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The two warriors flashed from tree to tree, tearing through the forest as fast as they could. They were in forest that marked the beginning of the twenty mile Border, the neutral zone between the chaotic fiefs of UnMod and the Kingdom of Jendisc, desperately fleeing from raiding parties following them from Canara. They strayed from the main roads, choosing instead to favor weaving between the towering oak and maple trees. It was rough going; trampling through the undergrowth and foliage was a taxing endeavour, and one not easily undertaken. They preferred the exertion to being run down by horsemen, however, so they loped on without much complaint. 

“Nobody told us there’d be that many of them.” The first gasped. He kept his swallow strapped to his back as they ran. Clad in a black night-ops cloak over his light armor, the man’s long strides kept pace with his companion’s shorter, more forceful steps. 

“Can’t expect perfect intelligence every time, can you?” The other remarked between breaths. He carried his halberd braced against a shoulder as he ran. 

“No, but I think I’ll call ‘bullshit’ next time they ask us to sortie across the border without any help.” He growled. “Granted, I grew up there, but I’m starting to wonder if I should be putting up with the nonsense the Crown asks me to do. Holy shit, I’m staying away from Canara for a while.” 

“C’mon Mitaro, it’s not all bad.” The other replied. “The pay ain’t bad. Especially for these black ops missions. We both know most of them are based on the Crown’s paranoia. This is by far the worst one yet.” 

“You say that now but-” He paused mid-sentence and slowed to a trot. “We’ve got company.” 

“Indeed we do.” Loki agreed. There appeared to be four armed soldiers before them. They had to have been lying in wait, because there was no possible way for their pursuers to have outpaced the Wolf Knight and his comrade, Mitaro. 

“They were waiting for us. It’s a trap.” Loki said mildly. He was making a visible effort to hide his fatigue. “Two to one odds, to boot. We’ve seen worse, but it’s hardly a cakewalk.” 

“Meaning we’ll have company at our backs in a moment.” Mitaro growled, brandishing his swallow, a double-bladed mastercraft weapon of rarely seen quality. “Get to work.” 

Steel flashed and men died. 

“Oi.” Mitaro said, shouldering his crimson stained swallow. His armor was dented at the shoulder joint. He tried moving his arm up and down, and the joint caught on the second repetition. He frowned. 

“What?” Loki glanced at him tersely. He’d been grazed on the forearm just below the cuff of his gauntlet and twice on his left thigh. They weren’t much to look at, but Loki knew such benign looking wounds could be deceptively dangerous, especially under their current circumstances. 

“You getting rusty there, furball?” 

“Quit dicking around. Let’s get going.” He growled. 

“Hold!” A commanding voice reverberated through the trees. 

“Too late.” Mitaro said offhand as a heavily armored figure emerged from the foliage, followed by his lieutenant, a blademaster. 

“Gollgagh. Didn’t know you’d do us the honor of coming after us personally.” Mitaro said cheerfully. “Aren’t you overextending your authority as a captain of the Defense Forces?” 

“I’d shake hands with the Devil himself if it meant I could send more Jendisc scum to hell. That includes you, traitor. 

“You two caused quite a stir back in Canara. I’ll have your head hanging from the Shining Gates as a message to that upstart King of yours.” Gollgagh sneered. Loki snarled and gripped his halberd tighter. Mitaro flinched at his comrade’s fierce reaction. No matter how long they’d worked together, Loki’s feral habits still managed to make him twitch. 

“I guess there’s no point in trying to deny involvement.” His voice rumbled with an interlaced throaty growl. “Why don’t we skip the idle banter and get to the part where you die?” 

“By all means, hasten your own demise.” Gollgagh unsheathed his sword, a massive curved zweihander. His blademaster lieutenant followed suit, drawing a slender, single edged weapon more refined than his superior’s. 

Loki met the blademaster’s slash with the haft of his halberd. He lashed out with a back kick to give himself some room to maneuver his large polearm. He didn’t like the matchup, as the blademaster’s lithe blade was much faster than his own weapon. Loki whirled his weapon around and lunged forward with a one-handed thrust, hoping to utilize his momentum to overpower his opponent. The blademaster would have none of it; he slipped to the side of the halberd’s head as it passed by and lashed out with his own weapon, catching the Wolf Knight in the cheek. The lithe weapon drew a deep line under his right eye, barely missing taking the eye with it. 
“Shit!” Loki cursed as his momentum carried him closer still to his opponent, who was already preparing to cut him clear in two. An image of fur and fangs flashed behind his eyes, and he instinctively twisted around and bent over backwards. He heard and felt the blade pass through the leather of his hauberk and the skin of his torso. Enough to hurt, but not enough to be lethal, Loki grimaced. Not yet. He brought his polearm around in an arc, hoping to earn some breathing room by forcing his opponent back. 
When his opponent obliged, that was when Loki knew he was being toyed with. 

