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Ake snarled at the mosquitoes buzzing around him and slashed the air with his sword, cutting two of them 
in half. 

“Miserable wastes of life,” he growled. 

Though he preferred to go bare-chested when traveling—it showed off his powerful physique—he was 
actually glad he had his armor on for a change. That was the only thing that kept the mosquitoes from 
drinking him dry.  

“It’s got to be around here somewhere,” he muttered, running his free hand through his gray-and-white 
hair and around the bun perched atop his head as he continued scouring the dense forest, looking for any 
kind of Nordic presence.  

The mages in the town he’d left about two days ago had definitely pointed him into this forest, but they 
said that the thing he sought was guarded by a giant monster who hated the magic arts. He wasn’t 
worried about giant monsters; he’d slain plenty.  

But finding the object of his search was proving difficult. As he’d walked, he occasionally heard the 
faintest echo of what he sought, barely more than a whisper. Yet even if he froze immediately or backed 
up to where he’d heard the sound, the echo would disappear. Part of him was convinced he was in the 
right place, but the other part wondered whether he was quietly going mad. 

All around him, strange birds tweeted and hooted, and strange-looking creatures peeped up at him from 
behind fallen logs. The forest was rich with petrichor, yet the well-drained leaves on the forest floor were 
not at all damp. 

Still, there were the mosquitoes. 

In frustration, Ake summoned a fire-bolt and vaporized the cloud of vampire-fairies where it hovered 
around him, momentarily silencing the forest and sending the smaller critters running away. 

“Finally,” he said with a grunt. 

He continued in silence, following the narrow trail. The branches were thick with leaves on either side of 
him, and the underbrush was so dense that he could hardly see more than a few feet to either side of the 
path. 

He came to a fork in the path and glanced both ways. Not seeing any particular reason to choose one 
over the other, he turned left and continued his wandering. The path on which he traveled curved slightly 
to the right about a hundred yards ahead of him and then opened into what looked like a large clearing. 
Elated and hopeful that perhaps he might finally find the object of his search, he hurried to the bend in the 
road and strode into the clearing. 

To his disappointment, the clearing was just a natural clearing in the forest; there wasn’t anything 
manmade to be seen. He sighed and continued walking through it when he suddenly caught something 
out of the corner of his eye. He whirled, his sword at the ready, but he saw nothing. His eyes narrowed 
suspiciously as a couple of leaves rustled in the trail from whence he’d come, between the clearing and 
the bend. He advanced slowly towards the leaves. 

A tall figure appeared from around the bend in the path carrying a huge axe. 

That’s a big dude… 

Ake took a step back for a defensive stance, his eyes widening at the tall, axe-wielding figure. The man 
had a wild look about him, his long, thick hair tousled and unkempt, his beard pulled into three 
dreadlocked braids. His clothes blended in with the foliage around him, and with a build easily 25% bigger 
than Ake’s, he carried the enormous battle axe almost effortlessly. 

“Who are you?” the big guy demanded, “And why do you come into my home with your weapon drawn?” 

Ake eyed him, sizing him up. 

“I seek the tomb of Raklan,” he replied, not lowering his sword. 
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The big guy’s eyes narrowed. “What do you want with that tomb?” he asked suspiciously, squeezing the 
throat of his axe. 

“I am told it contains a word of power that I seek to learn,” Ake replied cautiously. The truth may not win 
friends, but it’ll make this guy’s intentions known. 

The big guy snorted and rolled his eyes. “Shout whatever you want,” he said as he walked forward, his 
demeanor now dismissive and less threatening, “But leave me alone.” 

Ake frowned. “Erm, okay,” he said, somewhat surprised. “But why?” 

The big guy ignored his question and walked past him into the clearing, turning to the left and 
disappearing into the thick underbrush. 

Ake turned into the clearing and looked around, but there was no sign of the big guy. He pursed his lips. 

“That guy knows something,” Ake mused, “But he didn’t attack me, so I suspect he’s not a foe.” 

Having just decided to follow the big guy, Ake walked into the clearing and examined the leaves minutely, 
looking for some indication as to where his new quarry had gone. To his surprise, every leaf looked 
exactly identical, and every branch contained exactly the same arrangement of leaves. To the casual 
observer, it was just part of the forest, but now he saw the foliage for what it was: a clever disguise. 

Ake pressed his hand into the foliage and felt a solid wall. He began moving left and right, but still the wall 
impeded his path, until suddenly, his hand reached forward and grasped nothing but air. 

“Bingo.” 

