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CHAPTER ONE

Just You and Me
The sun painted streaks of amber and gold across the sky as it dipped lazily toward the ocean’s edge, casting long shadows over the tropical boardwalk below. Blaze Morvane—his grey and white fur glinting in the light, pink hair windswept and cocky—strolled down the pier with a bounce in his step and a surfboard under one arm. He didn’t even know how to surf, but he brought it anyway.
Next to him, in oversized sunglasses and a snug black bikini top poking out from under an unbuttoned white shirt, one of Blaze’s, actually, walked Loona. Her tail flicked with practiced boredom, but she couldn’t hide the way her ears tipped toward his voice, the way her fingers toyed with his. There was something soft in her now, hidden beneath the usual barbed edge of her sarcasm.

“Are you sure there’s no work emergency? No demon riots? No ‘Oops, you died again’ nonsense waiting for us at this so-called vacation resort?” Loona side-eyed him, skeptical.

“Babe,” Blaze grinned, throwing an arm over her shoulder, “this is the living world. The most dangerous thing here is probably overpriced smoothies. And maybe sand in uncomfortable places.”

Loona smirked despite herself. “Yeah? You planning to help me with both of those?”

“Absolutely. Smoothie in one hand, sunscreen oil for fur in the other.”

They passed through the entrance gates of La Playa Fantasma—a high-end anthro resort nestled between white dunes and crystal waters. Blaze had used some of his “technically stolen from Hell's treasury” vacation credits to book a luxury beach cabana. The smell of coconut oil and sea salt filled the air. Couples lounged in hammocks, someone played a lazy steel drum in the distance, and the waves rolled in like applause.

Loona pulled down her sunglasses to peer over them. “Okay, credit where it’s due. This place doesn’t suck.”

Blaze puffed up with pride. “See? No chaos. Just us, some sun, a few fruity drinks.”

The heat clung to Blaze’s fur like a lover’s embrace—warm, lazy, and full of promise. Palm leaves rustled overhead as he carried their luggage down the wide, open-air hallway of La Playa Fantasma, tail swishing behind him. The place was absurdly luxurious—swaying lanterns, colorful hammocks, private beach cabanas, and every staff member was a model in resort wear with a drink tray.

Loona trailed a few steps behind, wearing her usual half-grimace that was somehow part scowl, part sultry. She took it all in with a raised brow.

“You didn’t accidentally book us in a honeymoon suite or anything, did you?” she asked.

Blaze glanced over his shoulder. “Define ‘accidentally.’ And we need a wedding for a honeymoon.”
Loona raised a brow higher.

“Okay, okay! I may have mentioned we were ‘a pair of star-crossed hellspawn reuniting in the sunlit realm of flesh’ or something like that in the booking form. They might’ve gotten the wrong idea.”

She didn’t answer. Instead, she stepped into the room and paused. Her tail slowly rose.

Their suite was ridiculous.

A high, thatched ceiling with a lazily spinning fan. A canopy bed with draped white silks that caught the sunlight and swayed in the breeze. A walkout balcony overlooking the ocean. A minibar stocked with...well, probably too many things with little umbrellas in them.

And in the center of it all? A complimentary note written in pink cursive:

“May your passions burn hotter than the sun. – Management.”
Loona snorted. “Okay, that’s stupid. But this?” She tossed her bag down. “This I can get used to.”

Blaze chuckled and tossed himself onto the bed, arms out wide. “Told you! I mean, come on—when’s the last time you saw the ocean without something bleeding in it?”

Loona didn’t respond right away. She moved to the balcony instead, gazing out. The breeze caught her fur just right. She was quiet. “…I used to think places like this were just crap in travel brochures,” she muttered. “Like... fake joy. But this is…”
Her voice drifted off, and Blaze sat up slowly, watching her.

“Hey,” he said, coming up behind her, wrapping his arms around her waist. “This week’s real. No contracts. No I.M.P. No demons. Just us.”

Loona leaned back into him. “…Better not be lying,” she said.

“Swear on my pink hair.”

“…That’s not sacred.”

“It is very sacred.”

She laughed—really laughed—and Blaze felt it ripple through her. He grinned.

“Alright, wolf-boy,” she said, pushing away lightly, “get your ass in a swimsuit. I want sand between my toes and salt in my drink.”

“Race you to the beach?”

She smirked, already heading for the bedroom to change. “You’re on.”

Later…
The sun sat high, and the beach was a glowing tapestry of bright umbrellas, drink carts, surfboards, and bodies of every shape and fur pattern, stretched out across warm golden sand.

