and choose me. But now, she was carrying his son under her heart and I wanted to see him dead…both of them, Tuor and his bastard. I did not stay for the official announcement. I raced back to my house with the speed of lightening, choking on my tears of disappointment.

I entered kicking the door open; I needed to release my anger. Eäriel saw me in the hall. She stared at me in panic and instantly fled through the back door. I tore off my robes and threw them aside. I screamed in anger. I felt so belittled. A mortal would be king, if something happened to Turgon, not I. I was the prince of Gondolin, I was supposed to be king! 

My soft footwear flew through the air. I grabbed the shelf on the wall and tore it off, then threw it against the wall. My anger was without borders. Then I caught a movement in the corner of my eye. I saw light hair flying. Instantly my white flashing anger got even worse and my instinct to hunt woke up as well. I ran up the stairs, following the shadow that I had seen. 

He was able to bolt his door before I reached it. I drummed on it, ordering him to open it. He did not. I walked back and threw myself against it, broke the hinges and fell with the door into the room. Galdor pressed himself against the far wall, but I only saw Idril’s face. He tried to flee and opened the window.
With two steps I was there. I grabbed him, tore his hand from the window and kissed him hard, forcing my tongue between his lips, and held him. Galdor struggled but he was such a delicate elf compared to me and he had no chance. 

I threw him down on his bed and had him the way I wanted. I did not care about his pleas. I only moaned over the pain that Idril had once again inflicted on my heart. I cried out her name repeatedly, digging into his hair with one hand while I held on to him with the other one.

Then I left him and went to my chambers. The woman was sitting on the bed and she stared at me with big eyes. I guess she had heard Galdor’s cries. I lay down next to her, rolled over and buried my face in her lap. The tears that had been pent up ever since I had come to Gondolin began to flow. She petted my head and whispered soft words to me that I did not understand. 

Idril had finally broken my heart.

9. 

“One more word and I will finally throw you out!” I spat at Eäriel. She annoyed me, drove me crazy, and ruined the good mood that I lately enjoyed. I could not bear her lamenting anymore. I had my toy, why should I then have bedded her also? Within the past twelve months I had tried to wed her to a bunch of ellyn, but she had refused. Instead, she had repeatedly fallen to her knees and begged me to let her stay with me. She swore that she loved me. What did that silly elleth know about love anyway? 

I, on the other hand, knew that I loved Idril, but by marrying that stupid and worthless mortal, that Tuor, she had done the most terrible thing that I could ever have imagined. I hated him – still do. As if that wasn't enough, now she was nursing his bastard. I did not care if Turgon told me on a daily basis that Eärendil was a legitimate son and would rise to the throne if something would happen to Turgon. Oh yeah. I was constantly plotting how to rid myself of this threatening being. 

Eäriel began to cry again and I exhaled noisily and stared at her to shut her up. This time it did not help. She was holding on to the table and the tears were falling onto it. I had found her a mate and had decided she would marry him– no matter what. That elf was not the brightest, but he would treat her well. I had decided to keep my toy for a while longer and needed to get Eäriel out of the way. I still wanted to keep Galdor; he pleased me in other ways and was also valued by all members of the House of the Mole. If I sent him away, questions would be asked. 

“Get out of my sight – you make me sick. Go to your rooms. Go, before I forget myself!” 

Eäriel wiped the tears from her cheeks and wanted to answer something to me. The tone in my voice finally shut her up. When she turned and left I could finally breathe easily. The earlier she was out, the better. 

In a stride I went to my very own chambers where my toy, this sweet being, was awaiting me. She had gained some weight lately. Her features had become softer and she had this enlightening spark in her eyes. In the beginning of owning her as my thrall, I sometimes had regretted my choice, because she had been cold as ice. By now, we had come along very well. I had even begun to give her nice names and she understood more and more what I said to her. I could not imagine not having her anymore.

I pushed open the door and at first I could not find her. Then I heard her rumbling in my private baths. She was often there lately, which surprised me since she ate so little and often could not keep it down. I wondered aloud, if she was still not used to the elvish food. 

I lay down on my bed, stretched and waited for her, ready to pull her down on me. I had recently begun to kiss her often. I must honestly say that when we lay together, she kissed me back. Her hands would then dig into my hair and even when I rocked her hard, she did not protest; instead I could finally read passion in her eyes. 

