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“We are never going to find her,” Garruk grumbled. 

Ake looked at him, frowning. “It’s okay,” he said, mustering all the encouragement he could as he reached 
up to pat his giant boyfriend on the shoulder. “We will find her, and when we do, you’ll finally be able to 
avenge Heimdall’s death.” 

Garruk sighed and looked over at him before returning his gaze forward. The two walked in silence along 
the forest path for some time before he finally spoke. 

“We have encountered her a number of times now,” he said, “And she has outsmarted us every time. You 
have been more than kind in assisting me, but this has gone on far too long. I would be better off 
abandoning this foolish quest. Avenging Heimdall will not bring him back.” 

“Hey,” Ake said, gripping the big guy’s shoulder and gently turning him. “Garruk.” 

Garruk set his jaw but allowed himself to be turned to face the platinum-haired man. 

“We will get her,” Ake said. “We grow stronger with every encounter, and she can’t run forever. Why, I 
learned two new shouts just in the last week! Don’t tell me that after the last year of pursuit, you’re ready 
to give up now? What was it all for?” 

Garruk’s jaw relaxed, and he pursed his lips thoughtfully. 

“You are right, Ake,” he said, sighing again heavily. A hint of a smile traced over his lips. “But even if we 
did give up now, it wasn’t all for nothing. If nothing else, it has brought me closer to you.” 

Ake smiled and shook his head. “Even when you’re feeling disheartened, you’re still such a sweet guy,” 
he said, standing on his tiptoes to reach up and kiss Garruk’s darkly furred, weathered lips. 

Garruk leaned forward and kissed his boyfriend tenderly. This time, his sigh was in pleasure and 
contentment. 

“Come on,” Ake said, taking the enormous man by the hand, “Let’s take a rest and have lunch.” 

Garruk nodded and followed Ake off the path into a little clearing. The sun was not quite at its zenith, but 
this seemed like as good of a time as any to take a rest. Without any particular leads as to Liliana’s 
whereabouts, they didn’t have any place specific to be until some new clue popped up. The morning 
petrichor gently greeted their noses as they gathered some wood for a fire and Ake ignited it with just a 
soft-spoken word, “Yol.” 

“Whoo, boy, what did you eat?” Garruk asked as flames leapt from Ake’s mouth. 

Ake rolled his eyes and grinned. “I dunno how, but that joke never seems to get old,” he said. 

They stretched out in the grass and shared their hardtack in silence, each lost in thought. 

A noise from the woods to their right suddenly made Garruk’s ear prick up. He sat up and looked towards 
the direction of the sound, and Ake likewise turned to look. Both peered into the darkness of the forest 
canopy. 

The sound repeated itself, a muffled groaning, huffing sound. 

Garruk was on his feet in an instant, and Ake wasn’t far behind, taking just enough time to douse the fire. 
They silently crept forward, snuck around an enormous tree, and gasped. An injured elk lay there with 
deep cuts across his throat. 

Garruk’s mind instantly flashed to Heimdall’s murder, and he stood there, frozen with the same terrible 
sense of disbelief as if it had just happened again. 

“Garruk!” Ake said, shaking his friend, “He’s not dead, yet!” 

Garruk shook it off, shuddering and returning to reality as he hastily moved forward to aid the elk, 
grasping handfuls of leaves and grasses seemingly at random as he went. 

The elk saw him and gasped, his eyes widening in fear as the huge man swept towards him. 

“Easy,” Garruk said, “It’s all right.” 
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Ake stopped where he was. He had known Garruk for a year, and while he certainly knew that the big, 
gruff guy had a soft spot, he had never seen him so gentle. The man he had seen cleaving six ghouls’ 
heads from their bodies with a single swing of his enormous axe now knelt next to the bull elk, moved his 
frying pan-sized hand under his head, and gently lifted it as he reached underneath with his other hand to 
press some of the herbs and leaves against his neck. The beast seemed calmed the second Garruk 
touched him, and Ake felt like his heart would melt. 

“Ake, I need soil,” Garruk said urgently over his shoulder. 

Ake snapped out of it and rushed forward. 

“What kind?” he asked. 

Garruk glanced around and then pointed with his lips ahead of him and to the right. “There,” he said. 
“Under that tree. See the mushrooms? Right in front of them.” 

Ake followed Garruk’s gaze and then quickly moved over to the mushrooms, dug into the soft, fertile 
ground, and scooped out a large handful. 

“Here you go,” he said, returning to his friend. 

Garruk took the soil and quickly packed it into the wounds alongside the leaves and herbs. It quickly 
saturated with the elk’s blood and formed a seal with Garruk gently squeezing and molding it around the 
elk’s neck. The elk struggled, and Garruk reached between his enormous antlers and petted his head 
slowly and soothingly. 

“Shh. Gently, friend,” Garruk said. “Gently. It’s all going to be all right.” 

He remained there, squeezing the elk’s neck with one hand and petting him reassuringly with the other 
until the blood clotted. 

“Ake,” he said. 

“I’m here,” Ake replied. 

“The herbs I was able to grab on the way have gotten him this far, but he needs something stronger.” 

“What do you need?” Ake asked. 

“It’s a white flower,” Garruk said. “Many tiny flowers in a cluster, surrounded by larger, white petals. It 
smells like a chrysanthemum. It has sparse, hairy leaves. I need some of those leaves; a handful should 
do.” 

Ake nodded and started to get up. 

“Go gently,” Garruk warned, glancing down at the elk. “He needs to stay calm.” 

Ake froze and then carefully got up and walked until he was out of sight, then took off at a sprint, looking 
for the white flowers. Fortunately, he didn’t have to go far before he saw them in a clearing, hundreds of 
three-foot-tall, spindly stems with brilliant white clusters of flowers several inches in diameter. Ake quickly 
ran his hand down the stems of several of the plants and collected all the leaves he could before running 
back to where Garruk and his patient waited, slowing down just before appearing into their view. 

“Yes, perfect,” Garruk said, quickly taking the handful of leaves and stuffing them into his mouth. 

“If you were hungry, I had some more hardtack left...” Ake said wryly, but just as he said it, Garruk spat 
the mouthful of chewed leaves back into his hand and smeared it along the elk’s neck, spreading over all 
of the wounds. 

Ake frowned slightly and knelt next to them. To his amazement, he could see the elk’s skin growing, 
spreading around and over the herbs, sealing the large, dirt-packed gashes, and sprouting new fur. 

The elk struggled again and kicked out one of his front hooves in the air. 

“Shh–shh,” Garruk urged. “A little longer, friend. Let it mend.” 
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The new fur grew and thickened, and then Garruk released his grip just as the elk sprang to his feet and 
trotted off a few steps before turning to face Garruk and Ake. 

Garruk stood slowly, watching the elk, who lowered his head deferentially. Garruk knelt, and the elk 
stepped forward. Ake watched from a distance, transfixed at the intensity that practically crackled 
between Garruk and the elk as the two exchanged breath. 

They both leaned back up at once, as if following some unspoken cue, and the elk turned and took a few 
steps away before looking over his shoulder. 

“Does he—does he want us to follow him?” Ake asked in surprise. 

Garruk nodded, a faintly amused smile on his face. “You’re learning,” he said. 

Ake stood slowly, walked up next to Garruk, and the two followed the elk at a distance as he led them 
deeper into the forest. 

The trees grew denser and larger, and the way got darker as the canopy blocked out more and more of 
the sun. The air grew cooler and more humid as they picked their way amongst the giant roots of trees 
many times as wide as Garruk. 

“This place is very old,” Ake murmured. 

Garruk nodded slowly. “Yes,” he replied. 

As they continued to follow the elk deeper into the woods, Ake saw Garruk’s eyes roving over the 
scenery, and Ake smiled, happy to see his friend so surrounded by his natural habitat. 

Garruk stopped suddenly, and Ake nearly tripped. 

“Garruk?” he asked, turning. “What’s wrong?” 

“Something’s not right,” Garruk said. 

