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**The Lands of Burmecia**
The eternal drizzle of Burmecia clung to Blaze Morvane’s fur like liquid silver. He shook his ears irritably, pink strands plastered to his forehead as he squinted at the crumbling stone map in his paws. “Stellazio here… somewhere,” he muttered, tracing the faded constellation etched into the relic. His tail flicked nervously at the hollow howls echoing through the canyon below.  

He’d chosen the worst possible time to hunt for celestial coins. But the rewards were tempting. More so than the dangers.
Burmecia’s ruins loomed ahead – once-proud spires now skeletal fingers clawing at storm clouds. Blaze adjusted the dagger at his hip, a gift from his late caravan leader, “for show, not heroics” and stepped onto the moss-slick bridge. The Stellazio’s whispers had led him here – a fortune-teller in Lindblum swore it pulsed beneath Burmecia’s weeping skies.  

He never saw the Zaghnol until its tusks grazed his cloak.  

The boar-like monstrosity erupted from the mist, sulfur-yellow eyes burning as it charged. Blaze’s joke about “early dinner reservations” died in his throat. He stumbled backward, dagger raised in trembling paws—  

When steel sang above him.  

A crimson blur descended from the ruins, lance piercing the Zaghnol’s armored hide with a shower of sparks. Blaze gaped as the warrior landed in a crouch, rat-like tail whipping through the rain. Burmecian. Dragoon. Her armor bore the scars of a hundred battles, but the white plumes atop her hat streamed defiantly in the wind.  

“You’re in a graveyard, traveler,” she said flatly, not turning as the Zaghnol dissolved into violet mist. “Gawk at ghosts elsewhere.”  

Blaze’s grin returned, shaky but sincere. “Ghosts don’t usually save your tail. Blaze Morvane – professional Stellazio enthusiast, occasional… uh… fleeing expert.” He gestured to his map. “Any chance you’ve seen a—”  

She was already walking away, spear resting on her shoulder.  

“Wait! At least let me—”  

“Your gratitude is noted.” Her voice carried over the downpour. “Now leave. This place mourns louder than most.”  

Blaze watched her vanish into the ruins, rainwater pooling in the fresh claw marks at his boots. The Stellazio fragment in his satchel pulsed warmly against his hip.  

Slow down, he told himself, staring at the spot where she’d stood. Adventures hate desperation.  

But as he turned toward Lindblum’s distant lights, the map rustled again. A new constellation glimmered – not etched in ink, but seared by dragonfire.  

Burmecia’s rain had a voice.  

It hissed through collapsed aqueducts where moss choked marble faces of forgotten kings. It drummed against shattered stained glass still clinging to cathedral ribs. Blaze wove through the labyrinth, his light-gray fur matted to charcoal as puddles swallowed his boots whole. The Stellazio fragment glowed faintly in his palm – a drowned star.  

Third day.  

He’d mapped the outer ruins, bribed a family of moogles with smoked jerky for intel, and nearly lost an ear to a nesting Gigan Toad. Now the fragment pulled him deeper, past Queen’s Boulevard – where rusted armor still clutched spears in skeletal hands.
A flash of crimson three rooftops ahead.  

Freya moved like the storm itself—a single arcing leap carrying her from a crumbling bell tower to a gargoyle’s perch. Her lance caught the sickly light as she scanned the horizon. Blaze froze beneath a sagging archway, breath held. She vanished again, leaving only the tremor of dislodged stones.  

“Not stalking,” he told a cracked mural of dancing Burmecians. “Just… parallel adventuring.”  

The lie curdled as he pressed onward.  

Dangers nested in the rain’s white noise. A Murussu’s guttural growl echoed through an alley; Blaze backtracked, heart hammering, until he found a sewer grate. He crawled through muck and the bones of something small, the Stellazio’s light trembling in time with his pulse. When he emerged, the fragment flared—searing his palm.  

Before him loomed the Fountain of Champions, its basin choked with weeds. The statue of a dragoon mid-leap presided over the ruins, moss obscuring its face… but not the fresh gouges scoring its pedestal.  

Claw marks.  

A low snarl rippled through the plaza.  

Blaze pressed against the statue as the creature emerged – a serpentine Abadon with scales like tarnished coins, its six milky eyes rolling blindly. It slithered over the cobblestones, forked tongue tasting the air. His air.  