When she entered my bedchamber, she looked terrible. Her hair was rumpled. The eyes were dull; deep and dark rings seemed to have been painted on her beautiful cheeks. I motioned her to come over and lie down next to me. I had heard that mortals could suffer diseases that would kill them. Erestor had scared me several times in the forge by answering some of my questions. He thought, though, that I was interested in mortals only because I was hoping to have Tuor dying rather sooner than later. He had also tried to make a fool of me, by telling me, that mortals could not control when they procreate. I was really upset that he told me such a lie – as if such a thing was even possible. 

My toy curled up next to me. Touching her forehead I checked if she was warmer than normally. She had once, in the beginning of our time together, had a fever. To find out what to do about it Galdor had gone to Tuor and had faked interest in the healing methods of mortals. Of course he had had no knowledge of my real reason for why he was afterwards sent out to find willows and scratch their bark off so I could brew a tea for the woman. Within days she became better from the tea and her fighting spirit had been back. And it took all my healing power to get her healthy the next time that she got sick.
This time she looked awful. I rolled over and pulled her into my arms. She was tall for a mortal, probably the same height as Tuor, but compared to me the woman was a tiny bird. I had often been amazed with how small she was since her head only reached to my chest. And once again I gazed over her, because by now I considered her prettier than all the ellith that I ever had met – besides Idril of course!

Her green eyes locked with mine as she took my hand and stroked it over her cheek. I bent my neck and kissed her gently, because now that the troubles with Eäriel were solved, I wanted to lie with her. But she pushed my hand up from her thigh and placed it on her tummy. Then she looked at me, smiled and kissed me and said something in her guttural tongue.

I gasped. Erestor had not lied to me.

10.

Time, which had once seemed not to pass at all, was now racing. I was overwhelmed and my heart was in great turmoil. On one hand, I was terribly proud to know what was happening. On the other, I knew there was no future for my dreams – again. And the worst of all, I had to keep the whole situation secret. 

That night I left my chambers, locked them carefully, took my horse and rode out into the forest. I threw myself on the ground and cried bitterly. Not that I normally cry at all, but the whole situation was tearing my heart apart. Had I not, just hours earlier, gotten so terribly upset over Idril’s stupidity? How dared I call her stupid, if I was no better? There were now two bastards growing inside their mothers’ wombs within the city of Gondolin. One had been sired in passionate love between a stupid mortal man and the loveliest elleth that my eyes had ever seen. And the other one I had produced in my borderless arrogance and ignorance towards the other children of Eru. 

I screamed until my throat was sore and my voice raw. If anyone heard me, he might have thought that the Prince of Gondolin had finally lost his mind and, to be honest, I was close to that. Repeatedly, I threw myself against the trees, letting their rough bark scratch over my exposed skin. I bit my arms and hands until I bled, in an attempt to cover my fear with pain.  

When I returned to my chambers that night, I only laid down on the bed and stared at the ceiling. Not even the gentle touch of my toy could ease the sorrow in my heart.

After fourteen weeks of pregnancy, my toy seemed to do better. She was still terribly moody, which I had thought I had managed to get out of her head, but she did not throw up the whole time anymore. 

I had to plan something. There was no chance that I could keep her, with or without the child. Sooner or later my secret would be revealed and what then? The woman would be taken from me, Idril would hate me even more than she already did and I would, likely, fall into disgrace and have to spend eternity in the dungeons of my own uncle’s house. That was something I was not prepared to do.

I plotted day and night how to get out of the situation. At first, I was overwhelmed with a mixture of joy and fear. Then panic swept over me, followed by denial and, eventually, I found myself praying to the Valar to help me out of my troubles. Of course they did not. The Valar have never liked me, so why would they be at my side now? I had thought about slaying my toy, of bringing her back to the trader, or setting her free somewhere outside of Gondolin, as well as many more options.  In my despair I even wanted to go to the shrines outside of the White City to pray and sacrifice to the One. I had not been there since my mother’s death or, better said, since both my parents were called to the halls of Mandos. 

I got up in the early morning hours. I dressed myself on my own, because my toy was sleeping peacefully. After that, I prepared her a small breakfast of plain milk, bread and ham – things, I knew by then that she liked. I also thought of the one beneath her heart and that was the main reason I nourished her well. Once I had decided that she was to live, and the fruit of my loins as well, I had begun to feed her better. I had not really watched what she ate before, but had recently ordered Eäriel to cook more so I could eat in my rooms. 

Daily I had added more fruits and vegetables to the mortal's meals and also made sure that she had lots of milk. I only knew that she needed that because I had made Galdor once again walk to Erestor to ask him what mortals need to eat if they are carrying a child inside, and what would happen if they did not feed well enough. My manservant had been most surprised over my sudden interest, but he did not dare to question anything and brought back all the information I desired. Ever since that day the mortal was nourished like an elven queen. 