The elk, meanwhile, had stopped and turned to face them, standing some twenty paces off. As Garruk 
remained still, taking in everything around him, the elk pawed the ground with his hoof. The giant man’s 
eyes narrowed suspiciously, but he nevertheless took a step forward. “Lead on, friend,” he said. “We will 
follow.” 

They moved deeper still into the forest, and Ake strained and did everything he could to try to see what it 
was that Garruk was seeing, but to him, the trees just looked like trees, the ground just looked like 
ground, and the air smelled like...well...forest air. 

The elk ascended a hill covered in tree roots and then stopped at the top of it. Garruk walked up beside 
him and put a hand on the elk’s back. Ake followed and stood on the other side of Garruk. When he 
looked over the other side of the hill, he gasped. 

Below them, about 200 paces off, lay a wretched-looking creature. Ake stared in disbelief. Its horns and 
scaly body clearly marked it a dragon, yet it was unlike any he’d ever seen: its skin was an unhealthy 
grayish-green, and flies covered places where blood and pus wept through cracks in its rotting skin. 

“So...that’s why,” Garruk said. 

Ake whipped his head around to look at his boyfriend. “Why what?” he asked. 

“This forest...it’s...corrupted,” Garruk said. “The trees feel like withered husks of themselves, as if the life 
has been drained from them.” 

“Like...like lich?” Ake asked. 

Garruk frowned. “Yes,” he said slowly. “Yes, exactly like lich.” 

“But these trees look completely normal to me,” Ake protested. 

“You have to know what to look for,” Garruk said, “But we don’t have time for that now. If we don’t do 
something soon, all of these trees will die.” 
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“Let’s get a closer look,” Ake said. “I wonder if Liliana is involved somehow?” 

Garruk’s eyes flashed. “Of course she is!” he snarled. “Corrupted forest, a dragon that looks like death 
warmed over...” He shook his head. “How could I not have seen it?” 

In a flash, he pulled his axe from his back and gripped it in his hands, looking savage. 

The elk reared and skittered several feet away, looking wide-eyed at him. 

Garruk chuckled and sighed. “It’s all right, friend,” he said. “Stay back, out of harm’s way. Thank you for 
showing us this.” 

The elk bowed and silently disappeared into the forest. 

“I wonder why that dragon is even here,” Garruk murmured as they began slowly walking down the hill 
towards the misplaced reptile. “I’ve never seen anything so decrepit. Have you?” 

Ake shook his head. “I heard a legend once of a dragon cursed to remain for eternity guarding the soul 
cairn, but that’s far from here.” 

“The legends are true,” a creaking yet deafening voice said, the sound coming from everywhere at once. 

Ake and Garruk froze as the heap of rotting flesh stood, looming nearly a quarter-mile above them. 

“You have trespassed in my woods,” the dragon said, “State your business!” 

“Your woods?!” Ake asked. “You seem far more out-of-place than we do!” 

“Silence! I don’t care how I seem to you! I say these woods are mine, and I am draining the life from them 
so that I might regain my strength!” 

“You?” Garruk gasped, frowning uncertainly. “Wait, not Liliana?” 

Ake shook his head. “I guess not.” 

Garruk blinked and frowned, then gripped his axe. “Liliana or not, we cannot allow this invader to kill this 
forest!” 

Ake nodded. “Dragon, you cannot remain here. These are not your woods to corrupt!” 

“Who are you to say any different, mortal?” the dragon snapped, uprooting several trees as he stepped 
forward and towered above them. 

“I give you a choice,” Ake said firmly, “Leave, or die. We will not allow you to remain.” 

“You fools,” the dragon spat. “Only a dragon can kill me!” 

“We’ll find out,” Ake retorted. “Mid Vur Shaan!” 

There was a flash of light, and Ake’s sword and Garruk’s axe glowed momentarily as they charged 
forward. 

“The Dovahkiin?” the dragon murmured. “Hmph, well, this will be fun, then.” 

He shouted some words that even Ake didn’t recognize. The ground suddenly heaved beneath their feet, 
and numerous ghouls and liches sprang up, hissing and groaning in anguished rage. 

“Get them!” the dragon snapped, and on cue, the undead horde rushed towards Ake and Garruk. 

“Here goes!” Ake said, and Garruk nodded as he charged forward and cleaved through the nearest lich. 

Ake rushed forward, sword flying and flashing as he began hacking his way through the undead between 
him and the dragon. 

“I can see you two need a bigger challenge” the dragon taunted from his relative safety. 

Lifting his arm, he uttered the foreign words once again, raising another horde of a hundred to his right. 
He lifted his other arm and did it again, raising a hundred to his left. 

“Kill them,” he growled. “Kill them both!” 
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“Oh, shit!” Ake cried. “Garruk, we’re gonna need backup!” 

“Agreed!” Garruk cried, taking a step back and bringing his free hand to his lips to whistle sharply. 

Forest animals suddenly appeared all around the edge of the valley: elk, deer, bears, rabbits, wolves, 
coyotes, and even mountain lions came charging towards the hordes of undead. 

“Ake! We’ll hold them off; you take care of him!” Garruk yelled. 

“Right!” Ake cried. “Fus Ro!” 

His voice cleared a path through the mob of undead in front of him, flinging their bodies into trees and 
each other and killing many of them. Ake charged forward through the opening towards the dragon. 

Meanwhile, the animals had reached the undead. Mountain lions leapt from thirty feet away onto ghouls, 
ripping and tearing into their bodies and leaving mangled pulps as packs of wolves and coyotes cut 
through the enemy ranks, biting and ripping limbs off their undead quarries. Rabbits scurried about the 
undead troop, tripping them up and causing them to lash out against the tiny interlopers, often killing each 
other instead. All the while, Garruk charged forward, axe swinging like a machete and mowing rank after 
rank of the vile creatures down. 

“You must leave at once!” Ake ordered as he reached the dragon’s legs. 

“No. I like it here!” the dragon roared, lashing out and trying to crush Ake under his foot. 

Ake easily dodged and countered with a sword-attack that cut into the dragon’s leg. 

“Why, you little!” the dragon shrieked in fury. 

He sucked in a breath and began to exhale. Yet to Ake’s surprise, it wasn’t fire that came out but pestilent 
air that burned Ake’s eyes and made him feel weak. 

“Boy, what did you eat?” Ake asked, Garruk’s words echoing in his head as he exhaled sharply to clear 
the noxious stink from his lungs. “Two can play that game! Krii Lun!” 

The dragon staggered and fell back a step, breathing heavily. “Curse your foul tongue,” he growled, 
whipping his tail hard towards Ake. 

“Is this all you’ve got?” Garruk yelled triumphantly as his axe crashed through another rank of undead. 
“Maybe Liliana was good practice!” 

“Enough!” the dragon spat, suddenly taking to the skies, having missed Ake. “Die, you wretched pests!” 

As the dragon rose upward, Ake could see what looked like a shadow passing from the trees all around 
him and flowing into the dragon. 

“Ake! He’s killing those trees!” Garruk cried. 

That instant, the dragon began pointing frantically from place to place, summoning a hundred undead at a 
time all over the valley. A horde of them appeared on top of a group of the animals and immediately tore 
into them. 

“Noo!” Garruk cried. 

“Joor Zah Frul!” Ake yelled. 

A flash of light that looked like a hammer slammed down on top of the dragon, knocking it from the air 
and sending it plummeting to the ground. 

“You worthless scum!” the dragon roared, charging towards Ake, claws flying and teeth gnashing. 

Ake’s eyes bulged, and he scrambled backwards, parrying and dodging for all he was worth. The thought 
crossed his mind, You just had to provoke him, didn’t you, Garruk?  

Garruk, meanwhile, had his hands full. Lashing out in anger over the loss of his forest helpers, he 
charged into the nearest mob of undead, hacking for all he was worth. Zombies, ghouls, and liches 
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surged forward, climbing on top of their fallen brethren to overrun him. As soon as they piled on top of 
him, they began biting, clawing, and hacking at him. 

Ake saw him disappear under a mountain of undead. “Garruk, no!” he cried. “Strun Bah!” 