Blaze was already halfway into the waves, shaking water from his mane, board tucked under one arm.

Loona followed after him, hair tied back, black and crimson bikini hugging her like a second skin. She glanced at the families, the couples, the lifeguard that very obviously glanced at Blaze, and simply huffed when he saw the pink-haired wolf.
“Not bad,” she muttered with a smirk.

Blaze grinned, paddling back to her. “Bet I can teach you how to ride a board in ten minutes.”

“I bet you can’t and we both end up underwater.”

He laughed. “Still worth it.”

The next hour passed in a blur of splashing, teasing, and accidental wipeouts. Loona swore a lot, Blaze lost his board at least twice, and they both ended up breathless on their towels, sand stuck to everything and their hearts lighter than they’d felt in months.

Loona turned toward him, resting her head on her arm.

“You’re not half-bad at this boyfriend stuff when you’re not being an idiot.”

Blaze smiled, brushing a stray grain of sand from her cheek. “…Then I’m gonna do my best to only be a quarter-idiot this whole trip.”

She rolled her eyes—but her tail curled slightly, betraying her.

And just above them, unnoticed, Blaze’s phone chimed softly from the beach bag.

Mangle Message - Group Chat: [Beach Bash Babes]
Unread.

For now.

***

The sun was beginning its lazy descent, casting the sky in fiery hues of orange, pink, and molten gold. Blaze and Loona sat beneath a woven bamboo pergola on the resort’s dining deck, their private table tucked against the railing with an unbroken view of the sea. Candles flickered on the table, catching in Loona’s eyes every time she glanced up at him over her cocktail.

The meal had been incredible—seared tuna steak with honey glaze for her, fire-grilled swordfish and island rice for him. Fresh fruit. Coconut cream pie. And drinks so sweet and cool they made the ocean breeze taste even better.

Blaze leaned back, shirt unbuttoned just enough to be criminal, fur slightly damp from earlier swims. Loona wore a simple wrap over her bikini, one bare leg draped across the other, tail idly swishing with contentment.

“You know,” she murmured, resting her chin in her palm, “I kept waiting for this place to explode. Or for something to try and kill us. Or for you to do something stupid.”

Blaze raised a brow, amused. “And instead, I’m feeding you pineapple with a smile like a dork.”

She smirked, biting the fruit and chewing it. “Exactly. It's unsettling.”

They both laughed.

Then silence. But a good silence.

The sun touched the horizon, and a hush fell over the beach. Even the waves seemed gentler as the light kissed the world goodbye.

Blaze looked over at her—not just admiring the curve of her lips, the tilt of her ears, the way her fur glowed in the dying light—but seeing her. Really seeing her. Relaxed. At peace. Not just a hellhound. Not just the receptionist. Just Loona.

“I meant it,” he said, voice quiet. “About this being real. You and me.”

She looked back at him.

“…I know.”

And then, with nothing else needing to be said, they rose together and walked hand in hand along the boardwalk, back to their room—slow, swaying, and completely unaware of any storm to come.

Back at the Cabana Suite…
The lights inside were dim, the ocean breeze drifting through open curtains. The bed’s canopy swayed gently, its silken drapes catching the moonlight like gauze.

Blaze kicked off his sandals and tossed his towel aside, then turned just in time to see Loona drop her wrap.

The black and crimson bikini she wore had been dangerous enough.

But the way she looked at him now?

Lethal.

She stepped toward him slowly, hips swaying, eyes gleaming with something hungry. He barely had time to draw breath before her fingers were at his waist, tugging the strings of his swim shorts.

“I believe,” she said, voice low and rough, “you offered to help me with all the sand.”

“I stand by that,” he whispered.

She pulled him close, noses almost touching. “Good.”

And then everything else came off.

Fast.

Blaze pulled at her bikini strings.

She tugged his swim trunks down, freeing the canine member that was ready in seconds.

Muzzles met in a hot, fierce kiss that still tasted like the meal they’d had, yet neither one of them care.

Loona grabbed him by the chest fur and flung him around onto the bed and was straddling his muzzle before he even had time to gasp. “Open up, dumbass. Time for the real meal.” She gripped his head, body shivering and fur standing on end as she ground her soaked pussy against his mouth.

Blaze licked slow, deep. He’d come to map every nerve he knew she liked at this point. And tonight? He was traveling each point like a starved wolf. He gripped her hips, not pulling away, but shoving himself closer as Loona’s hips pumped against him. He lapped her juices, tasting and smelling of hot embers and sweet sweat.