When I had first sensed the life inside of her I had instantly wished them both dead. Then I learned that mortal women are not as lucky as the ellith during their gestation, and when I heard that they tend to die easily and their unborn as well, I suddenly felt something in my heart that I can not describe. In that moment, a longing, like a stinging and, at the same, sweet pain, had flooded my mind. 

I went to wake up Eäriel so she would prepare the food that I wanted to take with me for the trip to the shrine. She was still in my house. That cunning elleth had realized that something strange was going on with me and had used the situation. I was glad to still have her, instead of her being wed to some elf. Now that the mortal woman was getting rounder she was not in any mood at all to be at my will and I also feared to harm the unborn with my rough and raw games of lovemaking. That meant that Eäriel got more of my attention again, which she obviously enjoyed very much. Her eyes were shining again. 

I left Eäriel in the kitchen and went straight to Galdor’s chamber. There was no need for me to knock or to ask for entrance. He always kept his chambers unlocked and he knew very well, that as along as he was with me in the House of the Mole, I was his master and would enter his chambers whenever I wanted. 

He was still asleep. The moonlight shone through the window down on his bed. All I saw was his hair reflecting the moonlight and his slim frame under the blanket. “Idril,” I whispered and tore the cover away. When I gazed over his bare skin my blood was pumped down into my loins like a flood. I flung myself on top of him and woke him in a different manner than I had planned. And, as he squirmed under my mighty body, I grabbed his hair and dug my face into it, mumbling my cousin’s name until I found relief.

Bruised and sore Galdor got the horses ready. I did not want to ride alone, so I had ordered him to come with me. I was most pleased to see that he had managed to braid Morion's mane and tail. 

I owned that horse since my first day of adulthood. My sire had gotten him for me in Doriath. He had actually gotten two stallions that day, but one had stayed with my childhood friend that I left back in Nan Elmoth. 

Most elves enjoy riding on roans and grays but I never felt any longing for them. The horses of the wood elves were tiny, small beings that had to swim across rivers where the horses of the Noldor could walk. At Elu Thingol’s annual horse-trading, my sire and I had seen those two majestic stallions, whose ancestors some kinswoman of Thingol had brought from Valinor. Morion had been considered mad, while his brother Dúath was simply deaf and crazy. 

I had chosen Morion because of his mighty look. He was still mean and mad ateveryone; he would bite and kick, trying to kill whoever approached him – but me. Aye, by then he had gotten used to Galdor too.

I mounted my horse and never looked back. When we crossed the big market I could hear Galdor’s filly pattering over the cobblestone that covered the ground. He would have trouble keeping up with me. I did not care about that. I wanted to get to the shrine as soon as possible.

We left through the west gate and continued over the meadows. I decided to cut cross-country. Spurring Morion hard, I felt like flying as we rode over the winter rye fields that soon would be harvested. I only now come to think of how the elven peasants might have cursed that early morning when they saw the tracks of our beasts through their crop fields. 

As the first sunlight painted the sky in bright colors, I caught a glimpse of the shrine I wanted to visit and to bring my sacrifice to. The lamb that I had chosen was flawless. Galdor had bound it and it rested in front of him.  Surprised I saw that he had managed to keep up with me the whole time. That was rather unheard of. 

Several hundred feet before reaching the temple like shrine we dismounted and I took the lamb from Galdor and carried it on my arm. My personal secretary - that is what I officially called Galdor and what he had been hired for - followed me with big eyes. He had never been there before. We both pulled our cloaks closer around our shoulders and the hoods deep over our faces. 

It was an early spring morning and probably not really cold, but the place where we went felt as if it was not part of Arda. In the trees around soft voices whispered prayers – sacred elves! I had not seen any of them in a long time, as a matter of fact I had not thought of them at all since the funeral ceremonies for my mother. Those elves had chosen a life outside the settlements and cities, and they lived from what was shared with them and spent their days in meditation and prayer. They never wed nor procreated. Instead, they sacrificed their whole existence and eternity to serve Eru.  

The closer we got, the more I felt that Galdor was getting excited. Twice I had to call him to be reasonable when he spoke out loud how amazed he was. One does not speak loud or at all when reaching the sacred grounds. In front of us, between the trees, the white building slowly began to appear. Mist hid it partially and at first we saw only the tall marble columns. The beauty of Gondolin began to fade in my memory as I climbed up the stairs. Pure mithril had been used to cover the ground over which we stepped into the building. 