The sky turned dark instantly, and lightning flashed angrily, striking out at the undead covering the giant 
man. The bolts of lightning flung the undead away from him with such force that their flying bodies killed 
the undead they flew into. The woodland animals turned to flee in the commotion, but a shrill whistle from 
Garruk turned them all around and sent them charging once more into the mobs. 

“I had everything under control!” Garruk protested as he got to his feet. 

A lightning bolt singed his beard, and his eyes bulged for a second before he charged off into the next 
group of undead. 

The dragon meanwhile used Ake’s distraction to hit him hard with his tail. 

“Augh!” Ake cried as he was sent flying into a tree and wincing as he fell to the ground. 

He shook his head to clear it and charged back towards the dragon, who summoned a group of undead 
all around him. 

“Grr!” Ake growled. “Ven Gaar!” 

A huge gust of wind surrounded him, swirling around and lifting the undead into the air before raining 
them back down on the other groups of undead. 

“Enough of this!” Ake snapped. “You said only a dragon can kill you? So be it!” 

He charged forwards, yelling “Mul Qah Diiv!” as he leapt into the air. A shield of bones appeared around 
him, swirling and lashing out against anything that opposed him as wings sprouted from his back and his 
body stretched out and grew scales. 

“Come on!” he roared at the dragon. 

“Oh, shit! Ake! There’s another dragon!” Garruk cried. 

He whistled, and the animals all stopped what they were doing and charged, converging on him. He and 
they all raced forward, the deer and elk with their antlers pointed forwards, the bears swinging and 
charging furiously, the mountain lions leaping through the air, and the wolves and coyotes packing 
together and overrunning anything in their path. They blew a hole in the ghoulish defenses and charged 
forwards towards where the two dragons were engaging each other. 

“Ake!” Garruk cried. “I’ll save you!” 

He threw his axe with all his might, hurtling it towards the healthier of the two dragons. The dragon saw it 
quickly dodged  just in time. 

“Garruk!” the dragon cried, “It’s me!” 

“Ake?!” Garruk cried. “I didn’t know you could—“ 

“I told you I learned two new words this week!” Ake yelled as he dove towards the dragon, aiming to rake 
his claws across its back. He missed and nearly crashed into the ground, pulling up just in time. 

“I’ll explain later, Garruk!” Ake called. “This is hard enough as it is! I’m not used to this body!” 

Garruk breathed a sigh of relief, and he and his animal companions quickly turned and began attacking 
the dragon’s undead minions from all sides. 

Ake, meanwhile, swooped into the air and came back for another pass. This time, his claws found their 
mark and tore deep gashes into the dragon’s sickly flesh. The dragon let out an anguished scream as 
Ake flew around and came back to attack him again. 

A mountain lion lunged and felled another lich, but before he could get out of harm’s way, the undead 
horde turned on him. Coyotes circled around those undead, nipping, biting, taunting, and distracting them. 
As they turned their sunken eyes towards their tormentors, wolves leapt over the coyotes’ backs onto 



The Forest 
© 2018 Jack Doe. All characters belong to their creator. Do not distribute without all copyright notices and disclaimers intact. 

Page 7 of 21 
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. 

them and began tearing out their throats. The mountain lion meanwhile used the distraction as an 
opportunity to escape and lashed out at the nearest ghoul, ripping into its face. The ghoul crumpled, and 
the mountain lion leapt from the horde and retreated to lick its wounds. 

Garruk managed to retrieve his axe, beating the undead in his path into submission using his bare fists. 
He spied his axe half-buried in the ground. He rushed towards it just as a skeleton in front of him raised 
his saber to attack him.  

With a mighty roar, Garruk grabbed his axe by the handle and split the skeleton in two as he yanked the 
axe up out of the ground. 

A sudden pain in his side made Garruk gasp and whip his head around. A ghoul sneered as it pulled its 
axe out of him and wound up for another attack. 

He wasn’t fast enough. Garruk reached out, grabbed him by the throat, and swung him like a club into the 
ground, breaking his neck instantly. Garruk snarled, but fortunately, the layers of thick hides he wore had 
mostly protected him from the ghoul’s blow. 

“Give up!” Ake roared from the skies above the dragon. “You cannot win! Surrender and call off your 
undead!” 

Just then, he felt a twinge. Uh, oh. 

His wings disappeared, and so did the dragon-bone armor that swirled around him. 

“Ahh!” He cried as he began to fall to the ground. 

“Ha! You arrogant fool!” the dragon cried. “How fitting!” 

The ground rushed up faster and faster. Ake’s stomach felt like it would fall out of him as the ground got a 
lot bigger, really fast. He squeezed his eyes shut.  

3...2...1... “Feim!” he cried. 

Garruk heard Ake screaming and turned to look to see him plummeting to the ground. 

“Ake!” he cried. 

A wave of undead took advantage of his distraction and swarmed all over him. Yet he seemed completely 
unaware as they hacked and bit at him. He collapsed to his knees. 

Ake opened his eyes and breathed deeply, relieved. He turned and faced the dragon, who looked at him 
in shock. 

“It ends now, Dragon,” Ake snarled. “Gaan Lah Haas!” 

He reached out, and a red beam of light snaked out from his hand towards the dragon. The dragon 
shrieked in anguish as his life-force was drained from him and channeled into Ake. 

“Call off your minions!” Ake ordered. 

“No!” the dragon protested. 

“Call them off!” Ake snarled, draining more of the dragon’s life-force. 

“N...” the dragon panted. 

The roar of a bear suddenly pierced the air, and Garruk came flying through the air, riding the bear as he 
charged through the enemy ranks towards Ake. 

“Ake?! Ake!” he cried in relieved disbelief. 

He leapt off the bear, swung his axe hard with both hands, and plunged it into the dragon. Blood spurted 
from dragon’s neck, and the dragon’s eyes bulged. 

“I—I yield!” the dragon burbled. 

“Call off your undead!” Ake growled. 
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The dragon closed his eyes in morose defeat and muttered something. The still-animated undead 
shrieked while the corpses went more quietly, all of them turning to dust and dissolving into the ground. 

The air was suddenly deathly still, the silence broken only by the dragon’s labored breathing. 

“I...don’t believe it,” the dragon wheezed. “Never have I been felled in the field of battle!” 

“There’s a first time for everything,” Garruk growled, wincing and holding his side. 

“What are you called, Dragon?” Ake asked. “The legends never said.” 

“Durnehviir,” the dragon replied. 

“Durnehviir,” Ake murmured. “But I thought you were doomed to remain at the soul cairn? How are you 
here?” 

“She—she freed me,” the dragon replied, coughing blood. 

“Who?” Ake pressed. 

“A human,” the dragon replied, “A fellow necromancer.” 

“Liliana!” Ake and Garruk gasped, looking at each other. 

“She was involved,” Garruk growled. 

“She...convinced me that I should escape. But the Ideal Masters’ curse was too strong; I would have died 
if she had not given me this forest,” Durnehviir said, his breathing growing increasingly labored. 

“What do you mean?” Garruk demanded. “Nobody has any claim to this forest to give it to anybody!” 

“She told me,” Durnehviir panted, “That I could drain the youth from this forest to keep myself alive. The 
curse...would kill me for straying from the soul cairn. She...found a loophole.” 

“By sucking the life out of the forest, it kept you alive,” Garruk murmured. “At the expense of all of these 
creatures!” 

He grabbed his axe and was about to swing again, but Ake stayed his hand. 

“Why did she say she was freeing you?” Ake asked pointedly. 

The dragon coughed. “I don’t fully understand,” he said. “Something about disrupting the force that 
weakened her. Something about a ‘chain veil’ that would kill her if she didn’t have enough black mana. 
She spoke of a giant man and a smaller man who spoke a weird language. She failed to curse the giant 
man. She said they were coming for her. She—“ His eyes widened. “You are the men of whom she 
spoke.” A half-hearted sneer formed on his lips. “She was kind to free me of my curse,” he said at last. “I 
will say no more to you.” 

“Where is she?” Garruk demanded, leaping forward and pressing the blade of his axe against the 
dragon’s throat. “Where is she going?” 

The dragon glanced from Garruk to Ake and back. He remained silent. 

