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“Damn it!” Garruk yelled, slamming his fist into the ground. “She got away again!” 

Ake sighed and patted Garruk’s shoulder. Admittedly, after months of pursuing Lilianna—the 
necromancer who had killed Garruk’s cervine companion in cold blood—and numerous encounters where 
she managed to escape, he himself was getting discouraged. 

“We’ll get her,” he said, trying to sound optimistic. 

“But we don’t even know where she’s gone,” Garruk fumed. “She’s disappeared again like a fart in the 
wind.” 

“It’s not the first time,” Ake replied. “Remember a couple of months ago when we discovered her through 
casual conversation with those mages?” 

“That was a stroke of luck, but we squandered it two days later when she sic’d those vile ghouls on us, 
and we—like always—got distracted fighting them instead of taking her out once and for all. Just like 
today.” 

Ake pursed his lips. “I’m not sure how we could have done any differently; we can’t just ignore the ghouls 
as they’re hacking and slashing at us…” 

“But we’re insane to keep doing the same thing over and over and expect any different results!” the giant 
man roared. “There’s got to be a way to beat her, to put an end to this foolish endeavor! I should have 
never set out to avenge Heimdall’s death!” 

Ake shook his head vigorously. “Garruk, Lilianna cut him down in the prime of his life—worse, made you 
cut him down in the prime of his life—without any provocation whatsoever. She is evil incarnate and 
deserves to be brought to as miserable a death as possible. It is not a foolish endeavor, and you are 
absolutely right to want to take her down. The sooner, the better, says I, before she can hurt anybody 
else!” 

Garruk huffed and hung his head. He lifted his enormous hand and put it on Ake’s shoulder. “You are 
right, my friend, just like always. It’s wrong of me to despair, but this quest has gone on so very long and 
with such frustrating defeat over and over.” 

Ake pulled the big guy into a hug. “It’s not defeat as long as we’re both standing here together at the end,” 
he said with a faint smile. 

Garruk slowly nodded, and the two kissed tenderly. 

“We’ll get her,” Ake said again after the kiss parted. “We just need to find our next clue as to her 
whereabouts.” 

Months of pursuing the vile necromancer had at least helped them identify patterns in her behavior, and 
they made straight for the nearest town’s reagent-vendor. 

“Did a necromancer come through here just now?” Garruk asked the proprietor. 

“What if one did?” the bespectacled troll of a man asked. 

“We could make it worth your while to tell us what you know,” Ake replied, dropping a gold coin onto the 
counter. “Male or female?” 

“Female,” the man replied as the coin disappeared behind the counter. 

“Pray tell,” Garruk prodded as Ake gave the man a few more coins, “Where was she going?” 

“That she didn’t say,” the proprietor replied, pocketing the coins. “But it looked like someplace cold; she 
was carrying some thick coats.” 

Ake pursed his lips. “That could mean anything,” he mused. “We’ve followed her practically all over the 
world so far. She’d have to be prepared for just about anything.” He gave the proprietor a hard look. “Isn’t 
there anything else you can tell us?” 
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The man frowned and thought hard. “She had a map,” he said, trying to remember the details. “She put it 
on the counter, right here.” He put his hand down where the map had been. “It was in a foreign language, 
but the coat of arms on it was a four-pointed star.” 

“The Pale,” Ake said, brightening. “Looks like we have our next clue!” 

They thanked the man and left the shop. 

“Cold!” Garruk grumbled as they began walking. “Why did it have to be someplace cold?” 

Ake cocked his head. “You don’t like the cold?” he asked. 

The big guy shook his head violently. “No, I hate it!” 

“I love the cold!” Ake replied, grinning. “It’s perfect for cuddling, and you can wrap up in a nice, thick fur to 
keep you warm—” 

“No matter how many furs I wear, I still feel its chill,” Garruk interrupted flatly. “It makes my teeth hurt and 
exhausts me!” 

“It’s better than the heat, where you can only take so much off,” Ake retorted, frowning slightly. 

“Says you,” Garruk grumbled. “I feel…bulky…awkward…encumbered when I wear that many layers of 
clothes.” 

“I guess we’ll have to agree to disagree,” Ake said. 

Garruk grunted agreement. Ake was surprised at the big guy’s vehement hatred of the cold. He was 
usually such a gentle guy—gruff on the surface, perhaps, and certainly a fierce fighter whenever enemies 
came near, but when it was just the two of them, he seldom raised his voice. Ake wondered if maybe it 
was just the frustration of pursuing Lilianna for so long. 

Days passed, and the climate grew steadily colder as lush, green forests gave way to grassy prairies that 
grew sparser and sparser as they continued their walk. As the green deserted them, Garruk’s mood 
darkened. Ake tried to give him his space; he understood what it was like to be uncomfortable, but after 
almost half a day of walking in silence, he finally couldn’t take it anymore. 

“Are you okay?” he asked. 

“Fine,” Garruk growled through clenched teeth, his arms crossed tightly across his chest and his hands 
clutching his biceps. “I love being away from the grass and trees and everything good, all while being 
pierced with this wretched cold!” 

“No reason to take it out on me!” Ake replied, trying not to take it personally. 

Garruk just snorted. 

They began to see patches of snow here and there off the path, and as they continued walking, those 
patches grew together to form a thin layer on the ground that thickened with each passing mile. Garruk 
shivered under his furs, his breath coming out in thick, frosty clouds. Ake, meanwhile, couldn’t help 
marveling at the beauty of the light reflecting off the snow like a million tiny diamonds. A falling snowflake 
made him pause and grin, and as he looked up, he saw many more snowflakes lazily floating to the 
ground. He sighed wistfully, thinking of his childhood, and forgetting himself, he stuck his tongue out to 
catch one, chuckling to himself. 

“Isn’t this great?” he asked suddenly, overcome with joy. “Look at how peaceful the place is, how quiet! 
And these tiny little flakes, each so beautiful, each unique…” 

“Vile winter-piss!” Garruk snapped, brushing the flakes out of his face brusquely. 

“Whoa, easy, love!” Ake gasped, taken aback at the giant’s anger. “It’s only snow!” 

“Argh! I hate it all! Give me something to kill! I need to blow off some steam!” 
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“There’s nobody here,” Ake replied helplessly, looking around. He could see a lone tree in the distance. 
“How about that tree?” he asked. Even to him, it seemed a shame to fell the only tree, but if it’d make his 
boyfriend feel better… 

With a shout, the giant took off at a sprint, already wielding his axe in both hands. 

“Garruk, wait!” Ake cried as he sprinted after him. 

They came over a hill and found a great deal more trees hidden behind it. But Garruk didn’t go for any of 
these. Rather, he went straight to the nearest fallen one and sank his axe deep into the wood. With a 
snarl, he pulled his axe out and struck the tree again, cleaving it in two. As Ake caught up to him, the 
enormous man sank his axe into the wood and bisected it once again. His axe came down over and over, 
until the tree was little more than a pile of little wood pieces. 

“Feel better?” Ake asked, raising his eyebrows and smirking. 

“I’ll feel better once we’ve got a proper fire going,” Garruk grumbled as he began arranging the wood to 
build one. 

Ake shook his head, rolled his eyes, and grinned. It didn’t take the giant long to have the fire started, and 
the two quickly huddled next to it. 

Unfortunately, they wouldn’t get to enjoy it long.  

With a shriek, a dozen orcs descended upon them, weapons drawn. 

“Get your own fire!” Garruk bellowed as he leapt to his feet. 

“At least you’ve got something to kill now!” Ake yelled as he grabbed his sword and engaged the nearest 
orc. 

With a squeal, the orc lunged at him and tried to stab him with a polearm, but Ake easily deflected the 
thrust, grabbed the polearm with his off-hand, and yanked the orc forward into his blade. Meanwhile, 
Garruk’s axe flashed as he swung it in a wide circle, cleaving two orcs in two on its sharp edge, drenching 
him in blood. 

“I just cleaned these furs!” Garruk griped as his axe came down on a third orc. 

“Yeah, that blood is gonna be hard to get out,” Ake agreed, his sword removing an orc’s head from his 
shoulders and sending it flying. 

Despite the obvious advantage the adventurers had, the orcs persisted—somewhat stupidly in Garruk’s 
estimation—until the two had slain them all. 

“You’ll have to do better than a measly dozen orcs to finish us off, Lilianna!” Garruk snarled.  

Ake flicked the blood off his sword and sheathed it when something caught his eye. 

“Wait…” he said, kneeling and picking up one of the orcs’ helmets. “I know that symbol.” 

He gasped and dropped the helmet as he realized where he’d seen the painted-on sign before, his lips 
silently forming the name, “Dhargol.” 

Having taken out a great deal of his frustrations on the orcs, Garruk felt considerably better—even if it 
was just for a little bit—and he regarded his boyfriend curiously. “Ake? What is it?” 

“These are Stormfang orcs,” Ake said, visibly shaken. 

“Yeah? So?” the giant asked, not understanding Ake’s reaction. “An orc’s an orc, and a dead orc’s better 
than a live one, isn’t it?” 

Ake shook his head. “The Stormfang clan is peaceful,” he said. “I know their chieftain. Why would they 
attack us?” 

Garruk shrugged dismissively. “They’re dead, so it doesn’t matter.” 
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“It does matter!” Ake retorted with such vehemence that Garruk took a step backward, “And I demand an 
explanation!” 

“But Lilianna—” Garruk protested. 

“—will still be there when we get done,” Ake growled, “but this is personal, and I want to know what gives! 
It’ll only take a day or so.” 

Garruk opened his mouth to protest further, but he closed it. For months, Ake had helped him in his quest 
to get his revenge, and if all he wanted was a day’s delay, well, Garruk certainly wasn’t in a position to 
deny him that! He sighed. 