Blindly pressing forward and groping with his hands, Ake found an opening big enough to walk through, 
and readying his sword once again, he stepped through the fake foliage. 

He found himself in a narrow corridor. Stone walls closed in on his sides, and a low stone ceiling 
obscured his view of the sky, yet the corridor was lit at the end, where it made a 90-degree turn to the 
right. 

He proceeded forward and cautiously peered around the corner. The corridor ended abruptly with a stone 
entrance that jutted out atop a verdant hill. As Ake cautiously stepped out, he could see a wall of forest 
trees encircling the hill, the hill itself no more than 200 yards in diameter. An enormous buck drank from a 
stream below him that appeared to start from the forest a ways further off and to his right and 
disappeared among the trees behind him to his left. 

This place has no business in the middle of a forest, Ake mused. What enchantment is this? Yet looking 
around, there was no sign of the big guy. 

An echo of the thing he sought pricked at his ears, louder than he’d heard it before. But like the others, it 
was gone in an instant. Ake sighed in frustration.  

But wow that he was here, and now that he thought about it, the stream did look inviting, and having been 
walking quite some time without a rest or a drink, Ake decided this was as good a place as any to re-
hydrate. He walked towards the stream, eyeing the buck as he went. The big deer eyed him back but 
showed no interest in running away. 

Strange, thought Ake. Has it been domesticated? His curiosity overcame his thirst, and he began slowly 
approaching the buck. The distance closed between them. 100 feet. 50 feet. 20 feet. 10 feet. 5 feet. 

“Leave him alone!” a voice cried, and Ake whirled just in time to see the big guy right behind him, axe 
ready to cleave him in two. 

“Whoa!” Ake yelled, tucking and rolling to get out of range. “Easy!” 

The buck took a few hasty steps back, looking at the big guy for reassurance as the big guy advanced on 
Ake. 

“What are you doing here?” the wild man demanded. “You have no business here!” 

Ake brandished his sword defensively, ready to deflect a blow from the huge axe, should one try to land. 
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“I told you,” he said evenly, “I’m looking for Raklan’s tomb. You know where it is, and so I came looking 
for you.” 

Against his better judgment, Ake sheathed his sword in a gesture of goodwill and put his hands up 
conciliatorily. 

“I mean you no harm,” he said to the big guy. “I was impressed by this buck, who showed no fear when I 
approached.” 

“Why should he?” the big guy snapped. “I protect him.” 

“I—can see that,” Ake replied, eyeing the axe warily. “But I promise you, I didn’t want to hurt him or you. I 
was just curious.” 

While the big guy pondered what Ake had said, Ake looked him over in a bit more detail and couldn’t help 
admiring his physique and bearing. The big guy’s eyes flashed with fierce protectiveness, yet Ake saw, 
hidden far back in the man’s eyes and almost imperceptible, a hint of loneliness. 

“You must have been out here a long time,” Ake said, taking off his pack and sitting in the grass while the 
big guy watched him. “I’m sure that must get lonely.” 

“I have my friends,” the man replied evasively, glancing at the buck. 

Ake smiled. “He’s a nice-looking buck,” he said, smiling faintly and mirth in his eyes, “Kind of like you.” 

He opened his pack, took out some rations, and offered some to the big guy. The guy’s eyes narrowed 
suspiciously, but he reluctantly lowered his axe and sat next to Ake, taking the rations with a nod and a 
grunt. 

“What’s your name?” Ake asked. 

The man bit into the dried bread, swallowed, and said, “Garruk Wildspeaker.” 

“Nice to meet you, Garruk,” Ake replied. “I’m Ake.” 

Garruk bit into his bread again and chewed thoughtfully, glancing curiously at the visitor. “What did you 
mean when you said that Heimdall looked like me?” 

Ake did a double-take. “Heimdall?” he asked. 

Garruk gestured with his head to the buck. “That is Heimdall,” he replied. “You said he was a nice-looking 
buck, like me.” 

Ake chuckled and grinned. “I was just saying that he’s a good-looking buck, and you’re a good-looking 
guy. It’s a compliment,” he said. 

Garruk showed no emotion, but a faint reddening of his features told Ake that his compliment had landed 
well. 

“Why do you seclude yourself here?” Ake asked. “It is beautiful here, but why do you stay alone?” 

“I’m not alone,” Garruk replied brusquely. “I have Heimdall and Laga, Lounn, and poor old Hoor.” 

Ake looked around, but other than the deer, he saw nothing. He looked questioningly at Garruk. “Have 
you no human companions?” he asked. 