Ake took a breath. “You’re going to tell us,” he said evenly, “Whether you want to or not.” 

“I’ll be dead soon,” the dragon replied. “My life-force is already expiring. Already I feel the hand of death 
upon me. After so many millennia, I welcome its embrace.” 

“Not without telling us what we want to know,” Ake said firmly. “Your wounds may be deep, but I just 
watched this one”—he nodded his head towards Garruk—“bring an elk back to life from near-death. I’m 
sure he can do the same to you if it means getting the information he needs.” 

“Not if I end it all right now!” the dragon said. 

He reared back and started to plunge his head back down, aiming to drive Garruk’s axe clean through his 
neck.  

“Gol Hah Dov!” Ake yelled quickly. 
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The dragon froze and then looked at him in disbelief. 

“You know that Thu’um?” he asked in disbelief. “Who are you?!” 

“I’ll ask the questions,” Ake retorted. “Where is Liliana? Where is she going?” 

“South,” the dragon replied through gritted teeth. “She left four days ago.” 

“We just came from the south!” Garruk snapped. “Tell the truth!” 

The dragon snorted derisively. “Clearly you’re not the smart one,” he retorted. “As someone from her 
world, you should know that there are worlds within worlds.” 

Ake frowned and looked at Garruk. “From her world?” 

Garruk gasped and shook his head. 

“N–no,” he said. “It can’t be!” 

The dragon shrugged. “I only know what she explained to me. I’ve told you what you wanted to know, 
now release me!” 

Ake and Garruk exchanged glances. 

“With pleasure,” Ake said. 

The second the dragon had his will back, he drove his head down upon the axe, cleaving his head from 
his body. All at once, his body collapsed, and a burst of energy exploded from him, passing through Ake 
and Garruk, leaving them breathless as the youth returned to the forest. The dragon’s body quickly turned 
to dust as a rejuvenating wind swept through the valley, carrying his remains away. Only his soul 
remained. Ake reached out and absorbed it. 

“Be at peace,” Ake said thoughtfully. 

“Peace?” Garruk asked skeptically. “He tried to kill us, to kill the forest!” 

“He was cursed, Garruk,” Ake replied. “I feel his anguish through his soul. He just wanted to be free, and 
in his desperation, he was willing to do anything to get it.” 

“It doesn’t excuse—“ Garruk began. 

“I know,” Ake said, holding up his hand, “But he wasn’t a bad dragon; he was only desperate. He was not 
like Liliana.” 

Garruk huffed but nodded begrudgingly. 

“What did he mean, ‘worlds within worlds’?” Ake asked. 

Garruk sighed. “It’s difficult to explain,” he said slowly. “I—I lack the words to describe it.” He smiled 
ruefully. “The dragon was right; I’m not the smart one.” 

“But do you believe the dragon, then?” Ake asked. “He said she went south, but we came from the south 
and didn’t see her!” 

“I believe him,” Garruk said, sighing glumly. “It means that our quest just got a lot harder.” 

“But how didn’t we see her?” Ake persisted. 

Garruk pursed his lips. “I’m not good at explaining,” he said, “But consider this: if she had flown by 
overhead while we were looking for her on the ground, we wouldn’t have seen her. It’s like that, but 
different.” 

“But we looked in all directions,” Ake protested. “She was definitely not there.” 

Garruk huffed. “It’s...” He shook his head. “I cannot explain it. It’s like that, but it’s not the same.” He 
shook his head. “Some of the people I knew when I was young could explain it, but I lost contact with 
them millennia ago.” 
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“I have so many questions,” Ake said, smiling. Seeing Garruk’s awkward expression, he added “But for 
now, what say we celebrate? We defeated the dragon, saved the forest, and have an idea of where 
Liliana is—or, at least, you do, I think?” 

Garruk laughed. “Well, not exactly, but all right,” he replied. 

He turned to see all the animals looking at him expectantly. 

“Looks like they want to celebrate, too,” he said ruefully. 

He turned and filled his hands with herbs and then knelt and began petting each of the animals and 
rubbing healing balm on their wounds. Ake watched him, smiling and shaking his head. 

“Oh, I—I am sorry,” Garruk said, embarrassed. “I got a little caught up in—” 

“It’s all right,” Ake said, patting his friend on the shoulder. “Take your time.” 

“I—thank you, Ake,” Garruk replied.  

Ake leaned forward, the two kissed tenderly, and then Ake turned and slowly made his way into the 
woods, away from the commotion of all the animals vying for Garruk’s attention, some of them rather 
aggressively. 

Though he couldn’t sense that anything was wrong before, he definitely could sense that things were 
better now. He couldn’t quite describe it, but the woods felt somehow less strained, more peaceful than 
they had been before. The petrichor seemed somehow more pungent…yet…lighter at the same time. The 
air seemed damper yet somehow more welcoming, more comfortable. He was no woodsman, but to him, 
it almost seemed like the forest was thanking him and offering him this tranquility as payment. Not that 
any payment was required—helping Garruk was thanks enough—but if the forest was offering it, then Ake 
was not going to turn it down. 

He breathed in deeply, feeling so very, very relaxed. He tried to think of a time when he’d ever felt so 
content. Searching his memory, he realized it had been a very long time. 

“Chase me, Daddy!” he heard himself say.  

He must have been only two or three , and his father at the time seemed massive, like a ten-story-tall 
bear with hairy arms and a thick beard. 

“Okay, but I’m gonna eat you if I catch you!” his father said. 

Little Ake shrieked with glee and ran as fast as his little legs would carry him while his father got down on 
all fours and made the most terrifying growling noises as he gave chase to his son. Ake remembered that 
his mother would yell at them and tell them not to roughhouse in the house, but they never paid her any 
mind. Ake’s dad would let him get away a few times, but then he would charge, sweep Ake up in his 
arms, and go, “Om, nom, nom, nom, nom!” and tickle Ake’s face and belly with that beard.  

Ake would squeal and giggle until he couldn’t breathe, and then his dad would hug him tightly and hold 
him close. That was when Ake felt the way he did now: comforted, protected, safe. 

He came to and realized he was standing in the middle of the woods with the most placid grin on his face. 
He chuckled. He must have looked like an idiot. Fortunately, there was nobody to see. 

His mind wandered back to his childhood, and he couldn’t help but feel wistful. He had always adored his 
father, and his dream as a child was to grow up and go bounty-hunting with him. That dream shattered 
when his father went to rescue his wrongfully-imprisoned mother. Neither of them made it out alive, and 
Ake was forced to flee and fend for himself.  

He sighed and wondered what his life would have been like if things had turned out differently. He’d have 
continued his dream and his education, would have gone on to be a bounty hunter with his father, would 
have become heir to his mother’s fortune. He would probably still be living in the Lovani Manor when he 
wasn’t out collecting bounties, spoiled in the life of luxury that being a wealthy merchant’s only son 
provided. 
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Still, as he thought about it, he probably wouldn’t have joined the Companions, wouldn’t have joined The 
Circle, and probably would never have discovered his destiny as the Dovahkiin. He raised his eyebrows 
in surprise. Wow. He shook his head. What a difference that would have made! If he hadn’t become the 
Dragonborn, he never would have sought out the Thu’um that had saved the day today. And if it weren’t 
for that, he never would have— 

He gasped. If it weren’t for that, he never would have met— 

“Whoa!” Ake gasped as he reached for his sword, his heart racing as something wrapped itself tightly 
around him. His head whipped around to look over his shoulder. 

“Hi,” Garruk said, his eyes twinkling from deep inside his facial hair. 

Ake burst out laughing as he tried to get his heart to slow down. 

“Garruk! You startled me!” he chuckled sheepishly. He thought a moment and then frowned. “Finished 
with the animals already?” 

Garruk cocked his head. “It’s been four hours,” he said. “The sun is already setting.” 

Ake blinked and peered up through the canopy. Sure enough, he could see the faintest glimmer of stars 
through the leaves. 

“Wow,” he said. “I…I must have lost track of time.” 

Garruk frowned. “What occupied your mind for so long, Ake?” 