“I can see this is important to you,” he said reluctantly. “We can spare a day or two. What’s your plan?” 

Ake hesitated, a hint of doubt creeping into his mind, but he brushed it away and said, “We’ll go to their 
stronghold—it’s not far from here—and demand an explanation.” 

“I imagine they’d be very eager to talk to someone who just slew their warriors,” Garruk replied 
sarcastically. “Wouldn’t they just kill us on the spot?” 

“They wouldn’t dare,” Ake said grimly. 

Garruk frowned, curious why Ake was so certain, but he just pursed his lips and nodded assent. 

They extinguished their just-made fire and struck out off the path, heading east. 

Less than an hour later, the top of the orcish stronghold appeared on the horizon, the sun-bleached 
tanned hides stretched tautly over animal bones and tusks and whitened with a thin layer of snow. A mast 
stood in the middle of the enormous tent, the Stormfang flag hanging limply from it. The sight made Ake 
swallow apprehensively. It had been many years since the last time he was there. He was younger then, 
more foolish. Was it wise to stir up old feelings again? 

But still they continued on, finding their way to the well-worn main road to the stronghold. Orc travelers 
eyed them suspiciously but did not try to attack them as they made their way towards the town. 

“Halt!” a guard barked as they reached the entrance. “What business do you have with the Stormfang 
clan?” 

“We’re here to see Dhargol,” Ake replied evenly. 

“The chieftain is not seeing any visitors,” the guard said dismissively. 

“He will see me,” Ake retorted firmly. “But don’t take my word for it. Tell him Ake wishes to see him.” 

The guard glowered at him and begrudgingly dispatched a runner to relay the message. 

“Nice place you’ve got here,” Garruk remarked blandly, looking at the animal-bone rafters high above 
them. 

The guard didn’t take the bait and just sat, his body tense and ready to draw his weapon as soon as the 
messenger returned. But to his shock, the messenger did not arrive alone. In fact, the messenger couldn’t 
quite keep up as Dhargol himself walked briskly towards the entrance. 

“Do my eyes deceive me?” the chieftain asked, rushing forward to greet them. “Ake! Just look at you! 
You’re every bit as handsome as I remembered!” 

The guard’s jaw dropped as Ake flashed him a knowing smirk. Garruk’s jaw likewise slackened, and he 
cleared his throat awkwardly. 

“Good to see you, Dhargol,” Ake said, hugging his ex warmly. “This is Garruk, my boyfriend,” he said by 
way of introduction. “Garruk, this is Dhargol, chieftain of the Stormfang clan.” 

Boyfriend and ex-boyfriend eyed each other and shook hands stiffly. 

“Well, I am happy to see you; it’s a very pleasant surprise!” Dhargol said, leading them past the still-
gaping guard. “What brings you back here?” 
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The three made their way toward the great hall, Garruk looking troubled as he followed behind the others. 

“I’m afraid the circumstances of our visit are unhappy ones,” Ake replied as they walked. “We had 
an…altercation…with a group of orcs bearing your insignia.” 

Ake produced one of the helmets from beneath his cloak. Dhargol stopped short, looking in dismay at the 
helmet. He took it from Ake in both hands and lifted it up to look at it. 

“So, our troubles continue,” he said morosely, glancing at the two. “Knowing you, I’m guessing there were 
no survivors, and that’s my people’s blood on your clothes?” 

Ake nodded grimly, and Dhargol sighed sadly as they entered the great hall and sat at the table. 

“We’ll get you some clean furs,” he said. “About a week ago, my people started turning on and attacking 
one another.” He addressed Garruk. “My people are peaceful and would never do such a thing in their 
right minds. I am sorry they attacked you.” 

“What made them start doing that?” Ake asked. “Have you done anything about it?” 

“We think we’ve been cursed,” Dhargol replied, “but our scholars aren’t sure by whom or how to solve it.” 
He brightened suddenly. “Are you still as adventurous as you used to be?” he asked. “Like back when we 
were together?” He glanced at Garruk and grinned knowingly. “Ake and I used to be together, you see. 
Together, nothing could beat us. Our adventures were the stuff of legend, but that paled compared to our 
romantic exploits! We—” 

“That’s enough about that,” Ake said hastily, giving Garruk an apologetic look. “That was a long time ago, 
Dhargol, and I’m with Garruk now.” 

“A pity,” Dhargol replied with a sigh. “You’re a lucky man,” he said to Garruk. “You’ve got quite the prize 
there.” 

“Anyway,” Ake interrupted, “What were you asking about being adventurous?” 

“Oh, right,” Dhargol said sheepishly, “I was curious whether you might have any interest in helping my 
people overcome this foul curse.” He reached forward and took Ake’s hand. “You know it would be a 
tremendous service to the clan, and I would personally be very appreciative,” he said, giving Ake a 
significant look. “I’m sure I could make it worth your while.” 

“We accept gold,” Garruk interjected bluntly, startling the chieftain. 

“Oh, uh, yes. Of course,” Dhargol replied hastily, letting go of Ake’s hand. “Absolutely. How does a 
thousand gold pieces each sound?” 

“Dhargol, that’s—” Ake gaped, starting to protest. 

“Perfect!” Garruk said, looking Dhargol square in the eye. “Yes, that sounds perfectly fair. We’ve been on 
our feet for several days pursuing someone completely different, but we are happy to put that quest aside 
and take care of your little problem instead.” 

“Oh, I didn’t mean to interrupt—” Dhargol said, a hint of sarcasm in his voice. “I’m sure that whatever 
adventure you two were on was very important. Don’t let my offer of payment distract you from that.” 

“Uh, actually—” Ake began. 

“No, no, by all means, our other quest can wait. Isn’t that right, Ake?” Garruk growled. 

“I—I really don’t—” 

“Nonsense! Ake is more than happy to continue your quest with you,” Dhargol sneered. “Tell him, Ake!” 

“Uh—” 

“No, Ake, tell him how you want to help him!” Garruk interjected, his voice getting louder. 

“But clearly he’s already chosen you over me!” Dhargol retorted, now addressing Garruk directly. 
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“It’s not like that, is it, Ake? I’m sure you had a good reason for leaving him, but you still have feelings for 
him, and that’s why you’re going to help him now, right? Ake?” 

“Ake, what do you say in all this?” Dhargol pressed. 

“Guys, could we just stop a minute?!” Ake cried. 

Garruk and Dhargol stared at him, surprised at the outburst. 

“Look, this has gotten a little heated, yeah? Dhargol, I’m sorry to impose, but is there a place that Garruk 
and I could go to just, you know, defuse the situation a bit?” 

“I don’t need defusing,” Garruk automatically replied. 

“Not saying you do,” Ake said conciliatorily, “But I do. Dhargol?” he asked pleadingly. 

The chieftain took a breath and let it out, regaining his composure. “Of course, Ake. Whatever you need. 
This page will take you to your quarters. I hope you will both join us for dinner tonight before you begin.” 

“Ha! So, we are helping you!” Garruk exulted. 

“Enough, Love,” Ake hissed. “Just let it go for now.” He thanked Dhargol, and the young orc page led 
them out of the great hall and into a small, partitioned-off area along one of the walls of the stronghold. 

“The nerve of that guy,” Garruk said as soon as they were alone, “You’d think he wanted to sweep you 
right off your feet! But of course, that’s preposterous; like you’d ever feel anything for an orc!” He looked 
at Ake for support. 

“Him!” Ake snapped, “What about you, jumping down his throat like that! And then both of you using me 
as a weapon against each other! I’d expect that from him, but not from you, Garruk Wildspeaker!” 

“Aha, so you do have feelings for him!” Garruk retorted. “Was that your whole point of coming back here? 
To rekindle old love?” 

“No!” Ake barked. 

“What did you see in him? Is he better than me? Was his orc prick better than mine?” Garruk demanded, 
obviously hurt but handling it completely the wrong way. 

“That’s none of your business!” Ake retorted. “I don’t kiss and tell!” 

Garruk huffed. “It’s me, isn’t it?” he asked, his voice changing from mad to sad. “I don’t satisfy you, and 
you sought him out to replace me.” 

Ake sighed. “Garruk—” 

“And this stupid quest—I know you hate it, and this quest of his gives you a perfect distraction. ‘Oh, 
Garruk, I’d love to help you track down Heimdall’s murderess, but I have to save a village of orcs.’ It’s the 
perfect distraction because you get to have the moral high ground.” 

“Garruk!” Ake said sharply. “No, listen to me! This has nothing to do with any of that. It just didn’t make 
sense to me that a peaceful orc clan would attack us. Things happened too fast, Garruk. I might have 
even known some of the orcs we slaughtered!” 

“The only good orc is a dead one,” Garruk grumbled petulantly. 

“That’s really insensitive,” Ake said indignantly. “Look, what happened with Dhargol—that’s in the past, 
okay? I left him many years ago, and I’m not going back to him. He chose his clan, and I choose you. 
That’s it, end of subject.” 

Garruk huffed, unconvinced. “Maybe you’re just waiting for me to go to sleep, and then you’ll sneak in 
with him tonight.” 

“Argh!” Ake cried, “Will you stop?” 

“Then make love to me right now,” Garruk pleaded. “As a sign of trust?” 
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“Garruk, no,” Ake replied firmly. “We’ve got to figure out how we’re going to proceed tomorrow. Two 
thousand gold pieces is a lot of money if we can help them out.” 

“So, you do choose him over me!”   

“No, I choose money to help us continue this quest! Do you realize how much money we gave that 
reagent-vendor a couple of days ago? He could practically retire! I’m just looking ahead so that we can 
afford to keep pursuing Lilianna! You should consider thinking things through before doing them 
occasionally!” He shook his head in annoyance and frustration. “We should never have come. I knew 
better, and I dragged us here anyway. I was afraid of this: afraid—” 

“—Afraid you’d fall for him again?” Garruk interrupted. “I knew it!” 

