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Vestra had just made it into town as
the sun was setting. It had been a long hard ride from Hornedvale
to Bonereach under the best of conditions and being pursued by the
Order of the Midnight Sun hardly qualified. She had no idea if they
still pursued, or if they had lost her in the mountains, but she
had to rest, and her mount was done for. It would be days before he
would be able to carry a rider. Bonereach was a relatively small
hamlet, so the closest thing to an inn that she could find was a
Tavern on the edge of town, with rooms to let in the
back.

Leaving her horse in care of a most
astounded liveryman, she made her way to the tavern, ignoring the
queer looks of the few townsfolk still on the street at this hour.
It was undoubtably unusual to see a well-armed halfling in these
parts, but it surely wasn’t unheard of. Sure, most of her people
stayed in their own villages, and kept to themselves, but still,
some few sought adventures and the chance to make a name for
themselves.

Vestra had been one of those few, and
had quickly made a name for herself, using her species gift hiding
in plain sight to make herself well known among a certain clientele
all while amassing a small fortune. Granted, this time it had
gotten her in a considerable amount of trouble, as the Order of the
Midnight Sun had a reputation of their own, and not one of
benevolent forgiveness. Perhaps taking the job of stealing one of
their magical relics had been a mistake, but then again, she had
performed it well. How was she to know that they had been able to
track the aura of the relic? She’d been running down the coast
toward the meeting place her client had set for more than a week
now. Perhaps by this time tomorrow, if she could purchase or steal
a fresh mount, she would be free of the cursed artifact and on her
way home.

The Gaping Cavern Tavern lived up to
its name. Set into the hillside the entry was a few feet into an
enormous gash in the mountain formed from some unknown catastrophe
from long ago. To Vestra’s mind, the door was overlarge even for
the humans that seemed to be the sole denizens of this town.
Pushing on the heavy iron door, she found that it swung in easily
on well oiled precision hinges. In the tavern sat a handful of
travelers and a few locals, already well into their cups. Behind
the bar stood the reason, Vestra was sure, for the enormous door.
If he wasn’t an ogre, the barkeep certainly had at least a little
of the blood in him. He easily stood more than seven feet and was
as broad at the shoulder as Vestra was tall.

There was little else for it however,
so Vestra drew herself up to her full three feet and seven and
marched up to the big bartender. “I need a meal and a quiet room in
which to eat it. A bath would also be very nice” she said, looking
up at the big man.

“This way” he said quietly,
opening a door at the end of the bar and motioning for her to
follow.

He led her down a hall past several
doors that might have been other guest rooms. At the end of the
hall was another massive door. He opened it and led her inside. The
room was clearly the best in the place. It had an enormous bed, a
table that was taller than Vestra, a bath large enough for Vestra
to swim in, and a roaring fire. Never had Vestra seen such a
strange place.

“This is my room, but it is
the only one with a bath” he told her. “It is yours for the night
little lady.”

She wasn’t thrilled with his use of the
term “little lady” but he was offering up his room to her, so she
wasn’t about to complain. “Thank you sir” she responded as
cordially as she knew how.

“I’ll bring back a plate,
and a more suitable table shortly. If anyone knocks, just ignore
it” he said.

She thought it was unusual that he
would add the latter but thought little of it. “My name is Vestra”
she said, hoping to avoid the generic little lady going forward.
“How may I address you?”

“People call me Utikur where
I come from” he replied with a shrug.

“Utikur? I’m unfamiliar with
that name, does it have a meaning?” she asked, thinking that the
name certainly didn’t sound like a human name at all.

“It means big stick in the
language of my people” he said, shrugging anew.

“Why do they call you that?”
she said, and instantly regretted it, realizing only too late that
it was probably a nickname that was either very fitting or the
opposite.

Without even a pause to consider, he
pulled down the front of his stained breaches and pulled out a cock
that would have made given the stallion she had ridden in on a run
for its money. “Oh my!” she exclaimed, thinking that his cock was
indeed a big stick!

Just like that, he pushed it back in
his breeches and left the room, leaving Vestra staring after him in
wonder. Despite herself, she wondered what that enormous tool would
feel like pushing inside her diminutive frame and decided that as
soon as she had eaten, she would get into the bath and relieve
frustrations that she had not been able to since the hunt for her
had begun.

True to his word, it was only moments
until the big ogre returned, carrying a more or less human sized
table and chair in one powerful hand, and a trencher of pork,
cheeses, and bread along with a flagon of age in the other. The
steaming meat and warm bread looked delicious. He set it all up for
her with a flourish and agility that belied his size, and even held
the chair out for her.

“My. My. With such grace and
skills, I am surprised you don’t have a woman about to enjoy such
feasts every evening!” she said.

“Sometimes women come to me.
They like my stick far more than my food. Thank you” he said, and
Vestra had to bite back a laugh at the simple way that he explained
his situation. She imagined that many of the locals had tried his
big stick, probably slipping in here through some back door on a
regular basis to sample the feast of his cock without their
partners being aware of the pleasurable past time. “I bet they do”
she said, wondering if he’d ever been with a halfling, or would be
interested. She knew that the thought of that enormous cock forcing
its way into her little pussy should be terrifying, but the
unbidden questions led to mental images, which led to lust that
would have to be slaked.

She sat down at the table then, pulling
the platter close and began to partake of the food he had brought
her. She thought as she did, that his stick must be quite good
indeed if the women of Bonereach preferred it to his cooking, for
rarely had she enjoyed so delicious a meal. Utikur came and went a
few more times, bringing in great buckets of water to fill the
bath, and building a fire in the small fire box which heated the
great basin. By the time he had finished, Vestra had satisfied her
hunger, for food at least.

“Will there be anything else
little lady?” he asked.

In her current state of arousal, she
didn’t even take offence. “Well, unless you want to scrub my back,
and other bits” she blurted out, hoping that he wouldn’t take
offense himself.

Utikur chuckled knowingly. “I’ll inform
my assistant that I will be occupied for a time, and then return to
take care of that” he said with a toothy grin.

As he left
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