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Evenfire

Evenfire was so ashamed. How had this
strange turn of events come to pass? The greatest huntress in
millennia they called her; finding herself trapped and disarmed in
the dingy home of an ogre. The elven people had been at war with
the ogres for centuries, and no one could even remember why, but
hers was the duty of hunting the vile creatures across the northern
marches of the kingdom, and she had done it so well until now. Even
she could not tell how many of the fell beasts she had slain, and
now she was strung up in this dank cave like a side of
beef.

She could only imagine that the beast
had just assumed her dead and was letting her hang until her meat
aged before preparing a feast for him and his kin, if he had any.
She had to think of a way out, but the knots and the rope alike
were quite secure, and she could hardly lift herself, much less get
herself down.

She watched the ogre’s back as he
worked at the fire. She could hardly believe that she had fallen
for the trap, for a trap it was. She had hit the creature she was
sure now, with an arrow, and he had disappeared into a ravine.
Following the blood trail, she had not seen the cleft in the rocks
until the ogre’s club swept out from within, striking her solidly
at the base of her skull, and rendering her unconscious. She had
woken here, in the dark, and when he had returned from whatever
foul errand, she had feigned continued unconsciousness.

“I heard your breathing
change elf” the ogre said in elvish. The accent was thick, but he
clearly knew the language well.

Evenfire didn’t have any real reason
now to hold back. “Your kind will all perish” she said, angry more
with herself, than with the ogre.

“Perhaps little elf, but I
would ask if you know why you’ve been taught to hate us?” the ogre
said in a tone that rankled her deeply.

“Because you are vicious
killers who prey upon elves and all other noble creatures” Evenfire
retorted coldly.

Of all the reactions the ogre might
have had to that comment the last was the bemused laughter that
sprang forth from his lips. After several moments, he gathered
himself. “No, little elf, that is not why. Your history has been
occluded. Certainly, many of my own people have attacked yours in
retaliation and so continued this war that is so very pointless,
but…you and I have a chance to end it. If you will hear me out and
allow me the chance to prove what I say is true. If after that you
still wish to kill me and my kind, I will release you to return to
being the bane of my people” he told her.

Evenfire wasn’t buying it, but
listening bought her more time, so she grudgingly said, “very
well”.

“Good” the ogre replied
turning to smile at her. Despite his enormous size he moved with
ease to where she was trussed up, and in the blink of an eye a
knife whipped out and up. Evenfire thought she was dead, but
instead the rope that she was suspended on parted and she fell. She
might have landed most ungracefully, but a surprisingly gentle hand
caught her and eased her to a seated position. “My name is Gil, and
I am the chief shaman for the northern band of the ogre nation. I
am already aware of who you are, Ms. Evenfire, and I bind you by
your word to go in peace at the conclusion of this parlay, should
you so choose” he finished.

To hear such formal and educated speech
coming from a monster such as this was quite disconcerting, but
Evenfire understood that he had just placed a spell upon her that
she could not break. Fortunately, it allowed her to leave when he
decided the parlay was over and was so well crafted that even he
would not be able to alter the terms should he decide instead to
kill her. It was an unexpected move to be sure, and it did much to
put Evenfire at ease despite the proximity of her enemy. “We are in
accord” she replied formally, acknowledging her
understanding.

“Let us begin by discussing
the real history of the war between our kinds” he said, and then
launched into a story that Evenfire found more and more
unbelievable with every event. “There was a time before the war
when our peoples lived in harmony. Often our villages would even be
mixed with ogres and elves living side by side, without strife. It
was a profitable arrangement for all” he explained.

“Eventually, some even
intermarried, which is when it was discovered that the form of
magic practiced most among my people had a strange and powerful
effect on elves. Elves who lay with my kind found themselves drawn
to ogres most viscerally.” He continued.

At this point Evenfire choked, then
laughed with incredulity. “You expect me to believe that elves are
affected in such a way” she said with a laugh.

Gil smiled “I expect you to listen, and
allow me to prove my claims, then make up your own mind” he
said.

Evenfire wasn’t sure how he could prove
his claim, but she didn’t want to break the terms of the spell.
“Carry on, but this grows less plausible with each word” she said
shrugging.

“This strange effect was
used often by both ogre and elf for their mutual enjoyment, and the
prurient pursuits were not an issue for either race. Not, at least,
until the princess Dymain spurned prince Andyar in favor of her
ogre lover. He waited until he was crowned king, and then declared
the whole practice illegal. Further, he forbade any close
association between ogres and elves and banished us to the
outlands. The war began within days, as ogres were forced from
their homes and families were torn apart” Gil finished.

Evenfire couldn’t believe that he had
put so much time and effort into telling her such a ridiculous
story. “Why have you wasted my time and your own ogre?” she asked,
genuinely perplexed. “Even if that story was true, what proof could
you possible have?”

At this question the ogre seemed to
stiffen. “There is only one part that I can prove, and it will
speak to the truth of the remainder” he said, almost
timidly.