“No! Will you stop jumping to conclusions already? Geez! What the hell’s gotten into you?” 

“I dunno, maybe someone cursed me and made me turn on people I care about,” Garruk mocked. “‘Oh, 
help me, Ake; my tribe is bewitched!’” 

“You mean like Heimdall turned on you?” Ake spat. 

He regretted it the instant he said it. 

Garruk opened his mouth to say something, but all that came out was an agonized whimper, and he sat 
down heavily on the bed. 

“Garruk, I—I’m sorry,” Ake said, rushing to him and taking his hand. “You just wouldn’t let me talk! I didn’t 
mean it—it just slipped out.” 

“No, I get it,” Garruk said slowly. “I badgered you about your past, so you brought up my most painful 
memory. How thoughtful of you—you who always thinks things through!” 

Ake put his hand to his forehead and sighed in exasperation.  

A thought suddenly occurred to him.  

“Wait… No, that’s it!” he said. “Don’t you see? This is classic Lilianna! She turns your loved ones on you 
and makes you hunt them down, and now she’s doing the same to me—to the clan! This must be her!” 

“Don’t try to change the subject,” Garruk growled. “You’re just too cowardly to admit that you liked hurting 
me!” 

“If I wanted to hurt you, I’d use my sword!” Ake snapped, now really annoyed at Garruk’s pig-headedness. 

“Over my dead body!” Garruk roared. 

“That’s the point, you enormous, deaf oaf! If you’d just shut up and listen once in a while, maybe you’d 
realize that what you’re saying is bat-shit crazy!” 

“Fine, then, if I’m so crazy, why don’t you go run to your old lover!” Garruk yelled. 

“Maybe I will!” 

Ake grabbed his sword and stomped out of the tent. Quite a number of orcs had gathered at hearing the 
yelling. They parted hastily to let Ake through.  

This was a mistake, Ake berated himself as he stormed outside. I knew it would be, and I insisted on 
coming anyway! What did I think was going to happen? That my two strong-willed suitors would be happy 
to see each other and would greet each other like long-lost friends? Bah! I need to train. 

He stepped out into the cold air and immediately felt a little better. He hadn’t realized it, but the tent was 
sweltering, and he was sure that hadn’t helped any! 

He found himself a clearing and began going through the motions of a swordfight, checking and 
correcting his form here and there to make his motions more fluid and effortless. The motion and 
concentration were good for getting his mind off the argument with Garruk, and he began to feel better. 
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Something suddenly caught his attention out of the corner of his eye. He froze and watched as a 
shadowy figure appeared to retreat from his position. His eyes narrowed suspiciously, and he slowly and 
stealthily pursued the figure. 

************* 

Garruk sighed and looked at the setting sun. He knew Ake was mad—and rightfully so, he conceded— 
but it wasn’t like him for disappear for so long. The giant had resolved to himself that he would apologize 
when he saw his boyfriend again. He knew better: Ake was honest and wouldn’t tell him one thing if he 
meant another. But as the lengthening shadows gave way to darkness, Garruk began to worry. 

He spied a set of footprints going off into the woods that looked about the right distance apart to be Ake’s. 
An expert tracker, Garruk found the clearing where Ake had trained. A set of footprints led away from the 
clearing. The footprints were definitely Ake’s—he had a peculiar gouge in his shoe that gave him away—
but the spacing was closer together and of irregular depths, as if he had moved quickly to one position, 
stayed there a few seconds, and then moved quickly again. 

What are you stalking? Garruk wondered. He followed the prints for quite some distance—maybe a mile 
or so—when the prints disappeared amongst hundreds of different prints. Garruk’s blood ran cold. The 
new footprints came from ghouls. 

“Lilianna!” he gasped. 

He looked frantically through the mess of footprints, desperately trying to figure out which way Ake had 
gone, but beyond a twenty-foot-diameter circle, there was only the trail of footprints that had led him 
there. He had no idea how Lilianna and her minions had gotten away, but he was certain they had Ake! 

Desperate and facing the cold wilderness alone, Garruk looked around helplessly for someone to give 
him a clue as to Ake’s whereabouts, but finding nobody else there, he rushed back to the stronghold and 
barged into the great hall. 

“Gary, was it?” Dhargol asked, smirking as the giant rushed in. “You’re late for dinner. Where is Ake?” 

Garruk didn’t even bother to correct him. Seeing the giant’s expression, Dhargol’s smirk fell.  

“What happened? Where is he?” he asked anxiously. 

“I tracked him into the woods, and then his tracks disappeared,” Garruk replied hurriedly. “I think my 
enemy, Lilianna Vess—a powerful necromancer whom Ake and I have been pursuing for several 
months—captured him!” 

“But you said she left no tracks?” Dhargol asked skeptically. “Absurd! Take me there.” 

Garruk bristled, but for Ake’s sake, he bit his tongue and hurriedly escorted the orc chieftain to the 
clearing. 

“There’s a set of tracks right here,” Dhargol said promptly. 

“Those are my tracks,” Garruk replied testily. “Lilianna’s maybe five and a half feet tall; there is no way 
she or any of her ghouls made footprints that far apart. 

“Hmm,” Dhargol mused, looking minutely at the ground. His eyes narrowed, and then he looked up. 
“There!” he said. “Look at how that branch is bent; she snuck out that way!” 

Garruk chided himself for overlooking something so basic, and the two quickly widened their search to the 
ground around the nearby trees. 

Two heavy imprints showed where a ghoul had landed, and drag marks pointed the way they’d gone. 
Giant and orc quickly followed. 

After nearly an hour of pursuit, Dhargol grumbled, “I would think that encumbered by Ake’s weight, they’d 
have had a hard time making it this far!” 

“The ghouls she summons are very strong,” Garruk replied. “We have tried for months to beat her, but 
even with Ake’s shouts, we still cannot quite kill her. She is always just outside our reach.” 
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“Sounds like you need a hand,” Dhargol replied. 

Garruk bristled. “I don’t need my boyfriend’s ex to come in and save the day!” he snapped. 

“Fine, fine,” Dhargol said, shrugging. “What’s your beef with this person anyway?” 

“Probably the same as yours,” Garruk retorted. “She senselessly turned my love against me.” 

Dhargol gasped and looked at him. “She made Ake attack you?” 

“Not Ake,” Garruk replied, shaking his head. “Heimdall, my most beloved pet.” 

Dhargol frowned. “Wait, so you’re trying to kill her because she killed your dog or something?” 

“Not a dog, a deer—my most beloved companion for almost 100 years,” Garruk said, sighing. 

“100 years?” Dhargol asked, raising a skeptical eyebrow. “You’re uh—not bad-looking for your age.” 

Garruk just rolled his eyes, and the two continued in silence. 

“What do you suppose she’s doing to him?” Dhargol asked abruptly. 

Garruk swallowed. “I don’t want to think about it.” 

The two glanced at each other and began to run. 

************* 

“No! Nngh!” Ake cried, pulling hard against his restraints. 

“Aww, do painful memories from your past hurt?” Lilianna asked sadistically. “What’s this? Oh, a memory 
about that orc?” 

The memory of their breakup flashed into Ake’s mind with cruel clarity. 

“That was a mighty awful thing he did, wasn’t it?” the necromancer asked. “How does that make you feel? 
It makes you sad, right?” 

“Yes!” Ake wailed, his mind slowly succumbing to the hours of torment as tears streamed down his face. 

“Wrong!” the necromancer snapped, and Ake screamed as she uttered words of dark magic that made 
him feel as though his skin was burning. “You feel angry! You want to kill him!” 

“No!” Ake cried again. Even through the excruciating pain, Ake knew he did not want that! What Dhargol 
had done was unkind, but it wasn’t cruel and certainly wasn’t worthy of death! 

“Wrong again!” 

Ake’s breath caught as another wave of pain washed over him. Even his throat hurt from the hours of 
screaming. 

“Oh, and how about this? What was your name for him? ‘Giant oaf,’ was that right? Yes, that was quite 
the spate you had, wasn’t it? If only he would just listen to you, isn’t that right?” 

“Yes,” Ake whimpered. 

“He just jumps to all the wrong conclusions, doesn’t he?” Lilianna asked. Standing close to Ake’s head, 
she growled in his ear, “You have to make him listen! Use your sword! Use your shouts!” 

Ake shook his head feebly. “No…” he said, exhausted. “They—they’ll come for me.” 

“Oh, pshaw, they’ll come for you! They don’t love you! If they did, they wouldn’t have tried to use you as a 
weapon against each other,” Lilianna said, amplifying the words that Ake himself had thought. “No, my 
sweet,” she said earnestly, “They do not love you.” She took his hand in hers and looked sincerely at him. 
“I’m sorry it’s hard, but they were only ever interested in besting each other, and you were a pawn.” 

Through bloodshot eyes, Ake looked at the necromancer. In his exhausted state, the things she was 
saying almost made sense to him, yet something in the back of his mind still told him that she wasn’t to 
be trusted. 
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“But I love you,” Lilianna said, caressing his face, “And that’s why I have to inflict pain on you, to help you 
see through the lies. They have lied to you for so many years that you believe them, my sweet, and I 
have to be harsh to help you break through. But don’t worry; I’ve sent them down the wrong trail looking 
for you. You’re safe here with me, my sweet, and they will never, ever be able to hurt you again.” 

************* 

The trail abruptly ended in the middle of a barren field. Garruk and Dhargol both looked about frantically. 

“No!” Garruk cried. “No, there must be tracks! Ake! Where are you?!” 

Dhargol snarled and kicked the snow in frustration. “Damn it! Were there any other tracks?” he asked. 

Garruk shook his head. “I didn’t see any; did you?” 

“Just yours,” Dhargol replied. 