He’d also forgotten to breathe, and was only reminded when she pulled away, the strings of sticky wetness snapping silently between her sex and his lips.

She spun silently, her ass facing Blaze, not letting him see as she gripping his cock tightly with both sets of fingers behind his knot and dragged her tongue from the base to the tip, where she nipped it playfully.

“Loon-AH!”

Loona smirked to herself, silencing him by taking him to the root in one smooth motion. Her gag reflex still hit, but she kicked it back into her gut as she let her throat contract around his throbbing length. Drool leaked down over her fingers, which she used to lubricate her pumping fists as she withdrew, teasingly slow. “Mmm.”
Blaze’s eyes crossed. He felt all of her. Every inch. Her warm furred body against his. The way her breasts and hard grey nipples dragged over his groin and lower stomach as she worked. Yet just when that peak was rising. Just when the crest of the mountain was shining in the setting sun of their room, she pulled off with a wet pop and looked back with a smirk.

“Really? Think I’m going to waste this one?” Loona tossed her head, snarling at him with a low, seductive growl. She stood, but hesitated to walk to their bags to grab a condom. Her tail flicked. Her tongue clicked against the roof of her mouth, giving a low hum. “Vacation, huh? You know what”—she instead turned and crawled into his lap—“fuck it.”

“You sure?”

“Yeah. Know my own damn cycle by now. Besides…” She gripped his shaft, holding the leaking tip at her entrance. “… don’t want to waste this beautiful view.”

They both moaned as, for the first time, she sank down onto him, unprotected.

Bare throbbing flesh met with slick, gripping heat.

“S-shit. That hits different.” Loona took it all the way, her clit kissing the top of his knot like a sacred act of passage. She gripped his shoulder and rolled her hips. “Hate you for making me like this so much.”
“Well, you sort of—” His words were stolen by her kiss, his hands moving to grip her ass as she rode him with expert rises and dips. He moaned with her fangs grazed his lip, drawing a small spot of blood that was lost between them.

There was heat, skin against fur, moans between kisses, the rustle of sheets and silks and something sharp and possessive in Loona’s claws as they dug into his back when he flipped them over. She pulled him to her like she wanted to drown in him, and Blaze answered with every ounce of worship he had in him. Not just lust—but the way he held her when the laughter slowed. The way her name left his lips like a promise.

The wet slaps weren’t just heat and passion. They were a message they understood between themselves.

“Getting close.”

She answered by wrapping her legs around his waist, drawing him closer, her eyes meeting his through sweaty strands of hair.

That was the only signal Blaze needed.

He thrust against her. Held it. Both their muzzles opened in a silent moan.

Loona clenched her teeth as she squirted when his knot breeched her clenching sex and locked into Blaze, soaking his thighs and balls and biting his shoulder.

Blaze clenched his teeth, groaning into her hair as he pumped his hips, body flush to hers when the hot squirts of thick white seed jumped from his cock to settle deep inside her for the first time. It hit hard enough he saw stars dancing on the glowing walls when he managed to open his eyes.

Silence.

He settled on top of her. Locked in place by his knot. Their foreheads pressed together. They didn’t speak. Didn’t have to.
For that one night—there was no Hell. No I.M.P. No past.

Just Blaze.

Just Loona.

And a tangle of sheets, moonlight, and breathless whispers that said I’m yours in every possible way.

***
The next morning was blissful.

Sunlight spilled through the gauzy white curtains, painting gold across the tangled sheets and the still bodies of two thoroughly exhausted wolves. Loona lay sprawled across Blaze, head on his chest, one leg hooked over his. Her ears twitched slightly, but her breathing was steady, content.

Blaze blinked awake, stretching carefully so he didn’t wake her just yet. His arm tingled from where she’d used it as a pillow, but he didn’t care. He just smiled, staring at the ceiling fan, feeling happy.

He’d helped his share of souls in Hell.

But last night?

That was his salvation.

Then his phone buzzed.

He was cut off by a chime.

Mangle Message - Group Chat: [Beach Bash Babes]
MANGLE: [8:31 AM] I told everyone the news!!!
MANGLE: [8:32 AM] That you and Loona are official and going to a sexy beach together!!!
MANGLE: [8:32 AM] So I invited everyone you ever banged that I have contacts for!!
MANGLE: [8:32 AM] Cause friends don’t let friends vacation without nostalgia!
MANGLE: [8:32 AM] #MoreTheMerrier #SwimsuitContestVibes

Blaze’s blood ran cold. “Oh no.”