The reality of what he was saying
struck her nearly as hard as his club had. “You expect me to lay
with you?” she said, the disgust dripping from her words. “I…” she
began as the reality was that she had trapped herself into this
very thing by counter binding his spell. The words trailed off, and
tears took their place. If she didn’t do as he asked, she would be
breaking the spell by refusing his proof, and that could rend her
very soul.

“Please understand that it
troubles me deeply to so trap you, but if after you leave and are
unconvinced, then you will be free to do so” he told her. “Come
this way” he added walking toward the back of the cave.

Evenfire numbly rose and followed,
wishing he had killed and eaten her now, but unable to break her
own bond. To her surprise, he opened a stone door and led her into
what was the most intriguing cavern she had ever seen. The walls
were smooth, worked and polished, and a lantern hanging from the
ceiling shown merrily upon the small room. In the center of the
room a deep depression formed a bath that steamed like the hot
pools beneath the palace of Illyrian.

“We ever loved these sorts
of places, few are so nice as this one” he said, as he removed his
tunic and breaches.

Evenfire looked away, but not before
she noted his physique and wondered if she would survive his
“proof”. Tall and thickly built, the ogre was an impressive
specimen of his kind, and Evenfire couldn’t help but wonder if that
trunk hanging from his groin was typical. She was no virgin, but
his phallus was terrifying.

She heard the water sloshing and turned
back to see that he was seated in the pool, looking at her
expectantly. “You may as well get undressed. If you chose to leave
you will want your things dry in this cold” he said with a gentle
smile.

Steeling herself, Evenfire removed her
clothes, and slipped into the pool which was deliciously warm. The
benchlike step into the water was smooth and warm and she leaned
back and tried to imagine herself back home enjoying the bathing
pools of the palace.

She might have been able to revel in
the fantasy, but then he touched her. Not so intimately at first,
he merely stroked her arms, then her legs, and her back. It took a
moment to realize that he was bathing her. Gently and meticulously
he was removing the grime of her travels. By the time he reached
her buttocks and breasts she was just relaxing into his caress, and
it wasn’t until she had already opened her legs for his questing
fingers that she realized that this was more than a bath. She was
startled that she had relaxed so swiftly and accepted the situation
for even a moment, but something in his touch was making her crave
more.

She wasn’t sure what to think when he
lifted her from the bath and sat her on the edge. Some part of her
felt sure she should be traumatized to be so exposed to the
powerful ogre, but she didn’t resist as he pushed her onto her back
gently but firmly and lowered his great head between her legs. As
he pushed his tongue into her, she groaned with pleasures
unfamiliar. She had never been touched so, and his tongue was
relentless. Driving her to cum so swiftly that she felt as though
she might shake herself apart.

The next thing she knew he had pulled
her back into the water, onto the bench and rose before her. He
might well have been hideous in her eyes, but the cock before her
was glorious. She never hesitated, grasping the thick tumescent
organ in both hands before forcing her mouth wide to take the
bulbous tip into her mouth. It was a painful stretch, but she
managed it. She didn’t feel as if there was any room left in her
mouth once the enormous glans was in, but when he placed his big
hand on the back of her head and pushed, she learned that her
throat could stretch more than she had imagined
possible.

Fortunately, he stopped after he had
pushed several inches into her throat. Evenfire, couldn’t breath at
all, but after a soft chuckle he eased back, giving her time to
take a breath before pushing in again. Over and over, he thrust
into her throat and pulled back giving her just enough time to get
a breath before repeating.

Gil considered just shooting his cum
into her mouth, which he knew would be all it took to prove his
claim, but he wanted her to feel the full effect of the ogre magic.
He could claim her ass and get it but didn’t want the pain of such
intrusion to cause any lingering doubt. Besides, he was sure she
would want to experience it all once she had experienced the full
effects of his power.

“Oh, yes, that is good, but
I would have you now” he moaned aloud as he pulled from her
mouth.

Evenfire groaned in displeasure; the
urge to satisfy his cravings with her mouth overcoming the prospect
of having him fill her. “As you wish” she said, sounding almost
craven even to herself.

He lifted her then, setting her back on
the edge of the bath, and moved between her legs. He wasn’t
particularly gentle as he pushed the enormous shaft into her, but
to his surprise she wrapped her powerful legs around his hips and
pulled him into her fast. Taking her cue, he began to rapidly pump
in and out of her, amazed at how readily she took his long cock. He
had expected some pain and hesitance, but she was now thrusting her
hips up to meet his strokes, hungry to have him inside
her.

Evenfire had never felt such bliss, and
she was prone to go through lovers in short order on her occasional
returns from the wildlands. She couldn’t believe what she was
feeling sharing herself with her sworn enemy. The magic of their
connection was every bit as powerful as the elven high magic that
she had experienced, but so much more intimate. As her enemy
grunted and thrust into her willing body, she was overwhelmed by
pure animalistic pleasure in a way that she could never have
believed had he not tricked her into agreeing to it. She owed him
thanks for that.

Gil could not believe how receptive
this little she elf was now that the bond was beginning to form.
Certainly, Andyar must have viewed this power as one-sided, as the
spurned lover, but he could never have understood that the magic
didn’t come from ogrekind, but the elves themselves. The ogres were
merely the trigger for the magic that elves had repressed
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