“Argh!” 

The two began sprinting back to where they’d picked up on the false trail, and a few hours later, they 
stood at the site to find it snowing. They searched and searched, but they could find no new tracks, and 
their chances got worse as the snow began to cover the ground. 

After four hours of scouring the place, Dhargol reached up and put his hand on Garruk’s shoulder. “We’ll 
find him,” he said. “I’ll send out scouts to look for the necromancer and Ake.” 

Garruk started to protest, but realizing it was their best hope, he swallowed his pride and thanked the orc. 
The two retired to the great hall to wait for news from the scouts. 

They’d been sitting in silence for a good hour, and it was beginning to make Dhargol uncomfortable. 

“So, how long have you known Ake?” he asked, trying to make conversation. 

“Six months,” came the reply. 

“How did you meet?” 

“He was looking for one of those dragon words and thought I could help him.” 

“…did you?” 

“Yes.” 

Dhargol sighed. Making small talk wasn’t working, and the silence was deafening. 

“What’s on your mind?” he asked at last. 

“What the hell do you think is on my mind?” Garruk snapped. “Ake, of course!” 

“Hey! Have I wronged you or something?” Dhargol asked hotly. “Last I checked, my men were out helping 
to find your boyfriend.” 

“It’s your fault he’s gone in the first place!” Garruk retorted.  

“Oh, I’m sorry,” the orc replied sarcastically, “Was it my tent he left in a huff? Hmm? No, I think it must 
have been something you said that made him storm out and get captured!” 

“If you weren’t so busy flirting with my boyfriend, I wouldn’t have been cross with him!” 

“If you hadn’t come in looking so high and mighty for being with him, maybe I wouldn’t have felt the need 
to!” 

“What? High and mighty? I can’t help being seven feet tall! Besides, we wouldn’t even be here if it weren’t 
for your people attacking us!” 

“You didn’t have to agree to help!” 

“Ake wanted to!” 
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Dhargol snorted. “So, let’s be honest here: this is his fault.” 

Garruk opened his mouth to protest, but Dhargol raised his hand conciliatorily. 

“I’m not saying that we should blame the victim here,” he said, “but let’s face it: he was the one who 
wanted to come here, and he’s the reason we’re both at each other’s throats.” He sighed. “Look, I miss 
him and miss being boyfriends with him, but that ship has sailed. I’m not a threat to your relationship. He 
was the one who ended things, not me. Surely you must know him well enough to know that if he says 
something, he means it. Didn’t he say that he chose you?” 

Garruk sighed and hung his head. “Yeah,” he replied.  

“Then we both know that that’s what he meant.” 

The giant pursed his lips and nodded. “That was supposed to be a private conversation,” he said wryly. 

The orc chuckled ruefully. “Voices carry in a tent of animal hides,” he admitted. “Look, I care for him a lot, 
Garruk,” Dhargol said, “but I understand his decision to move on and respect it. I know he and I will not be 
together again, but flirting with him was the best thing that’s happened to me in a good, long while, 
especially with my own people being at each other’s throats. Just…grant me one indulgence and let me 
flirt harmlessly with him. I promise I won’t do anything else. That’s the best I’ll ever be able to do, and I 
really need some good right now.” 

Garruk considered it. “Just…don’t do it when I’m around, okay?” he asked. “I’m…not ready for that, yet.” 

Dhargol nodded. “Truce?” he asked, extending his hand. 

“Deal,” Garruk replied, shaking hands with him. 

“Come on,” Dhargol said, inclining his head. “Let’s get something to eat while we wait.” 

“Seems like I should be out searching,” Garruk said reluctantly. 

“We need to be able to relay word to you when we find him,” Dhargol replied. “That’s hard to do if you’re 
out looking somewhere.” 

Garruk sighed, nodded, and rose to follow Dhargol. The giant mostly picked at his food, but he did 
manage to get a little bit down. As they ate, he relayed in greater detail how Ake had found him and how 
Lilianna had appeared almost right afterwards to make their lives a living hell. 

“What does she have against you, anyway?” Dhargol asked. “It all seems so arbitrary.” 

Garruk shook his head. “I don’t know. It does seem to lack rhyme or reason.” He chewed his food 
thoughtfully a moment. “So how did you and Ake meet?” 

Dhargol snorted out a chuckle. “We met while adventuring. We both went after the same bounty. I 
suddenly noticed that he seemed to be everywhere I was, asking the same questions I was in search of 
our quarry. I finally confronted him and asked him why he was following me. He told me not to flatter 
myself, that he was seeking a bounty and couldn’t be bothered tracking an orc. I said the name of the 
bounty, and we both took off, trying to be the first to catch him. We charged into this herbalist’s shop at 
the same time and got stuck in the doorway, both of us trying to get past the other, since the herbalist had 
what we thought was the final clue to catching the guy. The herbalist told us to hurry up and kiss already.” 
He shook his head ruefully, chuckling, and then sighed. “We looked at each other, realized she was 
completely right, and began making out right there.” 

“Um, er—what about the bounty?” Garruk asked awkwardly, changing the subject. 

“Oh, heh, well, the guy got away,” Dhargol admitted. “We went back, had some—er…well, you know—
and by then, someone else had already caught him.” 

Garruk laughed. “That seems…counterproductive?” 

Dhargol chuckled. “Yeah, that first time it was, but when we started working together, we caught our 
marks in half the time. One of us would get an idea of where the guy could be or a lead to follow, and the 
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other would take that and run with it, and pretty soon, we’d practically figured out where to find the guy 
before he even got there.” 

“Hmm,” Garruk replied. “And that went on for some time, yes?” 

Dhargol nodded. “A good five years or so.” 

The giant raised his eyebrows. “But then, why did Ake break up with you?” 

A warrior burst in. “Sir, news from the scouts!” 

Dhargol was on his feet instantly, asking the warrior what they’d found. 

“The scouts said there was smoke rising from a mission about ten miles to the northeast. That mission 
has been deserted for centuries.” 

“Let’s go,” Dhargol said, grabbing his club. Garruk was on his feet in a flash.  

************* 

“Now, tell me again, my sweet, what was it you were going to do if you ever see that orc or that giant?” 

“Kill them, swiftly and mercilessly,” Ake replied, his tone grim and his eyes icy.  

“Good answer,” Lilianna replied, undoing his restraints. “I believe you’re ready.” 

“Mistress!” a ghoul cried, rushing in, “Intruders approach!” 

“Oh?” Lilianna asked, frowning and quickly going to a narrow window. 

She could see the lights of torches in the distance, but she couldn’t make out anyone’s face in the dusky 
light. 

“Garruk Wildspeaker is one of them,” the ghoul added. 

“Imbecile!” Lilianna roared. 

She thrust her hand out in a grasping motion, and the ghoul burst into flames and vanished. 

“Don’t you think that kind of information would be good to tell me upfront?” she spat. “Ugh! No matter how 
brilliant I become, these slavish ghouls remain complete idiots!” 

She whirled on heel and stormed out of the room. 

“Garruk is coming,” Ake said grimly, his hand on the hilt of his sword. “Good.” 

************* 

“I warn you, Dhargol: don’t underestimate her,” the giant said as they neared the mission. “You don’t 
know me, but you know Ake, and you know that he is powerful in combat. He and I have gone against her 
almost a dozen times and have not yet defeated her. With all due respect, you lack Ake’s dragon-shouts.” 

Dhargol looked over at Garruk and smiled. “I may not be able to beat Ake—nor would I want to—but I can 
certainly hold my own in battle. I am not worried about one necromancer. Let her summon her ghouls, a 
hundred—five hundred!—we will deal with her.” 

They came abruptly to the edge of the clearing overlooking the mission, and the two hid in the shadows, 
silently taking in the scene below them. 

“Careful what you ask for,” Garruk whispered, pointing down to the mass of ghouls that surrounded the 
mission on all sides. “It’s not five hundred, but it’ll do.” 

Dhargol swallowed. Calling for five hundred might have been a bit of an exaggeration. There looked to be 
some 200 or so ghouls milling about. 

“We’ll lure them out and funnel them through those hills,” he said, pointing to the two steep hills that 
flanked the entrance to the mission. “Coming in ones and twos, they’ll be no match for us.” 

Garruk nodded. Tactics weren’t his strong suit, but that made sense, at least. 
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They quickly slipped back down the hill, and Garruk stood at the entrance while Dhargol slunk silently 
forward, ready to lure the ghouls back. 

“Ready?” the orc asked. 

The giant gripped his axe and nodded, sneering in anticipation. 

Dhargol slipped silently through the hills. At first, it was silent. Garruk waited breathlessly. 

And still, nothing. 

Garruk began to creep forward, worried that Dhargol had met his end all too quickly, but no sooner did he 
make it to the edge of the hills than the warrior came running back, a string of ghouls following him. 

“Attack!” Dhargol cried, and Garruk rushed forward to meet the ghouls head-on. His axe and Dhargol’s 
greatsword flashed and slashed through the air, and ghouls fell like blades of grass before a scythe. 

“Ha!” Dhargol exulted. “That was too easy!” 

Mere minutes after the battle started, the ghouls’ numbers dwindled, and they saw a clear path to the 
mission. They began to move forward between the hills. But as they crept forward, ghouls began raining 
down upon them from the top of the hill. 

“Back out!” Dhargol cried. 

The two started to retreat, but ghouls landed on either side of them, trapping them between the hills. And 
still the ghouls rained down, biting and clawing as soon as they made contact. 

Garruk and Dhargol exchanged glances, yelled passionately, and stood back-to-back, weapons flying. 
Waves of ghouls crashed against their weapons and were chopped down one-by-one and two-by-two. 

“Hold them off!” Dhargol bellowed as he and Garruk continued hacking and slashing into the raining 
ghouls. 