Ake gave a wistful smile. “My youth,” he said. “The forest… I understand what you meant now, how there 
was something not right about it before. Something just seems so…peaceful now. It reminded me of how 
I felt after my dad and I played chase.” He laughed. “He used to threaten to eat me if he caught me.” He 
cocked his head. “You remind me a little of him,” he said. “Much taller than me, very hairy, big and 
strong…” 

“But I would never eat you!” Garruk said, aghast, letting go of Ake. 

“I know that!” Ake laughed, patting the giant’s side. “And he never really would, either. He’d always catch 
me eventually, and then he’d always hug me close. I felt so very safe when he held me like that.” 

Garruk seemed a bit perplexed by the concept, and Ake shook his head and chuckled as his giant 
boyfriend stood, pondering. An idea suddenly came to Ake, and he grinned mischievously. “You know, if 
you could catch me, you could have your way with me,” he said. 

Garruk blinked and then raised an eyebrow. “Is that so?” he asked. 

“If you could catch me,” Ake said again, taking a step away. “But I dunno, a big lunk like you? I don’t know 
if you’re up for it,” he teased. 

“Ake,” Garruk said in a mock-warning tone. “Are you being a brat?” 

Ake stuck his tongue out. “I dunno…maybe.” He grinned. 

Garruk lunged for him, but Ake easily dodged and took off, sprinting through the forest. 

“Catch me if you can!” he called over his shoulder, laughing as he crashed through the underbrush, 
startling little forest creatures and crunching on leaves. 

“Ake! Ake!” Garruk protested, chasing after him but quickly getting winded and coming to a stop. “Ake, 
where’d you go?” 

Ake grinned and peeked from around a large tree trunk, keeping an eye on Garruk as he stealthily snuck 
around behind him. 

“Ake?” Garruk called. 

“Boo!” Ake shouted, leaping from cover. 

Garruk jumped visibly.  
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“Here I am!” Ake laughed. “Aww, can’t keep up?” he mock-pouted. 

“When I catch you,” Garruk growled, “I am gonna eat you!” 

He lunged forward again, and Ake once again dodged easily and took off at a sprint. But as he looked 
over his shoulder, he suddenly pitched forward, realizing his legs were no longer running. 

“Augh!” he cried as he threw his hands out to catch himself. 

Something flew up from the ground and grabbed his arms, quickly immobilizing him and flipping him over 
on his back.  

“Ack!” he cried, fighting against the restraints. “Garruk! Help!” 

“You’ve been very naughty,” Garruk said, advancing on him. “It’s time you learned some manners, young 
man!” 

Ake suddenly realized that Garruk had summoned some vines to help out. 

“Wait a minute!” he protested. “You cheated!” 

“You didn’t say I personally had to catch you,” Garruk replied, grinning. 

Ake grinned sheepishly. It was true, he didn’t say that… Still, a mischievous grin came over his face. 

“Psh, you’re such a big softie! What kind of lesson are you gonna teach me?” he teased. “I saw you heal 
that elk. You were all sweet and gentle with him—you even made me tread lightly so as not to scare him! 
You don’t scare me, either, you big teddy bear!” He stuck his tongue out again. 

“All right, that’s it! You’ve earned yourself a spanking, you bratty boy!” Garruk said. 

Ake’s eyes widened in surprise as the vines flipped him over and bent him over the giant man’s lap. 

“Whoa, hey!” Ake protested, struggling. 

“You’ve been so very mouthy, Ake!” Garruk said.  

His voice was stern, but the twinkle in his eye belied his amusement as he deftly pulled Ake’s pants down 
and exposed his lily-white ass. 

“Ungh! Garruk!” Ake groaned, continuing to struggle against the vines that gave him just enough freedom 
to kick but not enough to get away. 

“And there’s one!” Garruk said, bringing his coarse, calloused hand down on Ake’s butt. 

“Ack!” Ake cried, his eyes bulging in surprise. 

“Two! Count with me, Ake!” Garruk said sternly. 

The roughness of Garruk’s hand was just as bad as the impact. Though Ake was no stranger to 
pain, this type of pain and helplessness was bewilderingly humiliating. 

“Three!” Ake whimpered, tears appearing into his eyes. 

“That’s right, Ake. Four!” Garruk said. 

Ake braced himself for another blow, but Garruk had stopped. Ake looked up at him questioningly. 

“Now, what was it you called me? A lunk?” Garruk asked, his eyes piercing from beneath his heavy 
brows. “Well, you’ll have to help this big, old lunk out: what comes after four?” 

Ake gulped. “Garruk, I—I was just kidding!” he pleaded. 

“Ake,” Garruk warned. “What comes after four?” 

“Um, five?” Ake said weakly. 

He winced as Garruk’s hand came down on his ass again. 

“That’s right, Ake,” Garruk said, rubbing his coarse callouses over Ake’s sensitive skin. 
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Ake shivered. Though his ass was hot and sensitive, something about Garruk’s touch was teasingly 
sensual. 

“Now, young man,” Garruk said as the vines turned him loose, “You get down and apologize for your 
bratty behavior!” 

Ake swallowed and hesitantly got off of Garruk’s lap. The faintest breeze through the forest felt like a gale 
blowing over his tender flesh, and Ake shivered in spite of himself. 

Come on, you took down a dragon less than six hours ago! he chided himself. 

Still, as he looked up at the hulking man in front of him, his powerful arms draped in furs and balled into 
fists on his hips, Ake couldn’t help but feel a little knot in the pit of his stomach. He stepped forward, and 
Garruk reached forward to grab him behind the head and pull him right up against his body. 

Ake’s nostrils instantly picked up a whiff of Garruk’s musk. Even with his loins still covered, the giant’s 
scent still teased him. He felt his heart pound in his chest and his now-naked cock twitch in excitement. 

“Apologize, young man,” Garruk rumbled, but the sternness in his voice was gone, replaced by husky 
anticipation. 

Ake glanced up and saw Garruk’s eyes peering down at him intently. He swallowed and unfastened 
Garruk’s immense belt—the buckle was as big as Ake’s head—and the giant’s pants fell down around his 
ankles.  

If Ake caught a whiff of musk before, it was a dense fog now. His cock raged as his boyfriend’s huge, 
thick, uncut dick appeared, covered in thick, wiry fur. Ake’s mouth watered instantly. His hands moved in 
a trance toward the throbbing member, and Garruk gasped and stiffened as they both reverently wrapped 
around it. 

“That’s...not...apologizing,” Garruk murmured as his hips bucked instinctively. 

Ake’s eyes lit up, and he cracked a mischievous grin. 

“Aww, the poor teddy’s under my control now,” he teased, reaching his tongue out to flick the tip of 
Garruk’s cock. 

A giant hand grabbed his shoulder. 

“I’ll show you ‘teddy,’” Garruk growled. 

In a deft move, he cast off his clothes, revealing his densely hairy chest. His abs were so defined that 
they rippled even under the forest of hair that grew from them. 

Ake’s mouth opened, and he let out a whimper. 

“Who’s under whose control now?” Garruk asked wickedly. 

He glanced around and sprawled out on a soft bed of detritus. Ake quickly followed, transfixed by 
everything about him: his burly physique, his hair, his smell, everything. 

“Now you apologize like a good boy,” Garruk said, a teasing sternness returning to his voice. 

“I–I’m sorry,” Ake said, lying next to his boyfriend and immediately reaching forward to bury his hands in 
the thick, lightly sweat-bedewed carpet of hair. 

Garruk sighed and shuddered in pleasure as Ake’s hands made their way over his abs. Though reverent 
and without a hint of deliberate teasing, their movement still excited him. 

For Ake’s part, he was lost in bliss as he caressed his boyfriend’s abs, tactilely examining every ridge and 
valley with the same diligence and reverence a raccoon would use. Here was the rising ridge of the 
lowest ab. Just below that was the firm but tender skin that led to his boyfriend’s groin. Just above it, the 
mound of muscles rose and fell smoothly into the next ridge. Moving inward, the skin sloped sharply to 
divide Garruk’s body in half side-to-side before rising again sharply on his other half. 
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Above his abs, the skin and fur rose more gently, slowly moving up towards his head before abruptly 
running into the edge of his pecs, which rose like boreal-forest-covered mountains, terminating in leathery 
nipples that made the giant quiver in excitement when Ake brought his lips to them. But for now it was 
only Ake’s fingers, and they trailed reverently over his boyfriend’s body, taking in every exquisite detail. 