Blaze went stiff.

His ears shot up.

His soul briefly left his body.

“...No.”

He scrambled upright, disturbing Loona just enough for her to mutter and roll over, pulling the sheet with her. He didn’t even notice. His thumbs were already flying over the screen.

BLAZE: “MANGLE NO NO NO. That wasn’t the plan!! What did you DO??”
BLAZE: “Cancel it!! Please! I love her! I’m trying to NOT get stabbed this vacation!!”
BLAZE: “Mangle please I am begging—”

Seen.
Typing…
MANGLE: “Too late! <3 They already left for the resort!! Hope you brought sunscreen, because things are about to get HOT!!”

Blaze just dropped his phone into the pillows and groaned into his hands.

Loona stirred. “...Did something explode?”

“No,” Blaze said, voice cracking, “Just uh… Mangle back at home. Getting into trouble again.”
CHAPTER TWO
Beginning of The End (Of Peace)
Breakfast.
Despite Blaze’s internal screaming, the morning started off… surprisingly nice. They walked together to the resort’s beachside buffet, paws and tails brushing, both dressed in light resort wear—him in a pale pink tropical shirt, her in a black tank and shorts with red trim.

Loona seemed more relaxed than ever. Her hair was still a little messy from last night, and her eyes were sharp but soft.

“I’m starving,” she muttered, grabbing a tray and eyeing the sizzling sausage links.

Blaze chuckled, nervously glancing around as they sat down under a shaded canopy.

“Right. Breakfast. Beach. Totally normal.”

“Why are you sweating? We haven’t even hit the sun yet.”

Blaze froze. “No reason.”

Loona squinted at him.

But then the clinking of glasses and clatter of cutlery drew her attention elsewhere—and Blaze’s stomach sank as it began.

A warm voice called out from behind.

“Well, look who’s finally taken a vacation that isn’t soaked in blood.”

Loona turned her head, mouth half full of toast.

Striding in with easy grace was Jenna—deep red and cream fur sleek and brushed, white scarf tied casually around her neck, and sunglasses perched atop her head. Her swimsuit was tasteful, motherly... and somehow devastating. She walked like someone who had nothing to prove and still knew she was the hottest thing within ten miles.

“Blaze,” she purred, giving him a kiss on the cheek before slipping into the seat beside him. “You didn’t tell me she was coming too.”

Loona narrowed her eyes slightly.

“I’m Loona. Girlfriend.”

“Oh, I know. I saw the posts.” Jenna smiled warmly, folding her napkin. “You’re absolutely stunning.”

“...Thanks.” Loona blinked, unsure if that was sincere or a trap.

A minute later, Aleu appeared, strutting down the stairs from the upper deck with a towel over her shoulder and a pair of boardshorts over her bikini bottom. Her fur shimmered with a light mist from the pool. She spotted them and grinned like a fox who just found out the henhouse was unlocked.

“Yo! Alpha B!” she called out, tossing up a peace sign. “You didn’t say this was gonna be a group trip! Nice!”

Loona slowly turned to Blaze.

“Alpha... B?”

He cleared his throat, trying not to die. “...High school nickname. She gave it to me.”

Aleu flopped into the seat across from them, legs up on the next chair. “So this is the Loona, huh? Gotta say, I always figured Blaze’d end up with some demonic badass. And boom—there you are.” She snapped a selfie of them together.
Loona raised an eyebrow as she moved away. “That supposed to be a compliment?”

Aleu smirked. “Only if you can outdrink me later.”

Then came Krystal.
Elegant, cool, and looking like she just walked off the cover of an interstellar swimsuit calendar. Her fur was that brilliant blue, with white markings that sparkled in the sun, and her walk was as smooth as glass. She waved, smiling sweetly.

“Blaze, darling. I brought your goggles. Thought you might forget.”

She handed them to him with a wink, then turned to Loona and extended a paw.

“You must be Loona. I’ve heard so much about you.”

Loona looked down at the paw, then up into Krystal’s confident gaze. “…Bet you have.”

Blaze was already dying inside.

And this was only the beginning.

Loona chewed slowly, a brow twitching as she looked at the gathering harem table.

“So,” she said to Blaze, “these are just... friends. Right?”

He smiled nervously. “Very complicated friends.”

“…Right.”

Blaze smiled stiffly across the table.

Sweat prickled under his fur.

The sun wasn’t even that hot.