The two began to move slowly towards the opening of the mission, their progress slowed by the still-
raining ghouls and the mound of dead ones in their way. But at last, they finally made it to the other side. 

They looked at each other, panting from exertion. Garruk didn’t have the heart to tell Dhargol he’d told 
him so, but he suspected the orc had a better appreciation for what they were up against. 

They held their breath as they entered the mission, listening for the sounds of movement. Hearing none, 
they fanned out to check the ground floor for enemies. Finding nothing, they ascended the stairs from 
opposite ends of the mission and continued their search on the second floor. Their boots scraped on 
flagstone as they hurriedly scoured the floor. 

“It’s too quiet,” Dhargol whispered to Garruk. 

“This is how these always go,” the giant replied. 

A thought suddenly occurred to him, and he rushed to the nearest window to look out. 

“Dhargol, look!” he hissed. 

The orc looked out to see the ghouls being reanimated, and his blood ran cold. 

“Shit,” he said. 

“She always does this!” Garruk grumbled. 

“We’ve got to take her out before those things get to us!” Dhargol whispered urgently. 

Garruk nodded, and they quickly hurried up to the third floor. 

“Well, well. Look who finally showed up,” a voice said, making the hair on the back of Garruk’s neck stand 
on end. “Oh, and look, you brought a friend!” 
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The giant turned to face Lilianna, sitting by herself in a large, wooden chair at the far end of the room. 
Years of neglect of the mission had made its roof collapse and eventually rot away, leaving a vast 
opening above them. 

“Where is Ake? Why are you doing this, Lilianna?” Garruk demanded as he and Dhargol and advanced 
on her.  

“Haven’t you ever been in a bad mood where you just wanted to kill something?” she asked.  

Garruk froze, remembering having felt exactly that way when they entered this frozen hell. 

“Yes, yes, you have, haven’t you?” Lilianna gloated. “I know: Ake told me everything.” 

“But I didn’t act on it!” Garruk retorted. “I took it out on a dead tree instead!” 

“Hey, that tree could have been my best friend, for all you know!” Lilianna spat. “I do have a thing for the 
dead, you know.” 

“Enough of this!” Garruk snapped. “Where is Ake? You have my friend, and I want him back.” 

“Oh, I’m afraid he doesn’t want you back,” the necromancer replied, examining her black, crusty 
fingernails. “He told me all about your spate.” 

“You lie,” Dhargol snapped. 

The orc and Garruk had advanced halfway across the room. 

“Hey, don’t take my word for it,” the necromancer said, rising and gesturing to a doorway on the side of 
the room. “Why don’t you ask him yourself? My sweet, we have visitors!” 

Ake stepped out, his sword drawn and his eyes cold with hatred. 

“Ake!” Garruk cried, dropping his guard and rushing towards him. “Thank goodness you’re all right!” 

“You!” Ake growled, raising his sword to attack the giant.  

“Garruk, look out!” Dhargol cried. 

Garruk skidded on his heels and ducked as Ake’s sword hissed past his ear. 

“Ake, what the hell?!” he yelped. 

But Ake wasn’t saying anything now; he advanced rapidly on the giant, sword flying dangerously. Garruk 
backed away hastily, not wanting to raise his axe against his boyfriend. 

“Retreat, Garruk, retreat!” Dhargol yelled. 

Garruk turned and ran back to the orc, who watched breathlessly, uncertain of what to do. 

“Don’t let her get away!” the giant bellowed. “She’s just distracting us with him!” 

“Oh, ho! So, he’s learning, now, huh?” Lilianna jeered, having sat down once again. “Well, if your lover-
man isn’t enough distraction, how about this?” 

Garruk and Dhargol heard a loud rumbling behind them as ghouls began to stream from both staircases. 

“Hold them back!” Dhargol yelled. They split up, each taking a doorway and hacking down the ghouls as 
they entered. 

“Damn it! We’ve got to get Lilianna!” Garruk cried. 

“Over my dead body,” Ake roared, moving impossibly fast to cut off their path. 

“Ake, snap out of it!” Dhargol protested, parrying Ake’s blade and then fluidly whipping around to cut a 
ghoul in half. “This isn’t how it’s supposed to work! I’m supposed to either kill someone, or he’s supposed 
to leave me alone! You’re not right in the head!” 

“No, the way I remember it, I kill someone!” Ake growled. “Zun haal viik!” 
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Dhargol’s sword flew from his hand and skittered across the room. The orc clutched his hand in pain and 
quickly retreated from the doorway as ghouls began to stream in. 

“Ow, Ake! That hurt!” he protested. 

“Not as much as this will,” Ake replied grimly, swinging his sword for the orc’s neck. 

Dhargol threw himself backward, did a handspring, and rolled over to pick up his sword. 

“I don’t like this game, Ake!” he yelled. 

“I don’t like you!” Ake replied. 

Garruk finished polishing off his doorway’s worth of ghouls and quickly went to help Dhargol. 

“Ake, this isn’t you. What the hell did that witch do to you?” he cried as he cut three ghouls in half and 
then feigned an attack on Ake to distract him.  

“I’ll get the necromancer!” Dhargol barked, rushing past Ake. 

“The hell with this!” Ake roared. “Odahviing!” 

“Oh, shit…” Garruk murmured—he knew those words. “Take cover!” 

There was a deafening roar as a dragon appeared from the sky. Dhargol shrieked and found cover under 
a side-room that still had a ceiling as the giant beast swooped in, breathing fire and narrowly missing him. 

“Garruk, I think Ake is trying to actually kill us!” the orc protested. 

“What was your first clue?!” Garruk retorted, parrying another blow from Ake’s sword. 

“I’m gonna take that dragon out,” Dhargol grumbled. 

“You’re gonna kill Odahviing?! Are you insane?!” Garruk cried. 

“His body would look great stuffed and hung from the rafters of the great hall,” Dhargol replied evenly. 

“Forget the dragon and get her! She is the bad guy here!” 

Dhargol growled in frustration. “Argh! Fine, I’ll get her!”  

He charged out of hiding, sword raised as he raced towards the necromancer. 

“Uh…Oh!” Lilianna cried, scrambling out of her chair. “My sweet! Help!” she cried. 

Ake whirled and charged towards her, leaving Garruk to sprint after him. “Fus ro dah!” he yelled. 

Dhargol screamed out as the force of Ake’s voice flung them against the wall, narrowly avoiding being 
thrown over it. Ake closed the distance and began attacking with his sword. 

“Ake! Stop!” Dhargol cried. “I’m your friend!” 

“I have no friends!” Ake retorted, narrowly missing running the orc through with his sword. 

“You bitch!” the orc leader roared at Lilianna. “What have you done to him?!” 

“Oh, nothing,” Lilianna replied, once again calmly seated in her chair, “I just showed him memories of his 
past…edited for effect.” 

“Give us our friend back!” Garruk roared, charging at her. 

“Come and get him!” the necromancer cackled. 

Ake’s sword flashed out and stopped him in his tracks as he parried and tried to get around his infuriating 
boyfriend. The dragon, meanwhile, swooped back again. 

“Look out!” Garruk cried to Dhargol, but too late: the dragon snatched him up in his talons, carried him 
high into the air, and turned him loose. 
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Dhargol screamed and clutched the dragon’s claw, hanging on for dear life. The dragon looked down and 
roared in frustration, trying to flick the orc off as he swooped back down. 

Dhargol timed his move just in time, dropped, and rolled, arising right next to Lilianna. He began to 
advance on her, but an unexpected kick to the chest sent him sprawling. 

Ake kicked the orc’s sword away from him and pointed his own sword at his ex-boyfriend’s neck. “Gaan 
lah haas,” he growled. 

Dhargol cried out as he felt the excruciating pain of his life-force being drawn from him. 

“Ake, stop! Please! It’s me, Dhargol! We were boyfriends!” 

“That was a mistake,” Ake replied coldly. “You had no time for me, and now I have no time for your pleas.”  

“I never dreamed it would come to this,” the orc gasped, his breathing labored. “But of course, the one to 
kill me would be one who once loved me.”  

“Don’t flatter yourself,” Ake said icily. “Die, orc scum!” 

Dhargol’s breath caught, and he squeezed his eyes shut, his heart aching at the words and his chest 
aching from pain as he felt death’s icy hand about to smother him. 

There was a clang. Dhargol opened his eyes to see Ake fall to the ground. 

“Damn it, Ake, now look what you made me do!” Garruk grumbled, having just conked him on the head 
with the flat of his axe. 

Dhargol looked up gratefully, and Garruk helped him to his feet. The two turned to confront Lilianna, but a 
shriek from Odahviing stopped them in their tracks. 

“Uh, oh!” Dhargol yelped. 

“Odahviing! Stop! It’s me, Garruk!” 

The dragon dove with his claws extended, spitting fire. Garruk dove for the ground and rolled out of the 
way. 

“You stupid, flying lizard! Ake is safe! We’re gonna go get him some help!” Garruk yelled up at the 
retreating dragon. 

Odahviing circled back, flapping hard and snorting smoke as he accelerated towards the two. 

“Damn it, we don’t have time for this!” Garruk roared. “Dhargol, get Lilianna; I’m gonna put an end to this 
once and for all.” 

“What’re you gonna do?” the orc yelled over his shoulder as his head whipped side to side, looking for 
Lilianna. 

“Stand my ground.” 

Dhargol’s head whipped around. “Garruk, are you insane?!” he cried. “You don’t stand your ground to a 
dragon; you’ll get roasted!” 

“He’ll come around,” Garruk growled. 

The orc spotted the necromancer trying to escape down the stairs and took off after her. Meanwhile, 
Odahviing swooped down, straight towards Garruk. 

The giant took a strong stance and held his axe up high in the air, rotating it a little to make it catch what 
little light there was and get the dragon’s attention. The feeble light glinted like a tiny beacon, momentarily 
catching Odahviing in the face. 