He gripped his dagger.  

A shrill whistle cut through the rain.  

The Abadon whipped toward the sound as a crimson boot kicked a pebble into the fountain. Freya stood atop the statue’s lance-tip, water cascading off her armor. “You’re persistent,” she said, though Blaze couldn’t tell if she meant him or the beast.  

The Abadon struck.  

Freya fell upward, her jump carrying her into the storm as the monster shattered marble. Blaze scrambled behind a pillar, fragment burning hotter with every spear-strike that lit the plaza. He glimpsed her mid-air spin, lance shearing through the Abadon’s throat in a spray of black ichor.  

.And then silence, save for the rain.  

When he peered out, she stood amidst dissolving scales, cleaning her weapon with methodical sweeps. Her helmet turned fractionally toward his hiding place.  

“Still here, enthusiast?”  

Blaze stepped into the open, plastering on a grin. “Heard Burmecian plumbing’s legendary. Wasn’t not curious.” He nodded to the dead Abadon. “Team effort?”  

She sheathed her lance. “Delusion doesn’t suit you.”  

This time, he caught the flicker of her gaze toward his glowing satchel.  

“Wait!” He fumbled for the Stellazio fragment. “This thing– it’s been reacting to… well, you. Or your spear? Maybe both. Look—”  

Empty plaza.  

Rain pooled in the Abadon’s vacant eye sockets.  

Blaze sighed, squeezing the fragment until its light dimmed. “Right. Subtlety. Got it.”  

As he turned to leave, a glint caught his eye – a scrap of red fabric snagged on the fountain’s edge. Freya’s cloak. He pocketed it, ignoring the warmth in his cheeks.  

The statue’s shadow watched him go, its moss-beard hiding a freshly carved word: Cleyra.  

The rain turned to needles near Burmecia’s castle gates.

Blaze crouched behind a collapsed pillar, watching Freya’s crimson cloak snap like a war banner against the storm. Three armored figures surrounded her – not beasts this time, but soldiers. Their blackened steel bore the scarred eye of Alexandria.

“Last warning, rat,” growled the largest woman, hefting a morningstar dripping with blood. “Queen Brahne pays well for dragoon heads.”

Freya didn’t grace them with a reply. Her spear became a silver blur, parrying a dagger thrust while kicking mud into the archer’s eyes. Blaze’s claws dug into wet stone. Not your fight, whispered the voice that always urged him to run.

The archer nocked a poison-tipped arrow.

Ah, hell.

Blaze lunged, tackling the bow woman into a sludge-filled trench. They grappled, the archer’s curses muffled by mud as Blaze drove his dagger hilt-first into the woman’s temple. A yelp escaped him when an arrow grazed his shoulder—not deep, but burning.

Freya’s head snapped toward the sound. Their eyes met for a fractured second before the morningstar knight charged her.

“Behind you!” Blaze shouted, heaving a rock at the knight’s helm. It clanged harmlessly, but the distraction let Freya’s spear find a chink in the armor. The knight fell with a wet gurgle.

The last soldier fled into the storm.

Freya whipped toward Blaze, spear tip hovering at his throat. “You interfered.”

He raised muddy paws, grin strained. “Said the dragoon who keeps ‘interfering’ with my near-death experiences.”

A low rumble cut through her retort.

The castle gate’s ancient archway groaned, fractures spiderwebbing through its foundation. Years of decay and the battle’s vibrations conspired – stone rained down as the structure buckled.

Freya moved first, shoving Blaze toward a crumbling alcove. They tumbled through the opening as the world collapsed in a roar of dust and screaming rock.

Silence.

Blaze coughed, spitting out grit. The alcove had become a tomb—a single shaft of gray light pierced the rubble pile sealing the entrance. His shoulder throbbed where the arrow had grazed him, warm blood mixing with rainwater.

“Still alive,” Freya’s voice cut through the dark. She’d wedged herself in the far corner, helmet cracked to reveal one sharp amber eye. A gash bled above her brow.

“Disappointed?”

“Calculating.” She pressed a clawed gauntlet to her head wound. “That arrow. Show me.”

He blinked. “It’s just a scratch–”

“Show me.”

Her claws were gentler than expected as she examined the wound. Blaze tried not to notice how her earrings—tiny silver spears—trembled in the dim light.