Mitaro danced around Gollgagh’s giant blade, his swallow weaving in and out for gracefully shots at the armored man, who was deceptively fast enough to avoid most of the strikes. His flowing style made his matchup more than desirable; wielding a swallow meant that each movement had lead into the next efficiently. The double-bladed weapon was not meant to be used one strike at a time. It simply took too much effort to start and stop moving with the awkward weapon. Thus, when paired against a relatively sluggish zweihander, Mitaro had little difficulty evading the weapon’s massive strength. The drawback was that that was what he spent the majority of the time doing: evading. He turned the zweihander’s strikes aside more often than he forced Gollgagh to parry his own attacks. He was holding his own; but on a matter comprised nearly entirely of defensive action. 

Loki knew his adversary had the advantage. He couldn’t spare a glance at his comrade, but he had a feeling Mitaro wasn’t faring any better. That was to be expected, honestly. They could hardly have expected to have escaped an ambush, run for God-knows how many miles through underbrush and foliage, fight off a second ambush, and still been able to fight evenly against such skilled opponents. 

Loki decided he didn’t really have a choice. Mitaro made jokes about “unleashing the beast” and called him a furball, but that didn’t change the fact that there was a reason why Loki had earned the title of Wolf Knight. He planted his halberd point first in the ground, much to his adversary’s confusion. Loki supposed the look was deserved; abandoning one’s weapon in the middle of a brawl could certainly be considered suicidal by most warriors. Few people had lived to tell that Loki was an exception to the rule. 

The blademaster lieutenant gave a mental shrug and lunged in, assuming that Loki’s disarmament meant surrender. A dangerous misinterpretation, Loki’s fingers found the Skyfang crest on his gauntlets and pressed in. A blade shot out from under the steel backing of each gauntlet and met the blademaster’s edge just before it tried to carve out Loki’s throat. He threw his arms out to push the blade away, and lashed out with a crescent kick to the man’s head. The blademaster reeled slightly, but managed to keep his blade at ready to fend off a follow-up. Instead, Loki dashed to the side and sprinted to the nearest tree. He leapt at the trunk at full speed, impacting with his boots against the tree and his body parallel to the ground, using his wolf-trained haunches to launch himself away. His feet met the ground and with expert precision, continuing his wild sprint back to his opponent. The blademaster had realized that his enemy had disappeared from sight and had whirled around in time to only to catch a glimpse of Loki as he flashed past his legs. 

Loki hit the ground and tumbled head over heels multiple times before his boots found purchase on the slick, grassy surface. The blademaster made to chase after him, but the back of his thigh erupted with blood. With a roar of agony, he collapsed on the ground, writhing in distress and trying futilely to ebb the flow from his slashed thigh. Loki withdrew the bloody blades into his gauntlets. Once an opponent had their hamstrings cut, they no longer posed an immediate threat. It was a risky endeavor, abandoning his halberd like that, but Loki knew his demise was certain otherwise. 

Leaving the wounded blademaster, Loki retrieved his halberd and turned to face Mitaro and Gollgagh. He had no desire to waste any further effort on a neutralized opponent. He watched the exchange of steel for all of ten seconds before deciding not to intervene. 

He limped over to an ancient oak and leaned against the gnarled trunk. Mitaro continued his graceful swaying around the larger man. They appeared to be evenly matched, with neither gaining nor losing ground. Loki knew he’d have dodge Mitaro just as much as he’d evade Gollgagh, so he just stayed put, staring and waiting. 

But then Mitaro hesitated for a brief moment, his left arm caught at the shoulder joint in his armor, immobilizing his limb. Gollgagh saw the opening, and brought his massive sword crashing down. Mitaro brought his swallow up to parry the strike, but the full force of the zweihander cleaved right through the haft, and drew a crimson line from Mitaro’s face to his thigh. Loki’s eyes widened in disbelief as Mitaro groaned and stumbled back, clutching at the broken halves of his swallow. 

“Fool!” Gollgagh roared triumphantly, raising his sword to finish him off. 

“No!” Loki flashed out from the tree, blasting past the armored captain’s back, skidding a few paces as he reversed directions and launched himself towards the Guard Captain again. Gollgath drew his fist back as he turned, meeting Loki’s approach with a gauntleted fist right to the shoulder. 

Loki gasped in pain as he landed in a heap next to Mitaro. He struggled to his feet, his blades protruding from his gauntlets again. 

“Decided you didn’t like your spear, scum?” Gollgagh sneered. Loki didn’t respond. He merely watched the Guard Captain brandish his zweihander. “Fine. Your silence is your indictment.” He took one step. Loki smirked. 

Gollgagh’s leg crumpled from underneath him. Nary a sound escaped his lips as he sank to his knees, his mien wearing nothing but surprise and outrage. 