The lamb tried to flee from my arms, probably sensing for what reason it had been taken to this place. Suddenly an elf emerged from the darkness of the shrine. He or she, that was not clear for us to see, was clad in a white long trailing hooded cloak.The hood was pulled deep over the face. From under the cloak small hands appeared, which I thought belonged rather to an ellon than to an elleth. Though when I considered Galdor’s hands, he looked like an elleth as well. 

Wordlessly, the lamb was taken from us. I lifted the squirming animal and gave it to the sacred elf. As soon as it was in the other's arms, another sacred elf appeared and motioned for us to follow to the altar where we were supposed to fall to our knees and pray, to lay down our sorrows and tell the One our pleas while the lamb would be sacrificed.

Two steps behind me Galdor stepped carefully and still with trembling excitement. I expected him to sooner or later grab my cloak in the hope of feeling protected and safe. He was just like that bleating lamb – a much too gentle soul for elvendom in our days.

I went down to my knees and buried my face in my gauntlet covered hands. Years of repeating the prayers had made me memorize them, even though I had not said them since I came to live in Gondolin. Now they were back in my head and my heart spilled them. I silently thanked my mother for having taught them to me. Tears began to roll over my cheeks as I begged the One to help me. The lamb did not scream anymore - instead, the scent of its burning flesh filled the air. I heard chanting and it became louder until the sound was deafening. And I opened my mouth and sang with them. 

Suddenly, a flash brighter than the sun tried to break my brain apart. I fell flat down on the ground. When I opened my eyes again, Galdor was next to me, cradling my head in his lap. The sacred elves were gone and I saw through the exit of the shrine, that the sun was setting. I got up and grabbed my secretary's hand, dragging him to his feet. 

When we rode away, night was falling. I smiled. In my mind, I had the solution.

11.

I tried to appear completely calm as I stepped down the stairs. I had already sent some of my household members away, early in the morning, long before dawn. My captain Ollowain was now busy in the library, where I had sent him to count pages of books – just to have him out of the house. 

Eäriel had already the previous day been sent to stay with her people for some days and I had asked Erestor to remain for a day or two in the forge and to support Aranwë in working on the finishing parts of the seventh gate of Gondolin. Now I had only Galdor in the house and I needed to get rid of him, too.

I pushed the door to his chambers open. He was spooked, not having heard me approach. When I entered, I recognized all the small gifts that I had gotten him over the years and saw that he had been dusting some of them. 

“Galdor.” I cupped his face with both my hands and kissed him on the lips, something I seldom did, because it would mean that I was giving part of me away again. “Galdor, my dear, I have an errand for you to run.”

Less than an hour later I had him out of the house and he was not to return for at least two days. I ran back up the stairs, then turned around and descended again. The towels! I had forgotten them. It took me terribly long to find the place where Eäriel kept them. While I was tearing all of them out of the cupboard and spreading them about until I found those that I wanted, I swore by the Valar that in the future, if I survived the day, I would always ask where my maid put everything. 

The closer my woman had gotten to her due date, the more I had tried to find out about the way mortals give birth and, to my big surprise, there was not much, actually no difference between them and our kind.

When I returned to my chambers, she was crouching over the blanket that she had put on the floor earlier. I could see that her tremendously big belly began to harden once again and she moaned in pain. And, I realized that this time it was no false alarm: the blanket was wet. Her waters had broken. 

The days before she had seemed to get into labor several times, but every time I had managed to get Galdor and Eäriel out of the house, the contractions had stopped. If I had not always been a very collected elf, I would have lost my mind long before that day. Hours passed and nothing seemed to happen, other than that the contractions were not so far apart anymore. Our eyes locked and I bent over and kissed her face. Then wiped the sweat from her forehead. I kneeled down in front my toy and she put her hands on my shoulders. 

Suddenly she screamed, as loud as if someone had tried to murder her. Faster than light, her hands grabbed my hair and in her pain she tore hard. Under different circumstances I would have considered beating her, but I stayed calm. But, the longer it lasted, the more I worried if she was even going to survive the birth of this child. Idril, I had heard, had delivered her cursed bastard within less than an hour, but she was an elleth and Eärendil had been tiny for our understanding. 

The woman’s face was grimacing as she exhaled. She began to push and I tilted my head, now that her hands were back on my shoulders. In giving birth there was obviously no difference between all the kinds of living beings. For a moment I wondered if orcs, trolls and even balrogs delivered the same way, or if they laid eggs. 