“No poison. Lucky.” She tossed him a vial from her belt. “Drink.”

The potion tasted of burnt mint. Energy prickled through his veins. “Got a name to go with the murderous hospitality?”

A beat. “...Freya.”

“Blaze. But you knew that.” He leaned back, tail thumping wet stone. “So. Rescue party?”

“Unlikely.” She gestured to the rubble. “My patrols are solitary.”

“Right. Lone wolf syndrome.” At her sharp look, he amended: “Lone dragoon.”

The faintest snort.

Hours trickled by. Freya sharpened her spear, refusing his jerky offers. Blaze’s Stellazio fragment pulsed in rhythm to her whetstone’s scrape, casting jade shadows on the walls.

“Why does it glow near me?” she finally asked.

“Think it’s into stoic warriors with trust issues.”

Her glare could’ve melted steel.

“Kidding! Maybe it’s reacting to…” He gestured vaguely at her. “Dragon energy? You’ve got that jumpy magic.”

She stilled. “The Red Dragon of Burmecia was sealed in Cleyra’s sands. My techniques are… echoes.” Grief hung heavy on the word.

Blaze rotated the fragment, watching green light dance across her armor. “Echoes can still shake mountains, Freya Crescent.”

A stone shifted overhead. Both froze as dust filtered down.

“You’ve studied me,” she said quietly.

“Heard stories at the tavern. ‘The Last Dragoon.’ ‘Guardian of Empty Thrones.’” He met her gaze. “No one mentioned her habit of abandoning grateful admirers in ruins.”

For the first time, something flickered in her eye—not anger, but weary amusement. “Then the bards were wise.”
The fire spat and hissed, devouring Blaze’s last spellbook page. He stared at the ragged edge where Basic Pyromancy had become ash. “Worth it,” he muttered, watching steam rise from his fur.  

Freya’s armor suddenly lay in precise rows near the flames – greaves here, breastplate there, as if ready for inspection. She knelt on the other side of the fire, wringing rainwater from her gambeson. The linen clung to her lithe frame, revealing scars that mapped wars he’d only heard in tavern tales.  

“Your turn,” she said, not looking up.  

Blaze’s ears flattened. “Turn?”  

“Clothes. Dry them.” She peeled off the gambeson, revealing bandages wrapped tight across her chest. Her fur was softer than he’d imagined—stormcloud gray with a pale undercoat that caught the firelight.  

“I’m good. Fur’s… uh… self-drying.”  

Amber eyes flicked to his trembling paws. “Liar.”  

He laughed nervously. “C’mon, Freya. I’ve got standards. Can’t go flashing a lady without at least buying her dinner first. Don’t want to embarrass you.”  

“We’re in a tomb, not a banquet hall.” She unwound her bandages with clinical detachment, her breasts freed. “Survival isn’t modesty.”  

When she stood to hang the cloth near the flames, Blaze’s throat went dry. Burmecian anatomy was… different. Lean muscle rippled beneath short fur, her tail longer and more expressive than his own. The scar across her ribs dared him to ask. He didn’t.  

“Your wound,” she nodded to his arrow graze. “Needs cleaning.”  

He fumbled with his tunic laces, paws numb from cold, or panic. The sodden fabric hit stone with a splat. Freya didn’t stare, but her nostrils flared—assessing, always assessing.  

Her claws were gentle as she daubed the cut with pungent salve. Blaze bit back a yelp.  

“You reek of fear,” she murmured.  

“And you’re a stellar conversationalist.”  

A claw tilted his chin up. Her pupils were slits in the firelight. “Not fear of death. Fear of this.” Her other paw brushed his lower belly, where fur thickened. “Right?”
He jerked back. “Look, I’m not some–”  

“Physiological response to adrenaline. Common after battle.” She returned to her side of the fire, as clinical as a surgeon. “Suppression hinders recovery.”  

Blaze stared at his traitorous body. Damn Burmecian pragmatism.  

The storm raged beyond their tomb. Embers danced between them, settling on Freya’s shoulders like false constellations. She began oiling her spear joints, utterly unselfconscious.  

“You’re staring, Morvane.”  

“You’re… distracting.”  

A rare smirk. “Not my intent.”  

“Could’ve fooled me.”  