The big guy bit off another bite of his bread and huffed. “No,” he said. “I came here to get away from 
mankind, and the only ones who come here seem to believe I am a monster.” 

Ake started, remembering the words the mages had said. “A monster?” he asked. “Why? You seem civil 
enough to me.” 

“Perhaps my appearance,” Garruk replied with a dismissive shrug. “It doesn’t matter to me what they 
think. I am here, and they are there, and that is how it should be.” 

Ake pursed his lips. “But I am here now,” he said. 
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Garruk glanced at him. “You are here seeking Raklan’s tomb,” he replied. “That is the only reason you are 
here, and if you find it—assuming you don’t get killed in the process—you’ll be gone again.” 

He sighed and stood. “Thank you for the meal,” he said. “I must be going.” 

Ake glanced up at him, setting his jaw thoughtfully before slowly getting to his feet. 

“You seem to have me pegged,” he said as he stood, “But not every man is the same. Some of us don’t 
see you as a monster.” 

Garruk raised his eyebrows expectantly. 

“Some of us seek companionship, too,” Ake said with a wan smile and a helpless shrug. “It was nice 
meeting you, Garruk. May the Gods smile upon you.” 

He turned to go and began making his way toward the exit. But as he looked up, he saw a figure in the 
entryway. His jaw dropped; it appeared to be a beautiful woman. Ake stopped in his tracks, but that 
instant, he heard a loud snort and turned to see Heimdall trot towards the woman curiously. 

“Heimdall, wait!” Garruk cried, running after him. 

But it was too late.  The woman flicked her wrist and dropped Heimdall dead in his tracks. His body 
skidded to the ground. 

Garruk froze, clutching his chest with one hand and reaching out in shocked disbelief at Heimdall with the 
other. 

“Heimdall…?” he asked. 

Swallowing hard, he rushed forward and knelt next to the buck, but not a breath of life stirred in him. 

“Heimdall…no…” 

Tears came to the big man’s eyes as he cradled the buck’s head in his arms. 

“Heimdall, my friend. My best friend,” the man sobbed. 

He stood, his teeth clenched, and turned towards the woman. 

“You killed him!” Garruk yelled. “You killed Heimdall!” 

“He was about to attack me!” the woman protested, yet Ake knew instantly that she didn’t really believe 
that. 

“He was coming to meet you!” Garruk snarled. “Did he act aggressive?” 

The woman shrugged. “It’s just a deer,” she said dismissively. 

Garruk’s lips mouthed the words. “No!” he yelled. “He was my friend!” 

“You should choose better friends,” the woman replied, “Ones that aren’t so easily killed.” 

“What the hell?” Ake demanded. “Who are you, coming in here, killing an animal that was clearly dear to 
this man and then just dismissing it as if it were nothing?” 

It wasn’t his fight, he knew, but he’d already established a sense of loyalty to the big guy, and the buck 
had certainly done him no harm. 

Garruk meanwhile had begun advancing on the woman, his axe at the ready. 

The woman smirked. “Oh, fine,” she said. “If he means so much to you, have him back!” 

She flicked her wrist again, and Heimdall’s corpse reanimated, his eyes dead and his movements erratic. 
Seeing Garruk, he pointed his antlers at him and charged. 

“Garruk, look out!” Ake yelled, running and tackling the big guy to knock him out of the way just as the 
undead buck charged past. 

“What are you doing?!” Garruk yelled. “Heimdall would never hurt me!” 
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Ake grabbed him by the shoulders. “Look at him! That’s not Heimdall!” 

As they spoke, the buck turned and charged at them again. Ake yanked Garruk to his feet, and the two 
dove out of the way in opposite directions just in time. 

“We’ve got to do something!” Ake yelled as he dove to the ground. 

“I don’t know what’s gotten into him!’ Garruk called back. “But he’ll tire himself out.” 

“He’s undead!” Ake retorted, getting to his feet. “He doesn’t get tired! I’m sorry, Garruk; this is just adding 
insult to injury, but we’ve got to kill him—again.” 

He raised his sword as the buck charged at him again and readied himself to side-step and strike a killing 
blow. But just as he was about to do it, he felt himself knocked to the ground. He looked up to see Garruk, 
his axed over his head, bringing it down. 

Ake rolled to the side to get out of the way and leapt to his feet. “Garruk! What the hell?!” 

But then he froze. Garruk had collapsed to his knees, facing Heimdall. 

“I am sorry,” Garruk said, his tone flat. “But it was not your duty to put my best friend down; it was mine.” 

The buck’s head fell off, and his body fell over. Garruk had cleaved him in two. 