Loona, legs crossed, her plate mostly untouched now, had her elbow on the table, chin resting on her knuckles as she watched the slow arrival of Blaze’s past. Her tail flicked behind her like a lazy metronome—one that counted down to an explosion.

“So…” she said in a deceptively casual tone, eyes never leaving Krystal as the vixen sipped from a fresh coconut with a little umbrella, “...you planned this?”

Blaze turned his head slowly toward her, pupils shrunk to pinpricks. “Nope.”

She raised a brow.

He leaned closer and whispered quickly, “I swear on Mistral’s doctorate this wasn’t me. I just found out this morning. Mangle invited them. I tried to cancel. Too late. Very too late.”

Loona looked at him for a long moment.

Then… smiled.

“Oh,” she said, uncrossing her legs and leaning back. “So this isn’t your doing. Cool. Then I can just enjoy the shit show.”

That smile?

That was terrifying.

Blaze laughed nervously. “Y-yeah! Hahah… s-show...”

Then he heard the next voice—and choked on his juice.

 “Blazey-poo~!”

Blaze visibly twitched.

Loona turned.

Strolling down the steps, eyes half-lidded, hips practically hypnotic, came Muru. The trickster fox, wrapped in a sheer mesh cover-up over a shockingly minimal purple bikini, was all smiles and sass. Her multiple earrings caught the sun, her tail had a slight shimmer to it, and the way she strutted… it wasn’t walking. It was announcing her presence.

“Well, well. What a tasty little setup we’ve got here.” She sauntered up behind Blaze, draped her arms over his shoulders, and leaned in close. “I didn’t bring sunscreen, but I brought oils~”

Loona’s smile tightened a millimeter. “Uh-huh.”

Blaze mouthed help me across the table.

Muru gave Loona a teasing look. “You must be her. Cute. Sharp teeth. Good choice, Blaze.”

Loona simply sipped her drink. “I like your piercings.”

Muru blinked. “Oh?”

“So easy to rip out with the right leverage.”

Muru blinked again. Then giggled.

“Ohhh, I like her.”

A gust of heat washed over the table.

The shadows lengthened slightly, just for a moment.

And then she appeared.

The Demonlord Ninetails descended the stairs as if the sun itself had made room for her. Her fur was a golden tan with ember-tipped tails that flowed behind her like smoke. Her swimsuit? Barely counted. Her confidence? Blinding.

Blaze sank lower in his seat.

Krystal actually straightened a bit.

Even Muru quieted.

“Blaze,” Ninetails purred, “you naughty little thing. A beach vacation and no direct invitation? You wound me.”

“Ninetails,” Blaze said through clenched teeth, “hello.”

Loona looked her up and down.

And then leaned to Blaze, whispering, “...This one tried to kill you, right?”

“Technically? Flirted me to near-death, yes.”

“Cool. Cool cool cool.”

Ninetails, meanwhile, took the chair beside Loona, lounging with elegance that seemed more staged than natural.

“So you’re the one who stole his heart,” she said, smiling. “I can’t wait to see how long you keep it.”

Loona didn’t flinch. “I already did,” she said flatly. “And it’s not your claws that worry me. It’s your ego.”

That got a smirk.

Ninetails simply sipped her drink, gaze narrowed with interest now.

And then… came the duo.

Highwire hit the sand first—powerful, tall, a wolf whose blue-glowing markings gleamed beneath a sports bra-style top and sleek swim shorts. She had a predator’s smile and a no-nonsense gait. Her shades didn’t hide her eyes—they highlighted them.

Kimiko followed beside her, shorter, more graceful. Shy but with that mischievous sparkle in her violet gaze. Her five tails fluttered behind her like banners. Her swimsuit was cute and clearly picked to contrast Highwire’s: soft pink with a frilly skirt.

Blaze flinched.

He remembered exactly how their last sparring session ended.

Loona noticed the flinch. “...More friends?”

Highwire grinned. “Sparring partners.”

Kimiko giggled. “We broke a bed.”

Highwire nudged her. “And a wall.”

Loona blinked.

Then looked at Blaze.

“…Seriously?”

“I HAD A PHASE,” he hissed.

Now the table was full.

Eight women from across realms, from sweet to sinister, sat gathered around the same anthro wolf, who now looked very much like he wanted to become part of the breakfast table and disappear forever.

Loona twirled a spoon lazily in her coffee, tail curling around her chair.

Then looked up, smile sharp.

“So,” she said, sweet as sin, “anyone else coming I should know about?”

Blaze squeaked.