Silence stretched, taut as a bowstring. The Stellazio fragment between them pulsed hotter, painting sweat-slick fur in jade hues.  

When she moved, it wasn’t with the predator’s grace of battle, but something slower. Deliberate. Her tail brushed his knee as she reached for the salve.  

“Other wounds?” she asked.  

His claws dug into stone. “Depends what you’re offering.”  

Firelight glinted off fangs as she leaned close. “Clarity.”  

The salve tin clattered to the floor. 
Freya’s claws traced the scar beneath Blaze’s collarbone—a memento from a Gargan Roo’s horn. “You’re shaking,” she observed.

“Cold,” he lied.

Her tail coiled around his thigh, the furred tip brushing sensitive inner flesh. “Another lie.”

Blaze’s breath hitched as she straddled him, her heat searing through damp fur. The Stellazio fragment cast their shadows into a single writhing shape on the tomb wall.

“Freya, I’m not–”

“Fraternity?” Her claws dug warningly into his shoulders. “I buried that ghost years ago.” A bitter laugh. “He’d forget my face twice over by now.”

He stilled. “You don’t believe that.”

She pressed her forehead to his, pupils blown wide. “Belief is luxury. This…” Her hips rolled, drawing a choked gasp from them both. “…is necessity. Against the cold.”

Her musk flooded Blaze’s senses—steel and aged parchment and something primal beneath. His cock ached against her thigh, thick and flushed pink where it emerged from its sheath. Freya’s nostrils flared.

“Never taken a wolf,” she mused, claws trailing down his sternum. “Shorter gestation cycles than Burmecians, if the texts–”

“Gods, are you lecturing?”

Her fangs grazed his jugular. “Observing.”

The first stroke nearly undid him. Her paw closed around his length, thumb testing the swollen knot forming at the base. Blaze’s claws scored the stone as she pumped slowly, studying every twitch and whine.

“Vulnerable here,” she noted, rubbing the sensitive ridge beneath his tip.

“F-Freya–”

“Good.”

She rose up, notched his cock against her entrance, and sank down in one fluid motion.

Blaze saw stars. Her inner walls rippled around him, impossibly tight and scorching hot. Freya’s breath stuttered—the first crack in her armor – as she adjusted to his girth.

“Still… observational?” he rasped.

Her retaliatory roll of hips stole his mockery. They found a rhythm as old as the ruins above—slow, deep thrusts that echoed the distant thunder. Blaze’s paws found her hips, blunt claws catching in silken fur.

“Tell me,” she demanded, riding him with military precision. “Why chase stars?”

He groaned. “Same… ah!… reason you guard tombs. Avoidance. Rewards too, I suppose.”

Her pace stuttered.

Blaze seized the opening, flipping them with a growl. Freya’s snarl melted into a moan as he thrust up hard, finally fucking rather than being studied. Her tail thrashed against the floor.

“There’s… your fire,” she gasped. “Warmer?”
The fragment blazed as their coupling grew frenzied. Blaze buried his muzzle in her neck, tasting salt and sorrow. “Much.”
Freya's claws bit into Blaze's hips, halting his thrusts with dragoon precision. "Not yet," she breathed, sweat-slick fur gleaming in the Stellazio's glow. "Observe the cresting."

"Observe this," he growled, but the protest died as her paw closed around his pulsing cock. She withdrew slowly, milking him with clinical strokes that left his legs trembling.

"Fascinating," she murmured, watching pre-cum bead at his tip. "Canine viscosity differs from--"

"Freya."

“A warrior always studies the battlefield. Both friend and foe.” Her tongue cut him off—a hot, flat swipe from base to crown. Blaze's howl echoed off the tomb walls as he came, stripes of white painting her collarbone. She continued pumping, amber eyes locked on his face as if memorizing each spasm. "Average volume," she noted, swiping a claw through the mess and tasting it. "Saline. Bitter herbs from Lindblum's groundwater?"

"Y-You're... jeez..." he panted, collapsing against cold stone.

"Thirsty work." She reached for her belt pouch, giving him one more squeeze as he finished. "Recovery protocol."

Blaze barely registered the Phoenix Down's golden plume brushing his softening cock before heat seared through him. His back arched off the ground as renewed bloodflow surged, knot swelling taut and angry. "What in the hells—?!"