“How about you put those hands to good work, boy?” Garruk growled. 

Ake cocked his head, but Garruk’s intent soon became clear as he rolled over onto his stomach, pressing 
that thick mat of fur into the thick mat of forest floor below him. Ake whimpered at the loss, but he almost 
immediately forgot about it as Garruk’s powerful back presented itself to him. The hair was sparser here, 
but the giant man’s lats and traps called to Ake nevertheless, demanding that he worship and pay tribute 
to them. 

Without a moment’s hesitation, Ake climbed over Garruk, straddling him and shivering in pleasure as his 
cock flopped down amongst the hair that covered his boyfriend’s lower back. Leaning forward, he 
reached his own calloused hands out to touch the powerful mountain of flesh beneath him, to feel its 
strength as he began to knead and massage it. 

Garruk sighed contentedly as Ake began to rub the base of his neck and the tops of his shoulders. 
Encouraged, Ake squeezed harder; Garruk’s muscles felt like barely-padded stone in his hands. Long 
years of wielding that axe had certainly given him plenty of strength to spare—and a lot of knots to go 
with it. Ake gasped as his hands converged toward the muscular giant’s spine, but three inches before his 
hands met, he felt parallel rows of hard ridges. Ake thought for a moment that his boyfriend had three 
spines, but then he realized that the ridges were years-old muscular knots! 

“Oh, Garruk,” he murmured, “I’ve been neglecting you!” 

“Hmm?” Garruk asked dreamily. 

Ake chuckled and went to work on the twin ropes of taut muscle, circling and mashing the first knots he 
found and using plenty of effleurage to drive the built-up lactic acid from the nodules. Yet despite his 
efforts, the knots remained stubbornly intact. Ake grunted and drove his thumbs into the knots, glancing 
down to see if it was painful to Garruk for him to do so, but the giant seemed blissfully unaware. When the 
knots persisted, Ake next used his elbows and drove as much of his weight onto them that he could, 
grunting and sweating with exertion. Yet all the while, Garruk’s face remained tranquil. He’s got the hide 
of an ox! Ake mused, chuckling. 

Abruptly, Ake felt the knots release, and he noticeably sank as the hard knots relaxed and spread. 
Hoo, Ake panted, one down! 

He continued to work on Garruk’s muscles for some time until he was too worn out to drive out another 
knot. Garruk hadn’t made a sound in quite some time, and Ake looked at him with a hint of worry as he 
climbed off his back. 

“Mmm,” Garruk murmured. “That was nice, Ake.” 

“So, you are alive!” Ake chuckled. “I was beginning to worry!” 

“Mmm, no need to worry,” Garruk said, sighing sleepily. 

He rolled over on his side and beckoned for Ake to join him. Ake didn’t have to be asked twice, and he 
quickly cuddled up next to his boyfriend and sighed in pleasure as Garruk’s strong arms wrapped around 
him protectively. 

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

Ake awoke with a start and sat up. It was dark outside, but he could see stars twinkling through the 
canopy, and moonlight snuck through the leaves in little shimmering spears of light. A light mist had 
moved into the forest, giving everything a surreal look. Ake wasn’t sure whether he was really awake or if 
he was still dreaming. The view looked like something out of a fairy tale. 

He heard a grunt behind him and looked to see Garruk blink and frown. 

“Ake?” the giant asked. “Are you all right?” 
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Ake smiled and sighed contentedly. “I am,” he replied. “The view is just…” 

“Beautiful, isn’t it?” Garruk asked knowingly. 

“Yeah.” 

Ake smiled as he felt Garruk pull him back down to snuggle with him. For a few moments, neither of them 
said anything; they just took in everything their senses had to offer: the view, the cool, peaceful night air, 
the smell of the forest all around them, the soft chirr of nocturnal insects. 

“Garruk?” Ake asked at length. 

“Hmm?” 

“I really like being with you.” 

Garruk smiled. “I really like being with you, too,” he said. 

“I don’t want this to ever end,” Ake continued. “Do you think we could—after we defeat Liliana, of 
course—but do you think that we could settle down together? You know, just be like this all the time?” 

Garruk was silent for a long time. 

“Oh,” Ake said at last. “I see…” 

“Ake,” Garruk said hurriedly, shaking his head. “I–I’m sorry. Yes! I… I’ve spent all this time thinking about 
avenging Heimdall, about killing Liliana once and for all. I’ve been…blinded by it. I’d never stopped to 
think about what would happen afterwards.” 

“I think about it all the time,” Ake admitted quietly. “It’s all right if—” 

“No! Ake, please… Don’t think my silence means I don’t want to be together! It’s just a question I’d never 
even thought to ask myself. When you asked, I—I didn’t know what to say. I left my home world to get 
away from people. I thought that by now I must surely be an outcast, and yet here you are, seeing 
through all of my defenses. Nobody has ever seen me that way, Ake.” 

He sighed thoughtfully. “This last year has been…well, it’s been trying because of Liliana,” he said, 
glancing at Ake, who sighed in disappointment. 

Garruk leaned over Ake to see his face. 

“But if it weren’t for you, I never would have made it this far,” he said. “Your encouragement, your 
company…it means the world to me, and I never want to be without it.” 

Ake smiled, slowly at first, and then it spread into a wide grin. He flipped himself over and embraced 
Garruk tightly. 

“That’s exactly how I feel!” he said, his eyes squeezed shut against the tears of happiness that flowed 
from them. “I have never felt this way about anyone,” he said, “And I don’t want it to end.” 

“I don’t, either,” Garruk said, smiling. 

Ake smiled as Garruk pulled him in close. As his head rested against Garruk’s chest, he could hear the 
giant’s heart slowly beating. He loved that sound, and he nuzzled up into Garruk’s chest-fur, smiling 
beatifically and inhaling the giant’s masculine scent. As if by instinct, his lips moved forward to kiss the 
giant’s chest.  

Garruk stiffened and looked down. “Come to apologize again?” he teased. 

“I’ve been a naughty boy,” Ake replied as his tongue flicked out to tease Garruk’s nipple. 

“Ohh,” Garruk gasped. “Yes…a very…naughty…boy.” 

Garruk rolled over onto his back, and Ake lay stomach-to-stomach with him, feeling the giant’s rippling 
muscles with his tongue this time and gently caressing each ripple, ridge, and valley. Garruk’s heart beat 
faster and harder as Ake slowly worked his way down the giant’s body, teasing each of his abs and the 
crevices between them. Drawn by his boyfriend’s musk, which grew sharper and more potent the lower 
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he went, Ake’s tongue slowly felt its way down until it caressed something hard, throbbing, and devoid of 
hair. 

The giant sucked in a breath through clenched teeth, and Ake grinned as he slowly slid his mouth around 
Garruk’s cock, feeling his boyfriend’s silky-smooth glans where it met his foreskin. With Garruk 
whimpering in delight, Ake tongued his boyfriend’s foreskin and slowly slid it down, exposing the rest of 
his sensitive head. He began to tease Garruk’s cock, licking, slurping, sucking, and tonguing his shaft and 
head, making the giant man growl gutturally with bestial desire. Ake could see Garruk’s fingers ball into 
fists and his toes curl, could feel the massive man lift up off the ground in anticipation. Garruk’s balls 
tensed. 

Ake stopped. 

Garruk gave him a look of bewildered, pent-up lust and actually whimpered. 

“Now, don’t get off right away,” Ake teased. “I want to make this last!” 

Garruk panted and murmured something Ake didn’t understand. 

“What was that?” Ake asked. 

“I don’t think my getting off too fast will be a problem,” Garruk said pointedly. “Keep going.” 

Ake pouted. “But I wanted to enjoy you cumming!” 