Filled with rage, the big guy grabbed his axe, jumped to his feet, and whirled to face the woman just in 
time to see her making a hasty departure. 

“Let’s get her,” Ake growled as they both took off sprinting for the entrance. 

They rushed through the corridor and emerged into the clearing just as the woman disappeared through 
the path on the left. They charged after her and nearly had her in their grasp when she turned, running 
backwards, put her hands together, and summoned a group of ghouls to block their path. 

“Argh!” Ake growled in frustration as he chopped off the nearest one’s head and kicked its body to the 
ground. 

Garruk began swinging his axe wildly, cutting down ghouls like a scythe reaping wheat. Ake paused to 
marvel at how effortlessly the big guy hacked them down, but his marveling was quickly interrupted as a 
ghoul charged towards him. He cut it down easily, and the two of them made short work of the group of 
ghouls. 

But the diversion had achieved its purpose: the woman had made it further away, and they had to resort 
to tracking her. Fortunately for them, both were master trackers, and though they couldn’t run outright, 
they were able to track her at a brisk walk. 

The trail led them to a huge clearing. They both stopped and stared up at an ancient Onakke temple that 
towered above them, the entrance shaped like the open mouth of a grinning ogre. 

Into that mouth they both charged; their quarry had to be inside. The place smelled musty, and their 
footsteps echoed on the stone walls. They emerged into a large, circular open chamber, many stories tall, 
with stone balconies jutting into it from all directions at different levels. Ake caught a movement out of the 
corner of his eye. 

“There!” he hissed, pointing as the woman’s figure disappeared from one of the balconies. 

The two of them quickly made their way to the nearest stairwell, but the woman had summoned half an 
army of ghouls to block their upward climb. As soon as the undead saw them, they began advancing. 

Ake and Garruk glanced at each other and then began dispatching the ghouls. Sword and axe flashed 
again and again as undead body parts flew through the air. But as quickly as their brethren fell, new 
undead rose to challenge the two. 

“Enough of this!” Ake roared. “Yol Toor Shul!” 
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Flames spurted from his mouth, and he blasted a clearing through the middle of the ghouls. Garruk’s jaw 
dropped in surprise, but he quickly recovered, and the two began taking out the stragglers, hurrying to 
make it up the stairs before more ghouls could spawn. 

They came to the balcony where Ake had seen the woman, but she was gone. 

“There she is!” Garruk yelled, leaping over Ake, landing on the railing of the balcony, and springing up to 
grasp the railing of a balcony above him and to the right. 

As Garruk hauled himself over the railing, Ake likewise leapt and grabbed the railing. Garruk grabbed his 
wrist and helped him over before the two took off in hot pursuit. 

“Know anything to make us go faster?” Garruk asked as they ran. 

Ake’s face lit up. “I don’t know all the words, yet,” he admitted, “But this should help! Wuld Nah!” 

The two felt themselves carried forward with almost impossible speed, quickly closing most of the 
distance between them and the fleeing woman before the effect wore off. 

“Again!” Garruk cried. 

“I can’t!” Ake protested. 

“Argh!” the big guy grumbled. “We’ve got to catch her!” 

With a sudden burst of speed, he charged and tackled her to the ground. Putting his foot in the middle of 
her chest, he readied his axe. 

“You killed my best friend,” he snarled. “And now, you are going to die.” 

He lifted his axe, ready to dispatch her head, when a ghoul appeared out of nowhere and began beating 
on him, biting, and clawing. 

Distracted, Garruk jerked and began fighting off the monster. The woman meanwhile rolled onto her side, 
fished inside a pouch on her waist, took out an amulet, and pointed it at Garruk. 

“Look out, Garruk!” Ake yelled. “Zun Haal Viik!” 

The amulet flung itself from the woman’s hand, and Ake quickly rushed to it and smashed it with his 
sword. Garruk, meanwhile, flung the ghoul to the ground, ending its short, miserable life with an axe 
between the eyes. 

“Nice try, boys,” the woman said as flames and smoke appeared around her. “But you’ll not take Liliana 
Vess down so easily!” 

With a puff of smoke, she disappeared. 

“Argh!” Garruk yelled in frustration, slamming his fist into the wall. 

Ake was frustrated, too; he had hoped to help his friend get the revenge he clearly deserved. 

Garruk dropped his axe and sank to his knees. “Sweet Heimdall,” he murmured, “I have failed you.” 

Ake put his hand on the big guy’s shoulder. “You haven’t failed him,” he said firmly. “She may have 
escaped this time, but you will find her—we will find her—once we’ve had a chance to regroup.” 