"Chobo breeder trick." Freya straddled him again, her slit glistening inches above his resurrected erection. "Battlefield applications... underutilized."

He gaped at her. "You revived my dick."

"Temporarily." She sank down with a hiss, inner muscles fluttering around his oversensitive length. "Stimulus window, seven minutes."

Blaze's claws scrabbled for purchase. "This how Burmecians wage war?"

"Adaptation—" Her rhythm stuttered as his tip brushed something deep. "—is survival."

The second round was agony and ecstasy. Freya rode him with mechanical precision, adjusting angles to note his reactions. When he tried to touch her clit, she pinned his paws. "Focus on containment."

"Contain this," he snarled, bucking up hard.

Her composure fractured. A broken moan escaped as her tail lashed wild patterns in the air. "D-Don't presume…” Freya mapped his body like contested terrain.  

She bent him over a fallen pillar, lupine spine arched as she took him doggystyle in a unique way—claws gripping his hipbones to gauge thrust depth. "Burmecian pelvis... accommodates wider angles," she noted, grinding harder when he whimpered. She smirked, thrusting against him, taking his cock into her like she was in control.
Blaze’s retort dissolved into a howl as she suddenly flipped him onto his back, legs hooked over her armored pauldrons. "F-Freya—!"  

"Quadriceps endurance. Tested." Her pace turned brutal, each snap of hips smacking their furred bellies together. "Soldiers... ah... break here... without conditioning."  

He didn’t know if she meant the position or the pounding. Didn’t care. The Phoenix Down’s residual magic burned through him, turning nerve-endings to live wires.  

She paused mid-thrust, cock sheathed to the hilt, and flexed. Blaze’s vision whited out. 
"Vulnerability," she rasped, sweat dripping off her muzzle. "Garlands... at Cleyra’s temple... lovers would... nngh... bind like this for hours."  

"R-romantic," he choked out.  

"Interrogation tactic." Her smile was all fangs.  

They moved again—her riding him reverse-cowgirl to monitor his knot’s inflation against her tailbase, then missionary with her ankles locked behind his neck. Through it all, Freya’s breath remained steady, her core taut as siege rope.  

Blaze pawed at her clit during a kneeling position; she trapped his wrist. "Focus on... sustained engagement," she ordered, though her slit grew slicker around him.  

"Let go," he begged as she milked his second orgasm, watching his seed drip down her thighs. "Freya, please—"  

She silenced him with a kiss—all teeth and desperation—as she finally allowed her hips to stutter. "D-Dragon’s... Gate..." she gasped, muscles fluttering around him rather than on him. "T-Tomorrow... you’ll... ah... hate saddle riding..."  

The Stellazio’s glow pulsed in time with her withheld climax, casting their sweat-slicked contortions in jade. Blaze realized dimly that she wasn’t just edging—she was *stockpiling*.  

A warrior’s orgasm, he thought. Forged in delay.  

The tomb trembled.  

Not from collapsing stone, but from Freya’s thighs clamping around Blaze’s hips as her resolve fractured. Her claws shredded the moss beneath them, pupils blown black with decades of pent-up need. “Now,” she snarled – part command, part plea.  

Blaze’s knot swelled to its full girth, locking them together as nature demanded. Freya’s tail lashed wildly when he gripped her haunches, pulling her down harder with each thrust.  

“Let go,” he rasped against her throat. “Please.”  

Her orgasm hit like Dragon’s Crest.  

A guttural wail tore from her chest—years of guarded grief made flesh. Freya’s walls milked him through her climax, forcing his release in hot pulses that made her snarl and shudder. His cum mixed with her fluids, all of which now matted both their thighs.
They collapsed sideways, still knotted, gasping like survivors of a cataclysm. Freya’s ear pressed to his pounding heartbeat. Outside, the eternal rain paused—as if Burmecia itself held its breath.
Somewhere, the stone shifted, an opening carved in the tomb.

Blaze stirred first, fur matted with sweat and seed. Freya lay motionless atop him, her breathing deceptively even.  

“Still… observational?” he ventured.  

Her claw traced the bite marks on his shoulder. “Your refractory period is… adequate.”  

“Romantic.”  

A rumble shook her chest – not a growl, but a laugh. The sound startled them both.  

The Stellazio’s light dimmed to a hearth-glow, illuminating the mural above – a dragoon kneeling before a wolf-headed constellation. Freya studied it while absently kneading the base of his softening cock.  