“And you will,” Garruk said, rustling the hair on his boyfriend’s head with his weathered palm. “Now, finish 
what you started like a good boy.” 

Ake gave Garruk a dirty look but did as told, his mouth watering as he eagerly took the giant’s cock into 
his mouth again, relaxed his throat, and pushed down until the giant’s balls brushed his lips. 

“Gah!” Garruk cried as his abs tensed. 

Ake was about to pull off and protest when he felt Garruk’s cock swell and begin to gush cum down his 
throat. His eyes bulged at the volume; he was used to Garruk cumming a lot, but this was far more than 
he had ever done before! He quickly pulled Garruk’s cock out of his throat so he could savor his 
boyfriend’s love-juices, thick and creamy with a sweet yet savory flavor all at once. 

Garruk’s body writhed as his balls visibly squeezed against his body and relaxed over and over again, 
making Ake’s cheeks puff out from the massive volume of each pump. The smaller man swallowed as 
quickly as he could, but he was fast beginning to feel full from the thick, white load. 

All of a sudden, Garruk stopped and lay panting. Ake swallowed the last of the spurts and cautiously let 
go of his boyfriend’s cock. 

“Wow,” he gasped, resting his head again on Garruk’s chest. “That was—” 

“I’m ready to go again,” Garruk announced. 

Ake blinked and lifted his head. “Wha—?” 

“Time to get busy again, Ake,” Garruk said, smiling, his voice husky but firm. “You’re a growing boy, and 
growing boys need their milk.” 

Ake blinked and looked down under himself to see Garruk’s cock stabbing the air straight for him, 
throbbing once more. 

“You…how…?” he asked. 

Garruk grinned. “Get busy, boy,” he said. 

“But I’m full,” Ake said. “That was way more than you’ve ever made! How did you do it?” 

Garruk shook his head and gestured towards his crotch. “Less talking and more nursing,” he said. 

“But—” Ake protested. 

Garruk raised his eyebrows expectantly and then shrugged and stood. 
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“Hey, wait!” Ake said. “Where are you going?” 

“If you’re not going to be a good boy and drink your milk, then I thought I’d go for a walk,” Garruk said 
over his shoulder. 

“But, wait! I—I do want to drink my milk! Don’t go!” Ake whined. 

Garruk stopped and turned slowly. “Are you gonna behave?” he asked. 

Ake did his best to give Garruk a doe-eyed look and lowered his head. 

The giant took a step towards him. “Do you want this milk?” he asked. 

Ake nodded. 

“Say it. Tell me how much you want this cum.” 

Though he was full, Ake’s mouth watered in spite of him, and he swallowed in anticipation. 

“Really bad,” he murmured. 

“Since you turned it away the first time,” Garruk said, stepping up to him and putting his hand on the back 
of Ake’s head, “You’re gonna have to beg for it.” 

Ake gasped and looked in surprise at his boyfriend. He couldn’t believe how dominant the giant was 
behaving. He felt his prick hardening at the thought. 

“Oh,” he whimpered. “Please, Garruk! Please let me drink the milk you’ve made for me!” 

“Better, boy,” Garruk said, stroking his head, “But you’re gonna have to do better still.” 

Ake reached up to grasp Garruk’s cock and gasped as Garruk swatted his hand. 

“Beg, boy.” 

Ake’s face burned in humiliation, yet his cock still stayed at full mast. He got down on his knees and 
wrapped his arms around Garruk’s tree-like trunk. 

“Please, Sir!” he begged, stroking Garruk’s leg plaintively, “Please, your boy needs his nourishment! 
Please, please let your boy have his milk so he can grow up big and strong!” 

“All right, boy, all right,” Garruk said, barely stifling a laugh and doing his best to keep his tone stern. 
“Rise.” 

Ake did as told, looking eagerly from Garruk’s cock to his face and back. 

“Now, slow and easy, boy,” Garruk said, putting his hand behind Ake’s head once more and pulling him in 
close. “Let me know how badly you want it.” 

His jaw quivering with anticipation, Ake did his best not to rush right up to Garruk’s dripping prick. Instead, 
he steadied his breath and slowly brought his nose under his boyfriend’s large, heavy balls, savoring the 
smell and shuddering in ecstasy. His nose slowly nuzzled upwards, stroking the underside of Garruk’s 
shaft, which bobbed and gently slapped his face with each twitch. Ake exhaled, his hot breath making 
Garruk’s cock shudder and his balls contract in anticipation, and then at long last, Ake’s lips parted and 
welcomed Garruk inside. 

With reverent strokes and laps of the tongue, Ake again brought Garruk closer and closer to orgasm, 
stretching his throat to let Garruk feel the tightness as he swallowed around his member. Garruk’s grip 
abruptly tightened and skewered Ake lips-to-balls on the giant’s cock. 

“Beg me,” Garruk said huskily. “Beg me to feed you.” 

Ake’s cock raged and throbbed almost painfully with lust as Garruk let him go. 

“Please,” he whispered. “Please!”  

Tears of desire appeared in his eyes. In that moment, he wanted nothing more than to swallow his 
boyfriend’s load. 
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“Nurse me, Ake,” Garruk said softly. 

Ake quickly began nursing and suckling Garruk’s tip, and after only a couple of laps, Garruk cried out and 
began erupting once more. Ake took as long of a pull as he could on the spurting hose in his mouth, 
feeling as squirt after squirt bathed his cheeks and tonsils before being swallowed greedily down. Still 
more spurts followed those, inflating Ake’s cheeks just as they had done the last time. Ake’s eyes bulged 
as he quickly tried to catch up, swallowing hard and fast and nearly gagging himself in his fervor to keep 
up. 

But his already full stomach began to object, and try as he could, he began to fall behind. It began with 
just a little spurt that escaped his lips—a dribble really—but after that, there was no holding back. The 
pressure shoved Ake’s head backward, and the next spurt covered his entire face, beard, and hair in 
white jism. The next one covered his chest, and the one after that, too, until the thick, viscous fluid began 
to flow down his body and plop onto his throbbing cock. 

Ake just grinned, opened his mouth to let as much of the cum in as would go, closed his eyes, and 
pressed himself up against his boyfriend’s still-spewing hose, basking in the feel of each hot, high-
pressured spurt. 

Garruk must have gone two or three full minutes without stopping. By the time he was finished, Ake’s 
entire front was covered head-to-toe in his boyfriend’s man-milk. 

Both leaned forward slightly, panting and resting, neither one of them able to believe how long or 
voluminously Garruk had continued. 

“That…” Ake began at last, “That was…” 

“Turn around,” Garruk said. 

Ake blinked. “You can’t be serious…” he said, shaking his head. “Again?!” 

Garruk nodded, and Ake cocked his head, a sly smile coming over his face. “You know,” he said, “You’ve 
gotten off twice now, and I haven’t even gotten off once.” He pouted. “I think it’s my turn!” 

Garruk grinned mischievously and made a twirling motion with his finger. Ake opened his mouth to 
protest, but before he could say a word, he suddenly felt his legs grabbed and yanked out from under 
him. He yelped as his arms were likewise grabbed and supported to bring him relatively horizontal.  

He gasped. His body was spread-eagled and restrained at the ankles, wrists, elbows, knees, and around 
his waist, while something acted as a head-rest under him. 

“Do you want to get off, boy?” Garruk asked. 

Ake couldn’t believe his ears. Garruk sounded almost mocking! 

“Don’t take that tone of voice!” Ake whined. “That’s my job!” 

“Oh, do you think you get to be the brat and torment me?” Garruk asked, his tone not changing a bit. “I 
can see that spanking you didn’t make you behave one bit! Looks like I’ll have to try something else.” 

Ake struggled against the vines, his heart racing with anticipation as the giant man advanced towards 
him. To his amazement, he felt the vines lift him up higher and higher into the air and tilt him upright until 
his cock was even with Garruk’s mouth. 

“Now it’s my turn to tease you, Ake!” Garruk chortled, deliberately breathing on Ake’s cock, which still 
throbbed with a raging hard-on. 