Her eyes widened and she tried to look down between her legs. I followed her gaze and saw that the child's head was through. It looked odd to me, though, because from my position it most of all reminded me of a very hairy, big, black apple. I wondered if I should pull at the head, as one would do when helping a goat or ewe to get her young out of the womb. But my question was deleted in my mind before I could finish the thought, because the woman began to push again. 

Surprised, I watched how first one, then the second, shoulder appeared and then the child simply slid out of her. My toy, now horribly sweaty and exhausted, sank back. Slightly disgusted, I picked up the child and looked at it. This purple faced being with the oddly shaped head and pointy ears was the fruit of my loins. I twisted a piece of yarn that I had prepared around the cord before I cut it with my shirt knife. As I was wrapping the small being carefully into one of the towels that I had fetched, she being began to scream. I was suddenly filled with the most intensive feeling that had ever come over my heart. 

Without thinking I lifted my daughter high above me and began to sing. Words flowed over my lips that I had long memorized for the case I would ever have an elfling that I could call my child. When my song ceased and my tears stopped I kissed her for the first time, on her forehead. Instinctively she opened her mouth and tried to suck on my nose. I smiled, overwhelmed, and knew it was time to give her to her mother.

I think I wanted to sit forever on the floor, just watching them, but I knew that this, the most beautiful scene that I had ever watched, had to end. I collected the stained towels and blankets and burned them. Then I cleaned up everything that could remind anyone that a child had been born within the chambers, or that a woman had ever lived there. I sighed deeply when I left once again. This time I got the horses ready. 

Mother and daughter were heavily bundled up and sitting in front of me. I had provisions for many days with us and I had also brought a large pouch filled with gems. Morion was flying over the meadows and through the forests high up into the mountains. I knew that there was a pass over which Gondolin could be left. Only I knew, because no one else had ever dared to cross the borders of the White City. 

Long after midnight we had finally left the mountain ridge behind us. The woman was sleeping, her head resting on my chest. And the sweetest being ever that had so recently entered my life was still looking around curiously. I could not take my eyes from her. If there ever was a female who would love me the way I was, it was she, who had just come into the world. And she had my dark eyes. 

At noon we reached the next valley. The woman’s eyes lit up as she recognized the lands around us. I stared at my child and at her. Soon I was to say good-bye to them forever. As night set in again, I could see the lights already and my heart got heavier with every step Morion, and the white filly that was bound to his saddle, made. We did not talk much. I had no words left that night anyway. 

And then, there I stood, leaning heavy against my mighty black steed, and watched my daughter and the woman disappearing through the wooden gate of the settlement. The clothes she wore were worthy of a queen. Hanging from both sides of the saddle were pouches filled with clothes, gems, gold and mithril. They would never have to worry about having anything to eat. One more time she looked back and I saw through the night and distance that she was crying as well.

I stood long in the darkness, hidden under a big fir tree and stared at the settlement. I have to admit that I cried; I could not choke back the tears. I missed them already. Finally, when the skies began to turn gray, I mounted Morion again and spurred him hard. But the greater the distance between them and me got, the bigger the invisible stone on my chest became.

With the child and the woman I had often had to stop so they would not be harmed by the hard journey. Now, I wanted to ride the whole distance back in one attempt. But, after I crossed the pass, my horse began to tire and I decided to stay in the mountains for some hours, to let him rest and to give myself some time to think. 

A small creek seemed like a good spot for a rest. Morion began to drink and I had to watch out that he was not overdoing himself. Suddenly they were there, orcs, holding Morion’s reins. Many of them, too many of them, and heavily armed – I was outnumbered. There is no chance one can win over two large packs alone. I did not go down without a fight, but it was useless. They had gotten me – the wicked Prince of Gondolin – when I had just begun to heal. 

++++

“I will give Gondolin into your hands, I will give you Idril! Tell me the way!”

I laughed loud at the evil sounds that I heard, and I shouted; “I will not surrender; never will I tell you the way!” This went on for a long time and between his promises he showed me all the beautiful things that I would have once I became king. Even Idril would become mine voluntary. But I did not give up. I am no coward. 

Then Morgoth’s roaring laughter filled the fire lit underground halls, and I saw her eyes, my daughter’s dark button eyes, how their fresh and new light went out. I tried to close mine, but Morgoth kept them open with some evil spell. I saw her tiny face and heard her mother scream. And then I screamed, too.

“I will show you the way! I will show you the way! Mercy, Morgoth, have mercy with them!”

12.

 So, you have now heard the story that I have told no one before. Was it to your liking? Did you enjoy seeing the mighty Prince of Gondolin weeping like a maiden? You don’t have to answer, I can see it in your eyes. 

Galdor! More wine, quick!