Unfortunately, all it did was piss him off. 

He spat a fireball right at Garruk. The giant hit the deck and swiftly flipped onto his back. As the dragon 
soared by mere inches above him, he swung his axe with all his might, bringing the flat of it down on the 
dragon’s hindquarters. 
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Odahviing flinched, looking over his shoulder in shock that someone would do such a thing! Forgetting to 
look where he was going, he crashed into the wall, tumbling end-over-end before coming to a stop. 
Garruk was on him in an instant and quickly stood right in front of his immense head as Odahviing began 
to stand. 

“Odahviing!” Garruk cried. “Listen to me!” 

The dragon paused. The human knew his name? He looked more closely and jerked in surprise. 

“Garruk?” he asked in an immense voice. “Where is Ake?” 

“I conked him on the head,” the giant replied. Seeing the dragon start to look cross, he quickly added, “He 
was bewitched and couldn’t tell friend from foe. He called you down to attack me and one of Ake’s exes.” 

Odahviing’s eyes narrowed. “Why would he do such a thing?” 

Garruk shrugged helplessly. “You can ask him after we get him well. That damn necromancer—” 

He stopped abruptly, put Ake down, and rushed to find Dhargol. Odahviing watched in bewilderment as 
the giant ran off, not sure whether to give chase or let him go. 

Garruk found the orc sitting and scowling. 

“Did you get her?” Garruk asked anxiously. 

Dhargol shook his head. “She up and disappeared on me,” he said. “I was inches from her when she did 
something, my vision got blurry, and then she was just—gone.” 

Garruk sighed. “It’s always something,” he grumbled, shaking his head. “Let’s get Ake back to the 
stronghold,” he said. 

Dhargol nodded. “I take it you actually got the dragon to stop attacking us?” 

“Oh, right!” 

Garruk rushed back to Odahviing, who sat looking at Ake thoughtfully. 

“I know the two of you are close,” the dragon said. “Do you know how to heal him?” 

Garruk pursed his lips and shook his head. “I just knew we had to get him away from the necromancer. I 
figured we’d figure out the rest later.” 

“A potion of cure-disease should do the trick. Take good care of him; he is my friend, too. You will, won’t 
you?” Odahviing asked. 

Garruk nodded. “You know I will!” 

“Then I leave him in your hands. I must return to the Throat of the World,” the dragon replied, turning to 
take flight. He hesitated. “Garruk,” he said, looking over his shoulder, “I trust there are no hard feelings 
between us. It wasn’t personal, and my vision isn’t what it used to be.” 

Garruk gave a wry chuckle. “Had you actually hurt me, there might have been some hard feelings; your 
hearing isn’t all that great, either.” 

“When you’re as old as I am—” 

“Yeah, yeah,” Garruk laughed. “Don’t forget, I’m over a thousand, too, old man.” 

For once, Odahviing actually laughed. “Fine, you little whippersnapper! Until next time.” 

With a great gust of wind, the dragon took to the sky. Garruk watched him go a moment and then carried 
Ake back to Dhargol. 

“Ready?” the giant asked. 

Dhargol nodded thoughtfully. “I want him disarmed and his mouth sealed so he can’t do any harm until we 
figure out how to help him. I can’t risk my entire clan for him.” 
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Garruk nodded, ripped some fabric from the hem of his shirt, and stuffed it into Ake’s mouth, keeping it in 
place with a strip of fabric tied around his head. Dhargol grabbed Ake’s sword, and Garruk slung Ake over 
his shoulder as they began the trek back home. 

“Make it out in one piece?” Garruk asked. 

“Yeah,” Dhargol breathed, thanking his lucky stars. “That was…harder than I expected.” 

Garruk snorted out a chuckle. “Hate to say I told you so…” 

“No, you don’t.” 

When they made it back, they quickly tied Ake to a chair to hold him still, and then Dhargol splashed cold 
water on his face. Ake shuddered and jolted awake. Seeing Dhargol and Garruk, he tried to lift his arm to 
draw his sword, his face twisting into a sneer. 

“Good to see you, too, Ake,” Dhargol said blandly, taking a seat across from him while Garruk stood 
nearby, his axe ready to knock Ake out again, if needed. 

“I don’t know what that witch told you,” the orc continued, “but we’re here to set the record straight. You 
are Ake, you are a dragon-born, you are a good man, you once loved me, and you currently love Garruk,” 
he said, gesturing to the giant with his head. 

Ake’s head whipped around to see his boyfriend, and his lip curled up nastily. 

“I see your attitude towards him is no kinder than towards me,” Dhargol continued. “But rest assured: we 
will cure this disease that has afflicted your mind. Now—” 

“Cure disease?” Garruk asked suddenly. 

Dhargol frowned. “It was a figure of speech. Why?” 

“No, cure disease!” Garruk repeated, now excited. He rushed out of the room, leaving Dhargol gaping. 

The orc closed his mouth and frowned, shrugging. “Now, where was I? Oh, yes—” 

Garruk burst back in abruptly. 

“Garruk, what’s the meaning of this?” the orc demanded, a bit annoyed. 

The giant held out his hand to reveal a small phial. 

“What’s that?” Dhargol asked. 

“A potion of cure-disease!” Garruk replied excitedly. “Odahviing reminded me about them. It cures 
everything!” 

“That’s good, except we can’t let him open his mouth,” the orc said, pursing his lips thoughtfully. 

A strange smile came over Garruk’s face, and he turned and advance on Ake. 

“Love, deep down, you know that I would do anything for you,” the giant said, squatting next to him and 
showing him the phial. “This is a potion of cure-disease. Deep down, you should know that because you 
gave it to me. Do you recognize it?” 

Ake scowled at him but gave a begrudging nod. 

“All right, then. You know that if there’s nothing wrong with you, the potion will have no effect. I know you 
think you hate us both, but deep down, you know better. I’m going to give you this potion, and you’re 
gonna drink it: there’s no harm that comes of drinking it if you don’t need it, and if it will help, then it’s 
worth the try, isn’t it?” 

Ake’s scowl softened a bit, and he huffed petulantly. 

“There’s a boy,” Garruk told him firmly. “I’m gonna remove this gag, and if you try to do a dragon shout, 
we’re gonna conk you on the head again and then let you take the potion up the ass. Is that what you 
want?” 
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Ake shook his head vigorously. 

“That’s what I thought. Now behave yourself.” 

“Garruk, are you sure—?” Dhargol protested. 

“Ake is nothing if not logical,” Garruk replied. “Lilianna may have corrupted his memories to alter his 
emotions, but that doesn’t change the facts here and now: there’s no risk to him taking the potion, and 
even though he thinks there’s nothing wrong with him and that we’re the ones to blame, if there is 
something wrong, the potion will cure it.” 

Dhargol pursed his lips and nodded thoughtfully. “Very clever,” he said. 

Garruk opened the potion and guided it close to Ake’s mouth with one hand. With the other, he pulled the 
gag down just enough to replace the fabric in Ake’s mouth with the phial. He quickly cupped his hand 
over Ake’s mouth, sealing his lips around the phial and then moving the gag back into place as soon as 
the phial was empty. 

“Now what?” Dhargol asked curiously. 

“Now we wait,” Garruk replied, pulling up a chair and sitting facing Ake. 

The effects happened quickly but subtly. The scowl on Ake’s face was replaced with bewilderment and 
then suddenly, sorrow. When his head slumped to his chest and he began sobbing into the gag, they 
knew he was back. 

“Easy, Ake,” Garruk said gently, hugging him and the chair to which he was tied. “Easy.” 

Dhargol began untying Ake, and Garruk removed the gag. 

“I’m so sorry!” Ake cried as soon as his mouth was clear. “I could have killed you! Both of you! I’m so, so 
sorry!” 

The poor man buried his face in his hands and sobbed. 

“It wasn’t you,” Dhargol said firmly. “It was her.” 

But as logical as he was, Ake was too overcome with grief to be consoled. Dhargol awkwardly took his 
leave as Garruk carried Ake to bed and sat with him until he cried himself to sleep. 

“How’s he doing?” Dhargol asked when the giant joined him in the great hall. 

“He’s…a mess,” Garruk said, sighing and sitting down heavily. “But he’ll come around.” 

“That bitch…” Dhargol said, shaking his head, “I can see why you both want to kill her now.” 

Garruk nodded. “She is remorseless and cruel for the sake of cruelty. She must be stopped.” 

“Yes,” Dhargol mused, trailing off. Looking up abruptly, he said, “I cannot join your cause.” 

Garruk opened his mouth a few times in surprise. “Nobody’s asking you to,” he said, taken aback. 

“I’m not an adventurer anymore,” Dhargol continued. “I—I had to give up that life.” 

He looked at Garruk as if begging Garruk’s forgiveness. 

“Dhargol, I—nobody’s telling you that you have to join us,” the giant said at last. “We—Ake and I have 
fought her before and will face her again. You have your clan to consider.” 

Dhargol scoffed. “Yes, my clan,” he said bitterly. “If it weren’t for my clan, Ake and I would still be 
together.” 

Garruk frowned. “What do you mean?” 

Dhargol suddenly grabbed the giant’s wrist. “Take good care of him!” he said desperately. “Don’t make 
the mistake I did!” 

“What mistake? Dhargol, I don’t—” 
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“Ake needs love and emotional support, Garruk. He’s been through a lot. He needs—deserves—
someone good, someone who will be there for him. Someone who won’t choose his clan over his 
boyfriend.” The orc sighed sadly. “When my brother died, the mantle of chieftain fell to me. Ake supported 
me, but the sudden responsibility on a twenty-something-year-old…I wasn’t ready for it. I couldn’t give 
him the love and support he needed; all my time went to running the clan. We argued a lot, and we didn’t 
even know why we were arguing. But I know now.” He squeezed Garruk’s hand. “Take care of him. Give 
him that love he deserves. Be a better boyfriend than I was capable of.” 