“Cleyra’s texts,” she murmured. “They speak of Stellazio guiding lovers to…” A rare hesitation. “…shared fates.”  

Blaze nuzzled her ear, emboldened by exhaustion. “Might’ve mentioned that before the Phoenix Down.”  

She stiffened. The moment broke.  

Armor clanked as she disentangled herself, the pop of his knot withdrawal drawing a mutual hiss. Blaze watched her reassemble her battle-shell – greaves, gauntlets, the white plume she tucked into her belt instead of her helmet.  

“This changes nothing,” she said, back turned.  

“Wouldn’t dream of it, Crescent.”  

She paused at the rubble pile, spear gleaming. “The fragment. It’s… brighter.” 

He lifted the Stellazio – now etched with dragoon runes. “Says ‘Cleyra’s Sand-Spire.’ And… ‘beware the Harvest?’”  

Freya’s tail bristled. “Harvesters. Soul-siphon constructs Brahne abandoned.” A beat. “They target bonded pairs.”  

Blaze grinned, wincing as he pulled on his trousers. “So… team-up?”  

Her helmet slid on with finality. “Tomorrow. Dawn. Until then…” She tossed something onto the floor.

The other fragment of the Stellazio he needed; the other piece to make his whole.
The rubble exploded outward with a single spear-strike. Freya vanished into the renewed downpour, leaving Blaze to stare at the mural—where the wolf now bore his pink streak.
He bent, picking up the other half she’d left. “So you had it the whole time.”

***

The Duck Maiden’s chamber in Treno glittered with stolen stars.  

Blaze lingered at the auction house steps, the completed Stellazio burning a hole in his satchel. Through the stained-glass windows, he watched nobles bid on a shard of Alexander’s wing—fools trading fortunes for dead gods.  

“One celestial coin,” the Maiden’s voice trilled inside, “buys passage to the soul’s deepest desire! Quack quack quack!”
His paw drifted to the Stellazio. Its edges bit into his palm, the etched dragoon runes now intertwined with a wolf’s silhouette. Somewhere beneath Cleyra’s sands, the Red Dragon stirred in its prison. Or so the fragment’s whispers claimed.  

He turned away, pink hair hidden beneath a traveler’s hood. Let the Duck Maiden peddle false constellations. This star had teeth and a worthy memory worth far more than Gil or treasure.
Freya found him at moonrise, polishing the Stellazio with jerky grease.  

“Madame Lora’s brokers are hunting a thief,” she said, spearing a hare on her lance. “Fool who stole from the Treno exchange.”  

Blaze grinned. “Heard he’s dashing. Terrible with directions, though.”  

The fire popped. Freya’s armor gleamed as she sat, closer than necessary. Her gaze lingered on the Stellazio’s new markings. “Sentiment blinds sharper than blood.”  

“Says the woman who kept Sir Fratley’s rusted spear piece.”  

Her tail lashed. Prior, the motion would’ve preceded a spear at his throat. Now it merely knocked over his wine flask.  

“The Harvesters,” she said, skinning the hare with surgical precision. “They’ll scent the bond.”  

He rotated the coin, watching moonlight skate across Freya’s war-plume tucked inside his pack. “Let them.”  

Silence stretched. When she spoke again, her voice was softer than the fire’s crackle. “Bonds are burdens, Morvane.”  

“So’s loneliness.”  

The Stellazio flared—not its usual jade, but dragonfire gold. Freya’s nostrils flared as new runes surfaced:  

ᛊᛟᚢᛚ-ᛞᚱᚨᚷᛟᚾ ᛒᛁᛞᛊ ᚹᛟᛚᚠ-ᛊᛏᚨᚱ  

“Soul-dragon bids wolf-star,” she translated, claws tightening on her dagger. “The Red’s prison weakens.”  

Blaze pocketed the coin. “Guess we’re tomb-raiding again.”  

“We are not–”  

He tossed her the wine. “Eat first. Lecture after.”  

Midnight found them in Burmecia’s derelict armory. Freya mapped decayed wards while Blaze traced the Stellazio’s heat across flagstones.  

“Here,” he pressed the coin to a mural of dragonlings at play. Stone dissolved into stardust, revealing a stairwell choked with black roses.  