Ake suddenly stopped struggling and held very still as Garruk’s warm, moist mouth closed around his 
member. His head swam, and he thought he would cum right that instant, but something stayed him, 
preventing him from doing so. He moaned and strained against his restraints, feeling that sensation of 
lust building and building, growing more and more unbearable. Still Garruk nursed him, his whiskers 
tickling Ake’s balls as his tongue wrapped around his cock and swirled and lapped. 

Ake whimpered and cried out in frustration, but something suddenly made him gasp: the feel of 
something caressing his nipple. He looked down to see one of the vines slowly stroking and circling his 
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sensitive skin as another one unfurled itself and began to do the same to his other nipple. Ake thought he 
would pass out from all the stimulation, but he remained frustratingly conscious and desperate. Another 
sensation caught his attention. He couldn’t see it, but he could feel something caressing his anus, moving 
between the crack of his ass ever-so-gently, just enough to tantalize him. 

“Oh, please, Sir,” Ake moaned, “I’m so horny! Please let me cum!” 

Garruk paused but let the vines continue as he deliberately went around Ake’s immobilized body to 
whisper in his ear, “Now that’s begging. But the only way you’re getting off,” he growled, “Is when I milk 
the cum out of you with this.” 

He gestured to his penis. 

“Please fuck me, Sir!” Ake blurted. “Please, milk it out of me. Please!” 

“There’s a good boy,” Garruk said, smiling and speaking slowly as the vines continued to tease and 
torment Ake. “Such good manners, too! Since you asked nicely…” 

Ake felt himself flipped over and lowered quickly downwards. He instinctively reached to put his arms out 
to catch himself, and the vines let him as they quickly lowered him to the ground on all fours. 

“Beg me, boy!” Garruk barked. 

“Please, Sir, please!” Ake bleated, spreading his legs lewdly as a light breeze of the night air tantalized 
his puckered anus. 

Garruk reached under Ake and grabbed a handful of his own cum, rubbed it into Ake’s butt-crack, and 
then slid his penis back and forth between the muscled mounds. 

“Do you want this penis inside of you?” he teased. 

Ake whimpered and desperately tried to move his ass to line Garruk’s cock up with his desperately 
quivering hole, but Garruk’s cock expertly avoided capture. 

“Come on, boy,” Garruk said, savoring the feeling of Ake’s heat and his own slipperiness. “All you gotta 
do is ask real nicely.” 

“Pleeease, Sir,” Ake whimpered, moving his ass as invitingly as he knew how. “Please,” he whispered 
desperately. 

“Good boy,” Garruk replied. 

He slid inside with a smooth motion. Ake shuddered and moaned loudly, and his prick drooled 
uncontrollably as the thick, veiny cock slid into him and pressed against his prostate. The feeling was 
overwhelming enough as it was, but just then, Garruk reached under him and began to stroke him, using 
a mixture of Garruk’s cum and Ake’s precum as lube. The giant’s musk—stronger in intensity as his 
arousal peaked—flooded Ake’s nostrils, and he quickly felt his balls contract. 

“Oh, Garruk, I—I’m gonna—augh!” 

Ake cried out as his balls began to empty themselves. His eyes rolled back in his head as he felt the first 
surge flood through him and stream onto the ground. But to his shock, his spurt didn’t end; it just kept 
streaming! Even before the flow of cum slowed, he felt his balls contract again, and his cock opened up 
and began spraying cum just as forcefully as Garruk’s! Spurt after spurt fired out of him, the spurts 
overlapping each other and making him scream in overstimulated bliss as more cum came out of him 
than had ever come out of him in his life to that moment. 

He didn’t know how long he had cum, but his head hung low, and he was covered in sweat when it finally 
subsided. Garruk started to pull out, and Ake yelped. 

“No…” he murmured. “Be still…very, very still!” 

He panted, catching his breath as Garruk did as he asked and remained as still as a statue. 

All at once, Ake felt incredibly horny again! The light-headedness and feeling like he was going to pass 
out disappeared instantly, leaving only a desperate urge to get off once more.  
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“Oh!” he cried. “Please, Sir, fuck me again!” 

Garruk smirked behind him and began to thrust in and out once more. Ake’s lust grew and grew, and his 
body undulated in time to Garruk’s thrusting, pushing back to drive Garruk deeper and deeper into him. 
Yet his lust only burned hotter. Rather than making him feel like he was close to release, his need for it 
only grew with each stroke. 

“Harder, Garruk!” Ake cried. “Please! Harder! Harder!” 

Garruk blinked in surprise, shocked at his boyfriend’s intensity, but he wasn’t going to argue. He pounded 
harder, his balls slapping hard against Ake’s with each thrust as their knees dug into the ground. Ake 
slammed back harder, too, meeting the ferocity of Garruk’s thrusts with his own. 

Something awakened in Garruk, a long-hidden bestial fury unleashed by their primal copulation. His eyes 
constricted, and fire burned in his veins. With a savage roar, he leaned over and bit hard into Ake’s 
shoulder. Ake cried out, but at the same time, his cock throbbed even harder. 

“Oh, yes, Garruk! Yes!” he gasped. “Harder!” 

Each breath Garruk took was followed by a primal, screaming grunt as his legs banged his cock harder 
into Ake’s ass, moving faster than the horniest cur on a bitch in heat. Ake bent forward and collapsed on 
the ground to give Garruk the firmest support he could as the giant pounded harder and harder. The soil 
beneath them began to shift: Garruk’s thrusts were driving them into the forest floor! 

Then Ake suddenly felt it: that twinge that told him his orgasm was finally approaching. 

“Yes, Garruk,” he moaned. “Yes! Please, don’t stop!” 

Fueled by lust and bestial energy, Garruk plunged onward with inhuman speed and power. The ground 
shook, and the sleeping birds startled from their sleep and took off. 

“Oh! Ohh!” Ake cried. “Yes, Garruk! Augh!” 

He felt his cock spurt with such violence that it drove his cum deep into the ground. At that very moment, 
Garruk let out a deafening roar, and Ake felt his intestines suddenly expand greatly. The feeling only 
stoked his orgasm to new heights. As he pushed back against Garruk, driving him balls-deep into his 
quivering, spasming ass, his cock found a new direction to spurt and shot out between his pecs, 
streaming across the forest floor and penetrating the detritus some fifty feet away. Garruk’s spurts 
interleaved themselves with his, stretching his ass with each spurt and increasing the pressure inside him 
and against his prostate, which in turn made Ake’s next spurt harder and more voluminous than the last 
one. 

This went on for some minutes—some glorious, impossible, mind-clouding minutes—before Ake and 
Garruk both collapsed on the ground, Garruk’s cock still buried inside of Ake. Both their eyes felt heavy 
from so much orgasming. Neither could speak, but both vocalized incoherently, babbling because it felt 
better to do so than not. 

Babbling eventually became exhausted panting, and then the two lay still. Their erections subsided at 
long last, and Garruk popped out of Ake, unleashing a huge stream of thick cum between their legs. Both 
shivered in pleasure, but both were too tired to do anything else. 

“What…what happened?” Ake murmured drowsily. “That’s…never happened before.” 

Garruk was silent for some time before finally saying, “I might have had something to do with that.” 

Ake panted a few times. “Huh?” he asked. 

“I…might have used my Druidic powers to help us out a bit,” Garruk confessed. “No refractory period, 
delayed orgasm, and a lot of cum.” 

Ake was silent as he slowly processed what he’d heard. Then he began to chuckle. “I should have 
known,” he said. 

“How could you have?” Garruk asked. 
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“I just should have,” Ake replied. “Why wouldn’t you have that kind of power, the power of virility?” 

Garruk thought about it a while and then shrugged. “I don’t know,” he said. “I hope I have not angered 
Nature by abusing my powers. Still, after what we did for the forest today, I don’t think she will hold it 
against me.” 

Ake chuckled. “Well, then, you can hold it against me!” he said. 

Garruk chuckled and rolled over on his side, and Ake returned to spooning with him, making sure to 
position Garruk’s now-flaccid member against his buttocks. After their messy adventure, the two dozed off 
easily just as dawn broke through the canopy. 