Garruk huffed, mulling over Ake’s words, but at last, he nodded. “She was foolish to tell us her name,” he 
said. “I know that name, but I always imagined her to be an ugly, old crone.” 

“Who is she?” Ake asked. 

“A necromancer,” Garruk replied. “She’s made deals with demons and even corrupted her own brother 
with her necromancy, turning him into an insane killing machine before killing him herself.” 

Ake shuddered. “Charming,” he said wryly. “What was she doing at the clearing?” 

Garruk shook his head. “I don’t know,” he replied. “But a name like hers is not one that can sneak around 
quietly.” He nodded slowly. “You are right; we will find her.” He hesitated. “If you are willing to help me?” 
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Ake nodded and squeezed Garruk’s shoulder. “It would be my pleasure,” he replied. “You are a good man 
who deserves some help in your quest, and I am happy to help.” 

For the first time, Garruk smiled as he looked up at Ake. “Thank you,” he said, “My friend.” 

Ake helped him up, and the two slowly left the temple, already beginning to stink with the reek of the 
undead corpses they’d left behind. Without Liliana there to reanimate them again, they’d stay dead this 
time. 

They began the walk back to the hidden meadow. Admittedly, neither looked forward to having to confront 
the twice-dead body of Heimdall, and so they took their time. 

“I deeply appreciate your help,” Garruk said. “I have never had anyone to help me before.” 

Ake nodded and smiled. “Sometimes we all need a little help,” he said. 

Garruk nodded, his lips pursed thoughtfully. “You know,” he said, “You handled those strange words 
pretty well.” 

Ake looked over at him as they walked. “I—they’re tools,” he said. “Like your axe; you use the right tool 
for the right job. That’s why I’m seeking out all of the dragon shout power words. The more tools I have, 
the more versatile I can be.” 

“You’re not like other men,” Garruk said, frowning. “Before I left—when I lived among them—they came; 
they took; they left. But you—you came and helped me. It wasn’t your fight, but you helped me anyway. 
Why?” 

Ake smiled sheepishly. “I, um…well…” 

Garruk looked at him curiously, cocking his head. Seeing Ake still at a loss for words, the big guy 
hesitantly reached out and took his hand, watching his face cautiously. 

Ake gasped slightly and glanced at Garruk. A smile spread across his face. They stopped walking and 
faced each other. Neither knew who leaned in first, but before they realized what was happening, their 
lips were pressed together tenderly. Both blushed and cleared their throats as they awkwardly continued 
walking, yet they continued to hold each other’s hands. 

“You know,” Garruk said at last, “Having a dragon-born as a friend seems to give me a pretty strong ally.” 

Ake looked at him questioningly. 

“I would want my allies to have the best tools they can get,” Garruk continued, giving Ake a significant 
look. 

Ake frowned, and then it dawned on him. “The tomb,” he said. “You do know where it is!” 

Garruk nodded. “Yes,” he chuckled, “I should know where my own father’s tomb is!” 

Ake gasped. “Raklan is your father?” 

Garruk snorted. “He was,” he replied bitterly, “Before he was cut down by Lord Faldus’s men.” 

Ake lowered his eyes. “I’m sorry,” he said. “My parents are dead, too. My father died trying to save my 
mother from execution for a crime she didn’t commit.” 

The two sighed and commiserated. 

“But—” Ake asked suddenly, “You don’t know Dovahzul, do you? How would you know the words to put 
on your father’s tomb—the last word of the Thu’um?” 

Garruk shook his head. “My father died when I was still a young man, and I needed a place to bury him. 
He always taught me to trust Nature. As I sought a place to bury him, I came across a monument—an 
ancient monument, far older than I was, covered with strange markings. Though the ground was bare 
around it, I felt the forest’s presence stronger than I had ever felt it anywhere else, and I knew that was 
the place. I have no idea what the monument is—even to this day—but it seemed appropriate for my 
father, who was a great man to me, though perhaps not to others.” He sighed thoughtfully. “For a long 
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time, the place went completely undisturbed. The trees slowly began to grow around my father’s grave. It 
was a peaceful, tranquil place for my father to take his rest. But then all of these tourists started showing 
up about a thousand years ago, mostly mages. They all wanted to look at the strange markings on the 
monument. At first, I figured I owed it to them, since I had borrowed the monument in the first place. And, 
I hoped that they would be able to explain the markings to me. But they were callous, careless, 
disrespectful… They began hacking at the trees that I had watched grow, began digging and 
excavating—despite my protests—and I was worried they would unearth my father from his forever rest.” 