Freya froze. “These blooms… grew in a valley in the fog.”  

“Romantic.”  

“Toxic. One petal paralyzes for–”  

Blaze sneezed.  

“–hours,” she finished as he crumpled.  

Her sigh echoed down the steps. “Amateur.”  

He woke to Freya’s claws carding through his fur—an absent gesture she’d deny later. The Stellazio glowed between them, its light painting the roses’ thorns like accusatory fingers.  

“Harvesters,” she nodded to claw marks on the walls. “They’ve tasted the bond’s scent.”  

Blaze’s tongue felt like wool. “Worth it.”  

A petal drifted between them. Freya caught it, hesitating before tucking it into his bandolier. “For next time you charge blindly.”  

The stairs beckoned, sweet rot wafting from below. Somewhere in the dark, scales rasped against stone.  

Blaze stood, testing numb legs. “Still team-up?”  

Freya lit a torch, revealing the path ahead—and her faint smirk. “Until you perish from stupidity."
***

The Harvester uncoiled from Cleyra’s sands like a serpent forged from rusted chainmail. Its maw gaped, revealing rows of Stellazio coins where teeth should be. Freya’s spear sparked against its hide, each deflection sending shards of celestial gold raining down.  

“Left flank!” Blaze barked, hurling a vial of Blizzara into the beast’s ocular slit.  

Ice bloomed across its vision. Freya struck like lightning, her Dragon’s Crest technique shredding scale-flesh. The Harvester reeled, spewing black roses that wilted mid-air.  

“Now!” she shouted.  

Blaze leapt, not toward the monster, but up—planting boots on Freya’s shield as she catapulted him skyward. His dagger found the weak spot her strikes had carved; a pulsing core of corrupted Stellazio.  

The Harvester dissolved into screaming sand.  

Freya caught him mid-fall, their impact rolling into a dune. For three breaths, she didn’t let go.  

“Not bad,” she rasped, sand coating her muzzle.  

“High praise, Crescent.”  

That night, camped beneath the moon, Freya sharpened her spear with excessive force.  

“Fratley lives,” she said to the whetstone. “Somewhere.”  

Blaze fed the fire, the Stellazio warm against his chest. “I believe you.”  

Her claws stilled. “You shouldn’t. When I find him, I’m—”

He tossed her a wineskin. “Don’t need to. I’m here for the now Freya. The one who fights gods and fucks like a monsoon.”  

A snort. “Vulgar.”  

“Honest.”  

The silence that followed wasn’t uncomfortable.  

She came to him at the wolf hour, armor shed, fur still dusty from battle. No words—just a claw tracing the Stellazio’s new engraving: their constellation.  

Blaze kissed her like a man savoring his last night alive. Freya answered with teeth and trembling resolve, her tail coiling possessively around his thigh.  

“This isn’t—”  

“I know.”  

They moved as one, a choreography forged in tombs and dunes. When she finally allowed herself to climax, it was with his name snarled into the crook of his neck—a secret the sands would keep.  

Dawn found them at the South Gate’s crossroads. Freya adjusted her helm, gaze fixed on the Dali woodlands.  

Blaze fingered the tuft of white hair into his Stellazio chain. “Harvesters’ll track this thing.”  

“Naturally.”  

“Need someone to watch your back.”  

She didn’t smile. Didn’t need to.  

The road swallowed them whole – a dragoon and her wolf, chasing ghosts under a stolen star.  

Blaze Morvane—a roguish wolf with a knack for fleeing danger and hunting celestial *Stellazio* coins—never planned to tango with legends. But when a monster ambush in Burmecia’s ruins leaves him at the mercy of Freya Crescent (stoic dragoon, professional ghost-of-empires-past), survival takes a sharp turn. She saves his pelt; he ignites her guarded curiosity. Together, they chase Stellazio whispering of buried dragons and forgotten bonds, dodging soul-siphoning Harvesters and Freya’s own stormcloud heart.  

Between clashing steel and campfire confessions, Blaze’s silver tongue meets Freya’s iron resolve—a dance of banter and blade that forges something fiercer than lust, weaker than love. But as ancient coins fuse their fates, the real treasure isn’t gold… It’s the crack in Freya’s armor where Blaze slips through, and the wolf who swore he’d never fight for anyone *choosing* to stand.
