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      The ogre has returned.

      In hope of stopping his attacks on the town’s livestock, the villagers choose to send Aliya to him as a sacrifice. Grunagg the ogre lives a mostly peaceful, quiet life in his cave—until a human he never asked for is dropped on his doorstep.

      Grunagg wants nothing to do with her, but when Aliya finds herself at the mercy of a bear, he feels duty-bound to save her. Now he has a responsibility to help her recover from her wounds, and teach her to survive on her own so they can finally part ways.

      But by the time she’s trained well enough to leave, will they want to say goodbye?
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      Aliya

      I don’t know what I did to piss off the mayor.

      No, that’s not true. I turned down his son when he asked to court me. He’s a handsome fellow, but also dumb as a trollkin and kind of an asshole to boot. I just didn’t think that saying “no” to a guy would be enough to warrant sending me off to my death.

      “It’s a necessary sacrifice,” the mayor announces as the town gathers around to listen. They all want to know who will be chosen, hoping and praying that it won’t be their own daughter or son. “I know that many here have helped care for Aliya since her parents’ untimely deaths, and for that, I thank you. But the ogre has re-awoken, and he must be sated or we will all face his wrath.” The mayor sighs mournfully, and I wonder if the other villagers buy it. He’s never once lifted a finger for me, though I’ve washed his clothes and milked his cattle just to earn my keep in town.

      Nelly, my neighbor, is rubbing my back in soothing circles, and there are tears in her eyes. She’s the one who brought me food when I had none, who gave me her daughter’s old clothing when mine were too torn and ragged to cover me properly. Perhaps she will miss me when I’m gone.

      This isn’t a comfort. It’s unfair that all her effort on me has been wasted.

      “Aliya,” the mayor continues, finding my face in the crowd. “We thank you for what you will do to save our town.”

      An uncertain applause ripples through the assembled villagers. As if I asked for this, as if I willingly gave myself up to save their callous hides.

      Two members of the town guard approach me, ropes in hand. They’ll have to bind me so I don’t escape. I will make them drag me away so the others know what they’ve done to me.

      The ropes wind around my hands so tight that they bite into the skin of my wrists.

      “Fuck you!” I shout at the mayor as they lead me away from the crowd. “You let me starve!”

      Murmurs travel through the assembly and surprised faces watch as the guards tug on my ropes, dragging me along behind them.

      “I will haunt you!” I call out. “I’ll return to this place when I am dead and make your life a living hell!”

      One of the guards claps me over the mouth, a man named Naldo who I’ve often helped with his crops. I howl against his hand, yanking on the ropes, digging my feet into the ground. But I am no match for them.

      I won’t even get to see my house again, the place where my parents once lived, where all my meager memories of them remain. There is no opportunity to even say goodbye to Nelly. She watches, crying, as they haul me away.

      I’m certain I will not be the last. Everyone who stands about simply watching me could be next, and I hope then they understand what they’ve done.

      Once we’ve reached the edge of town, I stop fighting. There’s no reason—I won’t escape. But I mutter horrendous things at my captors, cursing them, wishing that their own children would be dragged away, too.

      No one ever accused me of being a kind person.

      We begin the long hike up into the hills, toward the ogre’s domain. He emerged again only a few months ago when he began butchering our livestock and carrying the meat away with him. He’s so large and so fierce that no man, or even group of men, stand a chance against his might.

      No, the only way to sate the ogre and give our town peace is with a body. My body. Or so the mayor believes.

      As we crest the next hill and the rocky crags of the mountain begin to carve up the countryside, I wonder how the monster will dispose of me. Will he eat me alive or kill me first? Will he use me for his lecherous purposes before he decides to drink my blood and mount me on a spit? Every inch of me aches with fear, and each step is more difficult than the last. Even the guards grow anxious as we ascend the last hill. They risk their own lives by dragging me here, and that brings me a modicum of pleasure. I hope that the ogre takes them, too.

      But there’s no sign of the monster as we reach the great rocks marking the entrance to his cave. An old pike stands buried here, where once upon a time the ogre mounted the heads of his victims to warn off others. In fact, there is a rotten human head still staked through at the top as the guards tie me to it.

      “You shouldn’t have turned down the mayor’s son,” Naldo says as he ties the knot.

      Do I regret it? Perhaps. Not that it would make a difference.

      “I hope your eyeballs rot in your head,” I answer.

      They are both a little surprised as they finish tying me up.

      “You should be grateful for everything we’ve done for you over the years,” the other guard growls. “This is your repayment to us.”

      “Step in cow shit,” I tell him. With a huff of indignation, they both turn to descend back the way they came. “You’re filth!” I call after them. “You will not be safe just because you threw me under your boots!”