Ake cringed. “I’m sorry,” he said. “If I hadn’t known you, I probably would have done the same,” he 
admitted. 

Garruk shook his head. “But you took the time to know me,” he said, squeezing Ake’s hand. “That’s the 
difference.” 

Ake smiled and squeezed his hand in return. 

Garruk continued. “That was when I put a stop to it. I drove them out, camouflaged the entrance to the 
monument, and just for good measure, I hid the entrance to the meadow, too.” He snorted. “It worked. 
Nobody has seen it since I hid it away. You and that woman”—he sneered at mentioning her—“are the 
only two to have even made it to the meadow in many years. After what happened”—his voice cracked—
“I’ll have to strengthen my spell. Nobody must be allowed to hurt my other friends.” 

Ake nodded understandingly, and the two continued walking, coming presently to the clearing. They 
hesitated. 

“If you…need some time alone,” Ake hinted, clearing his throat. 

Garruk shook his head as a heavy sigh racked his body. “No,” he said, “Come with me…please.” 

Ake nodded and put his hand on Garruk’s cheek. “It’s gonna be okay,” he said to his friend. 

They each took a deep breath and stepped single-file through the camouflaged entrance and into the 
narrow corridor. They came around the bend and stepped out. Garruk looked at Heimdall’s body and then 
looked away. The once-proud buck was now a gray shade of his former self, his body cut in two by 
Garruk’s own hand. 

“Come on,” Ake said, squeezing Garruk’s shoulder, “Let’s get him buried.” 

The big guy followed Ake as he stepped over to where the buck lay, took a shovel from his pack, and 
started to dig. 

“Wait,” Garruk said. 

Ake looked up. 

“Not here, not where he was cut down in the prime of his life,” Garruk said, fighting back tears. “If you’ll 
bear with me, let’s bury him next to my father.” 

Ake nodded slowly and put his shovel back in his pack. He picked up the buck’s head and cradled it as 
Garruk lifted the buck’s body. The big guy led the way to the stream and followed it towards its source, 
stepping in just before the line of trees and disappearing into them. Ake frowned curiously and followed 
suit. 

Just like the entrance to the clearing, the trees here acted like camouflage, and Ake emerged on the other 
side to hear the roar of a waterfall close-by. Another sound made him gasp excitedly. It was faint but 
distinctive: the soft, echoing “wah, wah, wah” of a power word superimposed on the roar of the waterfall, 
and for the first time, the sound continued beyond just a single teasing hint. 

Under a canopy of huge, thick trees, he followed Garruk to an ancient stone monument, far older than 
any of the other word walls he’d encountered before. The echo grew louder and louder the closer they got 
to it, and it seemed to change from “wah” to “dah.” 
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Inscribed at the top of the monument in barely-legible scrawl were the simple words, “Here lies Raklan, 
beloved father.” Below that were much older markings, yet somehow less weathered with age, that Ake 
immediately recognized as Dovahzul.  

The echo was now as loud as a normal conversation, as if saying, “I am here; seek no further.” 

His heart skipped a beat on recognizing the word wall, but now was not the time. He gently laid the buck’s 
head down on the ground, took the shovel from his pack, and began digging. Garruk laid Heimdall’s body 
next to his head and helped Ake. The two took turns scooping out the soft earth to make space for 
Heimdall’s forever resting place. It was solemn work, and neither spoke, but Garruk knew that Ake was 
there for him. 

At last, the grave was complete, and with Garruk standing at the bottom, Ake handed Heimdall’s head 
down. Garruk carefully laid it to rest, and then Ake handed down the rest of the buck. Garruk arranged the 
body to align with the neck, kissed the deer’s nose one last time, and with Ake’s help, climbed out of the 
grave. 

The two looked at each other, and Ake wasn’t sure whether he should say anything or not, but when 
Garruk began filling in the grave, he knew that nothing else needed to be said. They took turns filling the 
deep grave and then stood, Ake embracing Garruk and the big guy crying softly on his shoulder. 

“All right,” Garruk said presently, wiping his eyes, “No more time for tears. Nature has reclaimed her child, 
and his soul is at peace. For that, I am grateful.” He took Ake’s hand with a faint smile. “At least some 
good was able to come from this.” 

He led Ake back to Raklan’s grave. “I cannot read the markings, but I suppose you can,” he said. “Would 
you tell me what they wrote on the monument all those years ago, what the monument even is?” 