Garruk swallowed and nodded slowly. “I—I will,” he said. “I love Ake, and I have no clan to choose over 
him. He’s…kind of my world, now that Heimdall is gone.” 

Dhargol nodded, looking relieved. “Good.” Having gotten that all off his chest, he exhaled sharply and 
rose. “Let’s get some rest; it’s been a…trying couple of days.” 

Garruk rose, too, and nodded agreement. “Good night, Dhargol,” he said. “Things will be better in the 
morning.” 

The orc turned and smiled. “They already are,” he replied. 

Garruk stepped into his room and closed the door-flap behind him. Groping in the dark, he made his way 
to the bed and whispered “good night” to Ake. 

But something was wrong: he couldn’t even hear Ake’s breathing or feel the warmth of his body beside 
him. Garruk felt of the bed. The bedsheets were there, but Ake was not. 

The giant flew out of bed and raced out the door. 

“Not again!” he cried, rushing out into the cold night air. 

“Ake!” he cried. “Ake! Where are you?!” 

A flash of light caught his eye, off to his right. He turned and saw Ake training, his sword glinting in the 
moonlight. 

“Oh, Ake!” Garruk gasped in relief. “You scared the hell out of me! What are you doing out here all alone? 
Are you trying to get captured again?” 

Ake paused and slowly lowered his sword. “Training,” he said at last. “I—couldn’t sleep.” 

Garruk nodded. “It was a rough couple of days,” he said, shivering in the cold night air. “You—” 

“I would have killed both of you if I’d been able.” 

Garruk gripped Ake’s shoulders. “But you weren’t able to, and that’s what’s important,” he said firmly. “It 
was a good battle, and be sure to tell Odahviing that he’s scary as hell, but we’re all right. You didn’t even 
draw blood.” 

Ake pursed his lips thoughtfully. “I guess that’s true,” he said, sighing. “I’m glad there weren’t any 
casualties. I can’t imagine how I’d have felt if Dhargol had brought a bunch of warriors with him and any 
of them had gotten hurt.” 

Garruk smacked himself on the forehead with the palm of his enormous hand. “That would have been a 
great idea! We might have actually gotten her if there had been more of us!” 

Ake shook his head. “Or many of them would have died. Three seasoned adventurers went up against 
her and still couldn’t take her down.” 

“Erm, correction: two seasoned adventurers went up against her while another seasoned adventurer 
attacked them,” Garruk replied wryly. 

“Nevertheless,” Ake said, putting his hand up impatiently. He huffed. “I’m just glad you two are all right.” 

The giant hugged him, and he embraced Garruk, tears of woe mixing with tears of relief in his eyes. The 
giant shivered again. 

“Let’s go inside,” Ake suggested. “You’re freezing out here.” 
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The giant gratefully agreed, and they sat alone in the great hall. 

Ake’s composure abruptly broke as they sat at the table, and he leaned forward, his head buried in his 
hands, sobbing. 

Garruk opened and closed his mouth helplessly. “Ake? What’s the matter?” he asked, bewildered. 

“The memories she brought back,” Ake cried, “they were horrible! I remembered how miserable I felt 
when Dhargol chose his clan over me. The memory was as vivid as if it were unfolding before my eyes. 
But he had such hate, such callousness! It felt as though my soul was being ripped apart, the most 
horrible, unearthly pain I have ever felt! And then when you cast me off, it felt as though my heart had 
been ripped from me, still beating, cut into pieces, and its mangled corpse shoved back into my chest 
cavity. The pain…it hurt physically! Over and over she showed me these images, and each time, they got 
worse than the last. I became desperate not to feel that pain anymore! It seemed like the only thing I 
could do was cast you both off first—kill you if I must—so that you couldn’t hurt me so badly!” 

The giant sat next to him and held him close. “I’m sorry, Ake,” he said. “It sounds terrible, but we never 
did any of those things!” 

Ake swallowed. “You might not have, but…” 

Garruk looked at him inquisitively. 

“Dhargol did drive me away,” Ake admitted. “Not intentionally, but his clan…” 

The giant nodded slowly. “He said that when his brother died, he had to take over as chieftain.” 

“It really tore me up,” Ake replied. “I hated him for it for a while. It did hurt. And…I’ve been afraid that you 
would desert me, too.” He clenched his fists. “Lilianna used that hurt and fear against me and turned me 
against the two people I’ve loved the most!” 

Garruk clenched his jaw. “Now, more than ever, I want to kill her for what she did to you, what she did to 
Heimdall. But,” he said, wrapping his arm around Ake’s shoulder, “I want you to know that I will never 
desert you. Ake, I—I’m sorry we fought. I’m sorry that the last things I said to you were in anger. I thank 
the powers that be that I have another chance to say the right thing to you. I love you, Ake! My life 
changed so much for the better when we met. I didn’t think it at first, but I can’t imagine living without you 
now!” 

Ake looked up, tears glistening in his eyes, and the two kissed passionately. 

“I—I’m sorry, too,” Ake said, letting out a laugh of embarrassment at his crying and brushing the tears 
away with his forearm. “I know you’ve been through a lot, especially with Lilianna, and I know that the 
wound Heimdall left is still sore. I didn’t mean to bring him up or to call you crazy.” 

Garruk chuckled ruefully. “I might have been—a little,” he admitted. “I was afraid Dhargol was trying to 
take you away, and I—I didn’t know how to express it.” 

Ake shook his head. “No, I told you—” 

“I know,” the giant replied. “I know. He reminded me that you are a man of your word.” 

Ake nodded. “That I am,” he said, feeling better. 

He cocked his head abruptly. “Do you wanna get out of here?” he asked, “Go someplace warm?” 

Garruk’s ears pricked up at that. “Right now?” he asked. “It’s got to be midnight!” 

Ake shook his head. “Not tonight, but when we get up. I think after this, we’ve earned a bit of a break. 
Besides, there’s a place nearby that I want to take you.” 

Garruk smiled. “I’d like that,” he said. 

They retired to bed, both immediately dropping into a deep, dreamless sleep. 

The next morning, they made ready for their departure and met Dhargol in the great hall. 
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“I’m sorry we couldn’t stop Liliana,” Ake said, embracing his ex, “but I’m pretty sure she’ll leave you alone 
for now.” 

“As far as I’m concerned, she’s not a threat anymore,” the orc replied, pushing a pouch toward them. 

Ake frowned and peered inside. Hundreds if not thousands of gold coins looked back up at him, and he 
gasped. 

“Dhargol, no! We didn’t even kill her!” Ake replied, pushing the pouch back. 

“Then consider it an advance,” the orc said firmly, returning the pouch to Ake. “And if you need any more, 
you send word to me. After what she’s done, she deserves to die, and I will help you where I can to 
ensure she meets a painful end.” 

“It would help to get information,” Garruk hinted. 

Ake sighed and reluctantly nodded. “All right,” he said. 

“I know you’re good for it,” Dhargol said. Seeing the two ready to leave, he asked, “Stay for some 
breakfast?” 

Ake shook his head. “No, we’ve imposed on you too much already—I have, especially—and we need to 
get moving.” Clasping his ex’s hands in his, he said earnestly. “Thank you for everything, Dhargol, for 
rescuing me from that living hell, for your hospitality, for putting up with our drama, for the 
funds…everything.” 

“Anything I can do to help an old friend,” Dhargol replied, smiling. “And I do mean old!” 

“Hey! Who’s the one who settled down to run a clan?” Ake replied in mock indignation. 

The three laughed, and after exchanging embraces, Dhargol bade them farewell, and they began the trek 
up the road. 

“Well, looks like we’ll have to find another lead,” Garruk said once they were out of earshot. 

“Give it a day or two,” Ake said. “I’m sure we’ll find something. In the meantime…” he trailed off, his eye 
glinting as his hand grazed the giant’s crotch. 

“Oh!” Garruk grinned. 

They followed the trail for four or so hours, and then Ake turned down a little-used deer trail, Garruk 
following behind him as they pressed through the trees into a small clearing. Before them lay a short hill, 
hardly ten feet in diameter and maybe six feet tall—it was short enough that Garruk could see over the 
top. The only notable thing about it was that the snow seemed thinner on it, some having melted away. 
Garruk frowned and looked at Ake skeptically. 

“Not much to look at, is it?” Ake asked, grinning. “But come around to the back.” 

The giant shrugged and followed his boyfriend. As they came around the backside of the hill, Garruk 
gasped. The backside of the hill was hollowed out, the ground descending sharply beneath it. To the 
giant’s surprise, he could see inside, something within giving off a bluish light. 

“Come on!” Ake said, grinning as he led the way into the hill. 

Garruk followed, eyeing the low ceiling and grasping a root for support as he stepped down the sharp 
decline. Once inside, though, he gasped again. They stood on a short…landing—for lack of a better word. 
In front of them was a large, round chamber that must have been easily fifty feet in diameter. Immediately 
in front of them, the ground plunged down sharply, little better than a sheer drop made of earth. The 
likewise dropped, though not as sharply, but it obscured his view of the other side unless he crouched 
down. The air in front of them glowed with the same bluish light he saw before, but more brilliantly. To 
their right, the ground descended much more gradually, and following it with his eyes, Garruk saw it hug 
the edge of the chamber, slowly spiraling downward until it disappeared from view beneath him. 

“What is this place?” Garruk breathed. 



Love, Captured 
© 2018 Jack Doe. Ake belongs to his creator, based on the Skyrim universe. Dhargol belongs to his creator, based on the World of 

Warcraft universe. Garruk Wildspeaker belongs to Magic: The Gathering. Do not distribute without all copyright notices and 
disclaimers intact. 