      There’s no response as they vanish down the hillside. I struggle against my bonds, rubbing my skin raw. I don’t have much time before the ogre picks up my scent and comes out to discover what feast has been left for him by the townspeople.

      I can only hope that he makes it quick, but I have my doubts that I’ll be so lucky.
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        * * *

      

      Grunagg

      I hear human voices outside my cave. It’s odd that they would come anywhere near me, not after the last time I tore one of their men in half for trying to steal from my garden. Since I’ve returned from my long hunt for a mate, they have mostly left me in peace. I take a sheep here and there, as their hunters have killed off most of the game that used to roam wild in these lands. The livestock are the price they pay for destroying this beautiful valley.

      My search for my other half was, unfortunately, fruitless. There aren’t many of us ogres left. Other trollkin have taken our place, smaller and more deft as they are. It’s not that we are enemies, trolls and orcs and ogres. It’s simply that they are more fit for this world, while my kind are from a time long past. We don’t participate in their wars or live in their cities. We crave solitude and peace, which can make it difficult to continue one’s bloodline.

      And so, after years of looking for my mate, I gave up and returned home to where I began—to the cave where my mother raised me until her death at the hands of a human hunting party. It was foolish of me to come back, but once I proved to the villagers that I was fearsome and strong, they left me be.

      What are they doing here now, then?

      There are a few of them, it sounds like: two males and one female, the female screeching like a strangled cat. But then the voices fade, and there’s silence once more.

      I wonder what they came for, and what made them leave again.

      When I reach the entrance to my cave, at first I see nothing out of the ordinary. My outdoor fire pit is untouched, and my various carvings and decorations remain where I put them.

      Then, off to one side, I hear a shrill scream.

      I cover my ears and stumble back, the sound like a sharp spike through my head. When I’m recovered enough to search for the source, I find a girl tied to the pike where I placed the head of the last human who picked a fight with me. She’s the one screaming.

      I don’t know the words she’s saying, as I’ve only picked up a little of the human tongue. She strains against her bonds at the sight of me, eager to escape.

      Is this why they came? To bring this girl and then leave her here? I’m mystified as to the purpose of this. I don’t need a human. They taste bad, and they’re quite annoying little things up close.

      I sigh at this new complication. What am I going to do with her?

      When I approach, she screams even louder, and I stop to cover my ears. I snarl at her. “Stop it.”

      Her mouth falls open and her eyes widen, shocked at the sound of my voice. Did she not expect me to be able to speak? Humans are truly stupid.

      She no longer screams as I approach, but her small body is trembling all over. She has rather pretty yellow hair, the color of grasses in winter. Huge blue eyes peer out at me from under the curtain of her bangs. She has a tiny face with a pointed chin, and a small nose that seems like it wouldn’t be useful for much. Such weak and pathetic creatures they are, I think, and so unfeeling towards their own kind. They have left a young female here as what, a sacrifice?

      I heave a great sigh as I reach the pike and the human shrinks back. My shadow overwhelms hers, eclipsing the sun.

      “Don’t be afraid,” I tell her, even though I know she can’t understand me. As I reach around behind the woman to untie the ropes binding her to the pike, she starts to scream again. The sound splits my eardrums.

      “Quiet!” I roar. This is a word I know. Her familiar tongue reaches her ears, and she falls silent right away. She says something to me in her language, quick and panicked, but I ignore it. The ropes are tied tightly, the knots too small for my fingers to pull apart. Cursed creatures with their little hands.

      So instead I grab the rope and yank it apart as hard as I can. It splits easily, and the girl lets out a cry of alarm at the pressure.

      Then, she’s free. The rope falls away from her wrists, and I step back to give her some space. She’s right to be terrified when faced with a creature my size, someone so different from her own kind. Now that I’ve let her go, I wonder what she’ll do. Return to the village who threw her away or run off into the woods, never to be seen again?

      I somewhat hope she doesn’t choose the latter. She’s a pretty thing, though somewhat worn down. If she were to flee into the wilderness, I doubt she would survive the wolves and bears that live there. Since the human hunters picked off the prey they once ate, the predators are angry and hungry.

      With the ropes lying loose around her feet, the girl stares down at them, then up at me. I can almost smell her fear. It’s too bad that the humans have been so trained to loathe me, as I wouldn’t mind keeping her around. It does get lonely up here, living out my long life in my cave, which is why I went on my quest for a mate in the first

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/bow_illustration.jpg





OEBPS/images/kiersivagooba.jpg





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Introduction
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Join My Newsletter!
      


      		
        Also by Lyonne Riley
      


      		
        About the Author
      


      		
        Acknowledgments
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		Also by Lyonne Riley


      		About the Author


    


  


This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.




OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
A TROLLKIN LOVERS ‘ OVELETTE

LYONNE RILEY