“It’s a Nordic tomb,” Ake said. “It was originally erected to worship the dragons back in the second era. 
But as to which Nordic tomb…” He trailed off, peering at the letters inscribed on the white stone. “Here 
died,” he said, translating as he read, “the savage she-wolf Ulfeidr, slayer of men and beasts, savage 
leader of the Crimson Pack.” He gasped. “This must be—” 

 “Ulfeidr? Here?” Garruk blurted, interrupting Ake.  

Ake shrugged helplessly. 

“That explains a lot,” Garruk said, stroking his beard. “She lived some five thousand years ago, before my 
time. It is said that she devastated everything around her.” He stroked his chin. “It makes sense now, 
though, why the place didn’t seem to have as many trees as it should for a forest with a presence so 
strong. If this was where she held her reign of terror, that would explain why the space around the 
monument looked so bare, despite the forest’s presence being so strong. It just hadn’t had time to heal, 
yet.” He smiled faintly. “I guess my father’s presence was a healing one.” 

Garruk looked at Ake abruptly. “But I interrupted you. Does this mean that you know the last word, then?” 

Ake grinned and beamed. “Tah!” he said excitedly. “It’s the last word of the animal allegiance shout. I’ve 
been seeking it for years, but I had no idea this would be it!” Ake squeezed his friend’s hands. “Thank 
you, Garruk. This is a great achievement for me!” 

Garruk smiled. “Yes, I’m sure!” he said. 

The two stood facing each other, each feeling like he had something to say, but each was too nervous to 
say it. 

“Ahem,” Garruk cleared his throat. “Would you like to, um, come see where I live?” 

Ake smiled and nodded. The two held hands, and Garruk led him toward the waterfall. 

“It’s really loud!” Ake yelled. “How come we couldn’t hear it in the clearing?” 

“The trees conceal sound just as well as they conceal sight,” Garruk yelled back. He nodded forward with 
his head. “We’re nearly there; it’ll be better inside.” 
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That explains why the echo kept disappearing, Ake mused. But Garruk is right; if I could hear even faint 
blips of it, it means that his camouflage spell is wearing off. 

They came to a weathered rope bridge and began to cross beneath the waterfall. Ake looked up in awe 
as the huge body of water crashed over their heads and fell to their left, plummeting to crash against the 
rocks hundreds of feet below them. 

The rope bridge divided halfway across, with one way going across the river and the other leading up to 
the face of the mountain that supported the waterfall. Garruk made his way down the latter path. Coming 
to the face of the wall, he felt with his fingers for something, and then on finding the little indentation, he 
pressed his fingers against it. The face of the wall opened, revealing a cozy domicile hidden in the rock. 

“Welcome to my home,” Garruk said. 

The place was sparsely furnished. Other than an oak dresser and a huge bed strewn with animal hides, 
the room was empty, but it had everything the man of the wilds needed. 

Garruk put his axe down and began removing his armor, making himself at home. 

Seeing Ake standing awkwardly in the doorway, he asked, “Wouldn’t you like to take your armor off and 
stay awhile?” 

Ake nodded and began following suit. Soon they were both bare-chested and barefoot. The stone floor 
felt pleasantly cool under Ake’s feet. 

“Would you like to sit down?” Garruk asked. “I only have the bed, but it’s better than nothing.” 

Ake smiled graciously and sat on the bed while his host stood. He patted the bed next to him invitingly, 
and Garruk hesitantly sat next to him. Ake took Garruk’s hand in his. 

“You asked me before why I took the time to know you,” Ake said slowly. “I was too embarrassed to say it 
before, but—I like you. Not just, you know, like you as a person. I mean, I like you. I—” 

Garruk put his finger to Ake’s lips and smiled. “I know,” he said. “I like you, too.” 

The two leaned in and kissed each other. It had been a long time for Ake, and the feel of Garruk’s coarse 
mustache against his own made his testes feel heavy in anticipation. Ake reached out to put his hands on 
Garruk’s mighty chest. The big guy gasped at the touch; it had been a long time for him, and he had 
forgotten what the feel of another man was like. He ran his coarse hands up Ake’s arms and squeezed 
his muscular shoulders. The two men smiled, enjoying themselves and each other’s bodies. They kissed 
each other passionately as fingers began moving down to remove belts and pants. 

It wasn’t long before the two lay on the bed together, wearing nothing at all, their hands exploring and 
caressing each other, their mouths kissing, sucking and biting each other’s lips. Ake moved his hand to 
squeeze Garruk’s sizable member, and the big guy grunted and gasped in response, his cock growing 
hard and throbbing in Ake’s hand. 

