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Inir wasn’t too sure about meeting an
elf. He’d always had a bit of a phobia about small humanoids, and
the elven people were tiny compared to his race. The Jotunn were a
wildly varied race, but most were twelve to fifteen feet tall, and
from what Inir knew, elves tended to be less than half of that. Not
that he knew much about them, for they lived down in the gentle
valleys, and the Jotunn preferred to make their homes and livings
in the high mountains where it was often too cold for the little
ones to survive.

Since he had become chieftain of his
clan, the only contact with the small folk had been a lost dwarf
whom they had saved from certain death and escorted down the
mountain in search of his own. That was more than twelve cycles
ago. Now an elf lass had apparently not only came into their
mountains, but had actively sought out the clan, and that made the
chief highly anxious.

Keishara Chaedove, Kei to her friends,
wasn’t sure that she was going to like her new assignment. These
giants, or Jotunn in their language, didn’t seem to care for
outsiders, and for some reason all assumed that she must be
freezing in this weather. They were continually offering her
blankets since she had found them and asked to be taken to their
leader. Clearly, they didn’t know much about elven magic, as she
could maintain a comfortable body temperature in any environment,
as long as her store of magical energy was not depleted.

When she was brought before the leader
of the mountain giants, she was a little nonplussed. Of all the
giants she had met so far, he was by far the smallest, standing no
more than twelve feet tall. Still truly a giant but easily the
shortest she had seen. She had to admit she had not seen many up
close, but the entire clan had turned out to watch her led into the
chieftain’s tent, and she had seen few among them standing less
than thirteen feet, those few appearing to her untrained eye to be
children.

“Well met great chieftain, I
am Keishara of the Elven kingdom” Kei greeted as she was brought
before the Jotunn.

Inir wondered if indeed her greeting
was a sign of a coming of a new dark age for his people, but
courtesy required he offer her hospitality regardless of her
motivations. “Well met Keishara, how may Inir of the Jotunn provide
for your comfort and well-being?” he asked, hoping that the
traditional rules of hospitality would not come back to injure him
or his kind.

“My lord, I have been sent
by my king to learn of you, and how well our ancient allies are
faring in their new home. With your kind permission of course. I
would live among you for a season if you will accept me as a
friendly emissary” she replied, her voice suggesting she had been
preparing this statement for a time.

Inir chuckled despite his trepidation.
“We have no lords here Keishara, but you are welcome to stay with
us. We will do all we can to provide for your comfort during your
stay” he replied, thinking that it would be a difficult thing when
winter set in to keep the young elf warm during the long
nights.

“Many thanks great
chieftain” she replied. “I would only ask that you treat me as any
other of your kind, as I would know what it means to live as your
people.”

“You may call me Inir. Our
ways are hazardous to the small people, as our winters tend to be
more than they can take. We could not bear to be responsible for
harm coming to you” he said, concerned that she simply did not
understand.

“You may call me Kei, and do
not concern yourself with my safety. You will find that even among
my own people those like me are far more resilient than most, and
compared to the humans, and even the dwarves the elves are a hardy
folk. I can lay naked in the snow and sleep comfortably as long as
my energies are not depleted” she explained even as she allowed a
flicker of power to light a small flame in the palm of her
outstretched hand.

Inir gulped audibly at this display. He
had heard the old stories of elf mages, but thought for certain
their kind was gone from the world. “My apologies” he murmured, not
sure what to say. He was sure now that he was trapped by his own
words and customs, and that he would be remembered as the chief
that had welcomed a dangerous being among the clan.

“Inir, your concern tells me
that your people are aware of my kind. I assure you that we mean no
harm” Kei began before Inir could recover his voice. “I know that
there is some dark history, but you should know that those who
sought to control the world your ancestors left behind were
ultimately defeated, and we that remain have dedicated ourselves to
improving the lives of all.”

Inir thought a moment, choosing his
words carefully. “If what you say is so, then much has changed in
the world below. My people came here because no one else wanted
this land, and it allowed us to escape the darkness that threatened
to destroy everything and everyone. I will allow you to stay, if
you will take the ancient vow to cause no harm” he said, hoping
that she would not take offense. Kei smiled and recited the
required vow without hesitation. At the end of her utterance, Inir
visibly relaxed. “Will you be needing a tent of your own?” he
asked.

“If it please you, I would
share your tent” she replied.

Inir wasn’t sure if she understood what
that implied to his kind, but chose not to mention it, and was
somewhat relieved that his people would not have to attempt to
construct another of their great tents during the short period
before moving up the mountain to the wintering grounds. “Very well
then” he responded, hoping he had not endangered his people, or
this little elf lass. He would soon discover that this seemingly
fragile young woman was more than a match for the harsh conditions
which his tribe thrived upon.

It was more than a week of long days
later when the tribe finally completed the climb to High Reach, the
mesa like mountaintop where they preferred to winter. Even the
hungry wild wargs would not climb this high making the wintering a
simple matter of feasting and fucking until
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