Page 23 of 25 
Writing this story does not constitute endorsement of the events depicted herein by the author.  

Readers are explicitly discouraged from engaging in any activities that are illegal or harmful to themselves or others. 

“I thought you might like it,” Ake replied. “You like the heat, so come on! The lower we go, the warmer it 
gets!” 

He quickly began following the path down the right wall of the chamber, and Garruk followed closely 
behind him. Looking out to his left, the view took his breath away. Stalactites hung from the ceiling, 
condensing moisture glistening like sapphires and aquamarines in the blue light. The walls everywhere 
were slick with moisture and heat, giving the outer edge of the chasm a beautiful glazed look. Looking far 
below him, he saw stalagmites jutting up from the floor some thirty feet down. And as he and Ake 
continued around the far side of the chamber, he saw that the cavern slanted down below where they’d 
entered, disappearing out of sight. 

But even more impressive than that was the glowing pool of blue-green water, bubbling in places as hot 
springs underneath fed and heated it. The pool started roughly at the edge of where they’d entered, albeit 
some thirty feet below them, and extended as far as Garruk could see.  

“You okay, Love?” 

Garruk started. He’d been so taken in by the beauty of the place that he forgot to keep walking. 

“I—yeah, I’m sorry,” he said, hastening to catch up to Ake. 

“Beautiful, isn’t it?” Ake asked. 

“Breathtaking.” 

They finally made it to the bottom and put their packs down in a dry spot near the back of the cavern. 
Now that they were on the ground, the cavern looked even more impressive as those seemingly tiny 
stalagmites jutted up ten feet above their heads to touch the ceiling in places, each glowing with its own 
blue light. 

“What makes them glow?” Garruk asked, instinctively reaching out to touch the nearest one. 

“The algae,” Ake replied, stripping off his clothes. “I wouldn’t touch that, unless you want a glowing, blue 
hand,” he laughed. 

But it was too late. Garruk brought his hand back, the tips of his fingers glowing. “Cool!” he said. He 
turned to see Ake completely nude, and his jaw dropped. 

“What? You didn’t expect me to come to the best hot spring in the world and not get into it!” he laughed. 
“Come on, take those clothes off, and let’s enjoy the heat! After the last few days, we’ve earned it!” 

Garruk grinned and doffed his clothes and then followed Ake as he waded into the glowing pool. 

“Oh! It’s very warm!” Garruk gasped. 

“Far cry from the frigid outdoors, huh?” Ake chuckled, wading in further until the bubbling, frothy water 
reached his neck. “Ahh,” he sighed, beginning to tread water. 

“How far does this pool go?” Garruk asked, wading out to join Ake, the water rising to his chest.  

Ake shook his head. “I dunno,” he replied. “A long way; Dhargol and I explored as far as we could many 
years ago, but even after a couple of hours, we still hadn’t reached the end, and we decided to come 
back for fear of getting too tired.” 

Garruk nodded and sighed contentedly. The hot water was just the cure he needed for his cold-inspired 
dour mood, and he felt himself relaxing and feeling very content. The two floated in the water lazily for a 
while, listening to the sound of it bubbling and feeling the heat below them and the comparatively cool 
spray of steam above them. Both felt like they could lie there for days, feeling the water massaging and 
bathing them and washing all their cares away. 

Ake stirred abruptly. Maybe his head had gone underwater as he relaxed, or maybe he had just stirred 
himself from dozing off, but either way, he looked at Garruk and smiled, seeing his boyfriend looking 
happier than he had seen him in over a week. 
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Tiptoeing silently over in the deep water, Ake snuck over to his boyfriend, a glint of mischief in his eyes. 
He cupped his hands, about to squirt water onto the dozing giant. 

Garruk opened his eyes and brought his arms together forcefully underwater, dousing Ake. The giant 
roared with laughter as Ake sputtered and shook the water and hair from his eyes. The shorter man 
laughed ruefully, having been bested at his own game. 

“It’s bad luck to awaken a sleeping giant,” Garruk teased him. 

“But you weren’t sleeping!” Ake protested. 

“That’s not what you thought!” Garruk laughed. 

Ake rolled his eyes and shook his head, grinning. “Fine, fine,” he said, swimming up next to his love, 
wrapping his arms around him, and kissing him passionately. 

Garruk kissed back and surprised Ake by grazing his member underwater. Ake gasped and looked at 
him. “Yeah?” he asked. 

Garruk grunted and began wading back towards the shore, carrying Ake effortlessly in his arms. They 
reached the edge, and Garruk laid Ake on his back, lying on top of him as they kissed again, even more 
passionately than before. Ake’s hand reached between them to stroke Garruk’s throbbing member, and 
Garruk thrusted involuntarily at the gentle touch, shuddering with anticipation. The two broke their kiss, 
and Garruk’s lips trailed swiftly down Ake’s body, grazing his neck and nipples on the way down, 
teasingly mouthing his cock, and finding the object of their desire beneath his balls. Ake gasped and 
sucked in a sharp breath as the giant’s tongue caressed his quivering anus. Garruk grinned and began 
tonguing him in earnest, tracing his tongue around and over Ake’s pucker tantalizingly. As Ake’s body 
arched to meet his tongue’s ministrations, the giant pressed inside, eliciting a gasp from his lover as Ake 
clutched his arm lustily. Garruk reached up and grasped his lover’s cock, feeling a dribble of precum on 
the tip and using it to tantalize Ake’s shaft, too. 

Ake exhaled sharply and tugged on Garruk’s shoulder. The giant moved up to press his lips to Ake’s once 
more, the two kissing urgently as Ake’s hand frotted them both. At last, he pushed Garruk over onto his 
side and leaned forward to graze his lips over his boyfriend’s member. It throbbed in response as Ake 
took it into his mouth, his mouth watering with desire as he felt its heat and tasted its musk. As Ake began 
to bob slowly up and down on it, Garruk clenched his fists and gritted his teeth, his body undulating in 
time to Ake’s movements and his breath coming in sharp gasps. But not one to leave Ake to do the 
pleasuring by himself, he tapped his boyfriend, and Ake moved around to bring his own cock within reach 
of Garruk’s mouth. The feel of the giant’s tongue on his cock-head made him gasp around Garruk’s pole, 
and for an instant, he forgot himself in the pleasure that Garruk’s expert tongue had to offer. Shuddering, 
he shook his head to try to clear it and sucked the giant’s cock even harder, the two of them making it a 
playful game to see who could stimulate the other more. 

But Garruk had an ulterior motive, and as he rolled onto his back, pulling Ake on top of him, his tongue 
flicked out to tease the smaller man’s balls. Ake shuddered and moaned softly, leaning up and pressing 
his balls to the giant’s lips. Garruk took them into his mouth one-by-one, his tongue caressing and 
fondling them as Ake panted blissfully. 

At last, Garruk realized his ulterior motive, sliding his tongue effortlessly from Ake’s balls back to his ass 
once more and making his lover’s cock jump in response. It took no time for Ake to slide to the ground on 
all fours and Garruk to hunch over him. He pulled back and pressed forward, guiding his meaty member 
into the cleft of Ake’s perfect ass and sidling up against his puckered ring. Ake’s anus stroked his cock 
and bade it enter. Garruk didn’t argue. He pressed forward gently, and his cock effortlessly slid inside. 
Ake moaned louder, feeling his boyfriend’s cock pressed against his prostate, making him feel light-
headed. Garruk pulled back and pressed forward, slowly and lovingly fucking him. Ake writhed beneath 
him and pressed back, his ass swallowing very inch of Garruk that it could get. The giant panted, feeling 
himself getting close. Ake sensed it and tapped him, and the two slowly moved to keep Garruk inside of 
Ake as Garruk rolled over on his back and Ake spun on the giant’s cock to face him. 

They continued once more, this time with Ake controlling the pace, pressing himself all the way down on 
Garruk’s member and then pulling almost all the way off. Every time he saw Garruk getting close, he 
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slowed down, prolonging the giant’s pleasure and building his anticipation, while Garruk stroked Ake’s 
cock in time, the two checking each other and urging each other closer and closer to the brink. 

Ake couldn’t take it anymore and gritted his teeth, feeling himself on the verge of orgasm. Both breathing 
heavily, he slowly pulled himself off and knelt facing Garruk. He squeezed both their cocks gently, both of 
them threatening to erupt at any moment. As they each took a deep, quivering breath, Ake grinned and 
slid himself up between Garruk’s legs, his cock casually grazing his lover’s as he began to thrust lightly 
against Garruk’s mighty abs. The strong, furry skin beneath him teased and tantalized him, keeping him 
on the edge while allowing him to step back from the abyss. He shuddered nevertheless, admiring the 
rugged, beautiful man beneath him and thinking to himself how lucky he was to have such a man. 

At last, they were both ready. They both knew it, yet no words had been spoken. With a kiss for luck, Ake 
slid backward, wet his fingers with saliva, and grazed them over Garruk’s entrance. The giant shuddered 
and looked at him with need. 

Ake rocked his hips forward, and oh-so-gently pressed inside. Both whimpered at the intensity, and as 
Ake leaned forward to kiss his boyfriend passionately, his final stroke set them both off. His seed flooded 
into Garruk as the giant’s cock erupted between them, painting them both in its hot, thick contents. They 
moaned into each other’s mouths, both their eyes squeezed tightly shut, clutching each other desperately 
as their passion culminated. 

With a gasp, Ake rose, parting their kiss to look at his lover, lying on his back beneath him and looking up 
at him dreamily. He didn’t have to ask to know whether Garruk felt better from the day before: the answer 
was written plainly in his expression. 

There would be a time when they’d have to face the cold and eventually Lilianna again. But that was not 
now. Now, they lay together, basking in the afterglow, each other’s company, and the glow of the cavern 
around them. 

 