“How?” He hissed. 

“Skyfang.” Loki said, retracting the blade into his gauntlet before grabbing his spear. “You’re lucky I missed. You’ll still be able to walk tomorrow, unlike your friend.” He gestured to the blademaster. He knelt beside Mitaro, who was barely breathing and bleeding heavily. “Let’s go, buddy. You need help. Don’t quit on me.” 

“Damn you! Coward!” Gollgagh stood, but faltered and fell as he put weight onto his wounded leg. 

“You’re just lucky I value his life more than yours.” Loki shot back. He gripped the haft of his halberd tightly. “Can’t have you calling down your pals on us. Sleep tight.” His hand shot forward and the butt of his halberd struck Gollgagh dead center in the forehead. The Guard Captain of Canara slumped over onto his stomach, unconscious. 

Despite the wounds the two had sustained, Loki managed to get Mitaro to his feet after bandaging what little he could with strips of cloth from his undershirt. Mitaro’s head lolled forward, and it fell to Loki to support the entirety of his injured friend’s limp weight. The two damaged warriors slowly resumed their trek. 


Four hours later, two bloodied, dirty men staggered out of the forest onto the road leading to a small hamlet in the outskirts of the Kingdom of Jendisc. It was far into the small hours of the morning when they arrived, and the streets were deserted. The one who seemed to be bearing the brunt of the other’s weight collapsed with exhaustion in the middle of the road, the first buildings still a considerable distance away. The man called out to the darkened windows of the houses with all his strength, but the windows remained until. He roared and howled pleas for help until the last vestiges of his strength deserted him. 

The next day, the constable found two men lying in the street during his early morning rounds. He immediately roused the town’s doctor, and a few residents to move the two men to the medical practitioner’s office. Upon closer inspection, they discovered that one of them was dead, and the other unconscious from exhaustion. When they managed to awaken him, they found that he couldn’t speak more than a barely audible whisper; he had screamed his voice raw the previous night. 


“Loki.” General Fuzzynuts addressed the man before him in a low voice. “Why did you even bother asking? You know full well we cannot grant this request.” 

“No death rites? Not even a bloody pension? We did your black ops missions. We did your dirty work, and now you won’t even acknowledge us?” Loki growled. It was two weeks after he’d left the town on a cart with the body of his comrade. His voice had slowly returned, but it had taken a rough, husky edge after the damage he’d done to his throat that night. Now he stood before the Lord General in an office decorated with campaign trophies, maps of the lands of bordering Jendisc, and bookshelves lined with countless scrolls and books. Loki noticed upon entering that a significant number of books relating to ancient artifacts were strewn across the Lord General’s otherwise pristine dark oak desk. Little of that mattered to the warrior at this point. 

“That’s exactly why we can’t formally acknowledge his death. It was a covert mission. You knew this going in.” General Fuzzynuts said calmly from behind his large, yet simple desk 

“This is ridiculous! He has a family! They’ll be penniless inside a month!” 

“He was a loyal patron to the Crown. He understood the risks. I have no doubt that he would understand the position we’ve been forced to take.” The general said with a firm tone that indicated that the conversation was over. 

“No! I ref-” Loki persisted before Fuzzynuts interrupted. 

“You are sorely trying my patience, Wolf Knight.” The Lord General’s use of Loki’s title underscored the severity of his tone. 

Loki growled and wrenched the Golden Headphone insignia from the clasp of his dark blue cloak. He pitched it straight at the Lord General’s face, who caught it between two fingers without changing his posture. 

“I’d demote you, but I have a feeling that this means you don’t particularly care anymore.” Fuzzynuts said mildly, bending the insignia in half. 

“Keep your trinket; I’ll have nothing more to do with this army.” Loki snarled before storming out of the office. 

The Lord General gazed at the insignia for ten full minutes before he slowly, deliberately cast it into the fireplace. Fuzzynuts didn’t like ordering the deaths of his own men. It was better this way, he mused, if that man just disappeared. He let the matter drift from his mind, and returned his attention to other matters. He glanced down at the books on his desk. 

Ah, that. The Banhammer. 




Loki dug the grave himself and buried his fallen comrade alone. It was in a quiet grove on the side of a nearby mountain, with a simple headstone marking its presence. There was no inscription. Loki was no poet, and he knew few words which would do justice to the man. 

It was on that day that the Wolf Knight Loki abandoned his country, his family, his way of life, and his name. He’d sold everything except his armor, his halberd and the clothes on his back. He’d given the money to Mitaro’s widow, for her to do with as she saw fit. It was a meager amount, by any means, but Loki sincerely hoped it would sustain them long enough for the young woman to find work. They’d been married only a year. 

On that day, Loki took the name of Fenrir. A name that he recalled from his childhood. It seemed fitting. Fitting enough for a lone wolf.