Ake chuckled and moved his lips down Garruk’s body, teasing his nipples with his tongue, kissing his 
hairy, muscular abs, and finally hovering over his dick. Garruk looked down at him breathlessly as Ake’s 
mouth wrapped around his dick. As soon as flesh met flesh, Ake’s mouth began to water, and he pressed 
his head further and further onto Garruk’s member, tonguing the shaft and sucking on the warm, firm rod 
in his mouth.  

Garruk grunted and groaned and finally put his hand on Ake’s shoulder. Ake glanced up, and Garruk 
pulled him up to kiss his lips. They pressed their bodies together, their cocks nuzzling each other as they 
made out, and then Garruk took his turn to trail his mouth down Ake’s body, running his fingers over the 
smaller man’s muscular pecs, grazing tantalizingly down his abs, and finally stroking his inner thigh. Ake 
bucked once in response, his cock throbbing and drooling precum. Garruk teased him a little more before 
running his tongue over the tip of Ake’s cock, collecting the precum and using it to glide his tongue down 
Ake’s shaft. Ake groaned aloud, his toes curling in ecstasy. But as Garruk began to bob on his cock, Ake 
felt himself getting close way too fast.  

“Wait!” he panted, putting a hand on Garruk’s head. 
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“Hmm?” the big guy asked, looking up. 

Ake patted Garruk, and his host let him up. He rolled over onto his stomach and looked over his shoulder 
invitingly. “A cock that big needs a proper home,” he said with a smile. 

Garruk chuckled, but he didn’t need to be invited twice. He crawled on top of Ake and felt his cock slide 
between the man’s muscular buttocks. He sighed happily and sat up so he could admire those two 
perfect globes, cupping them in his hands. Ake’s buttocks quivered hungrily at his touch. 

Leaning forward, Garruk slathered some of his saliva on Ake’s hole, working it in with a finger, then his 
thumb, and then both thumbs, while Ake moaned and gasped all the while, his body arching and his legs 
spreading to give Garruk better access. 

Unable to resist the undulating bottom in front of him anymore, Garruk bent over and pressed his tip 
against Ake’s anus, and with just the lightest of pushes, he felt himself slide in as Ake’s ass welcomed 
him in, squeezing and stroking his cock lovingly in its warm, moist depths. 

Meanwhile, Ake shuddered, loving how big Garruk’s cock felt inside of him and squeezing his anus tightly 
around the big guy’s meat. But as Garruk began stroking into him and rubbing his prostate, Ake knew he 
wouldn’t last much longer. 

The feel of Ake’s ass was incredible! Admittedly, it had been over a millennium since the last time Garruk 
had been with someone, but he couldn’t remember ever feeling the urge to fertilize so strongly before. 
Ake’s butt seemed to suck him in every time he thrust and then tug longingly back on his cock every time 
he pulled out. Garruk felt his balls growing heavy and needed more! He thrust harder and harder, his 
breath growing ragged and sweat beading on his chest and brow. 

Ake felt Garruk’s intensity increase and moaned loudly, the pitch of his moan rising with each thrust. His 
partner’s cock rubbed his prostate over and over, making his cock drool helplessly on the bed. He could 
feel himself about to shoot off, but he gritted his teeth and squeezed his eyes closed, clenching his fists 
as he held on, determined not to get off until Garruk did.  

He didn’t have to wait long. 

Garruk felt his balls contract, and with a final thrust and a loud roar of pleasure, he drove himself into Ake 
and flooded his ass with his wild-man seed. Ake’s ass clenched around him tightly, milking out spurt after 
spurt. 

Ake felt the hot rush of cum and cried out as his own orgasm wracked his body and made his cock 
explode all over the hides beneath him. Each spurt from Garruk made Ake’s ass contract, pulling Garruk’s 
spurting cock up against his prostate and stimulating another contraction. 

The two stayed very still, both their bodies milking each other and driving each other into post-orgasmic 
ecstasy, until they collapsed, shaking in pleasure. Garruk rolled to one side, and Ake turned to face him, 
running his fingers through the big guy’s beard. Neither of them spoke for a while as they basked in the 
afterglow. 

“Thank you,” Ake said at last, smiling. 

Garruk chuckled. “I should be thanking you,” he said. “It’s been…a long time.” 

Ake nodded and smiled. 

They both knew they had their work cut out for them trying to track down Liliana, but she could wait. 
Tracking her down wouldn’t bring Heimdall back, and for now, the feeling of closeness with another man 
they admired was far more important than vengeance anyway. 