CHAPTER THREE
Mildly Uncomfortable Paradise
It wasn’t bad.
That was the phrase Loona kept circling back to like a shark around a party boat.

It wasn’t bad.

No one had gotten into a fight. Blaze hadn’t made any accidental innuendos. Muru hadn’t crawled into his lap. Ninetails had only called her a “temporary flame” once. And the breakfast buffet had fresh mangoes.

So far... so survivable.

After breakfast, the group dispersed slightly—some lounging near the infinity pool, others hitting the beach. Blaze and Loona, determined to salvage their vacation, carved out a little slice of peace under a private umbrella by the shoreline.

Loona lay on a beach lounger in her dark shades, wearing a two-piece that said do not engage and sipping a spiked lemonade. Blaze sat beside her on a towel, shirt off, tossing a small rubber ball between his paws. He was clearly trying not to look too nervous… or too sweaty.

“You’re twitching again,” Loona said without looking.

“Huh? No I’m not.”

Bounce. Catch. Bounce. Fumble.

She smirked. “It’s fine,” she added, glancing over. “They haven’t pissed me off. Yet.”

Blaze exhaled. “That’s encouraging.”

Just then, Krystal jogged past in a form-hugging blue wetsuit, water glistening along her fur. She paused in front of them, lifting her goggles.

“Blaze! Want to come for a swim? The coral reef is amazing. I could show you some of the local sealife.”

Blaze opened his mouth to answer—but Loona spoke first.

“He’s allergic.”

Krystal blinked. “To coral?”

“To bad decisions.”

A long pause.

Krystal gave a tight smile. “Noted.”

She jogged on.

Blaze turned to Loona. “You know I’m not—”

“I also know that she definitely invited you to more than just fish-viewing.”

He grinned. “You jealous?”

“No,” Loona said, stretching lazily. “Just territorial.”

They moved to the pool eventually—because the sun was getting hot and Blaze needed to cool off both literally and metaphorically. Loona lounged on the poolside bench with her legs dipped in, while Blaze floated nearby on a lazy inner tube.

Everything was peaceful.

Then Highwire cannonballed into the deep end, sending a huge splash that completely soaked Blaze and misted over Loona’s drink.

“Whoops!” Highwire called, climbing out with a shake that left her muscles glistening. “Sorry, Loona.”

“You did that on purpose,” Loona replied calmly, flicking water off her shades.

Highwire only grinned. “Gotta keep the energy up around here. Blaze gets distracted easy.”

“I’m sure you’d know.”

Blaze coughed violently into his drink.

Midday came.

Because someone, Aleu, got bored, a “friendly sparring competition” was set up on the sand. Blaze had to participate, of course. He was guilted into it by the glimmer in Kimiko’s eyes and Aleu’s loud declarations of “Blaze used to be a beast back in school!”

Loona sat under a parasol, watching as Blaze fumbled with a sparring staff, only for Kimiko to bounce around him with her fox-like agility. She wasn’t even trying to win. She was clearly trying to flirt, tails brushing against him mid-feint, giggles between dodges.

Then Muru joined in and deliberately tripped—falling on top of Blaze with a delighted “Oops~!”

Loona, arms crossed, tail flicking, looked like she was calculating the exact trajectory needed to hurl her drink at Muru without wasting a single drop.

Afternoon followed shortly after.
Eventually, Blaze pulled Loona aside, desperate for a moment alone.

“Wanna walk the beach?” he asked, brushing the sand from her thigh. “Just us?”

She stood, dusted herself off, and nodded. “Lead the way.”

They strolled barefoot along the shoreline, the waves gently lapping at their paws. Loona was quiet for a bit.

Then she said, “They’re not bad. For exes. Or… whatever.”

Blaze raised a brow. “You mean that?”

“Mostly.”

“…You wanna murder any of them yet?”

Loona didn’t answer right away. Then, “If anyone even thinks of touching you tonight, I’m breaking a fucking wrist.”

Blaze smiled. “That’s kind of romantic.”

“I know.”

He reached over and took her paw, giving it a squeeze.

They walked in silence a bit longer.

And Blaze felt… okay. Uncomfortable, sure. Stressed? Absolutely. But Loona wasn’t storming off or burning the beach down. She was trying. For him. And that made his chest ache in the best way.

Evening Approaches…
The sun dipped low again, casting golden light across the waves.

Back at the resort, the staff began prepping for the night’s island party—a bonfire, drinks, dancing.

Blaze and Loona returned to their room to change, both grateful for the breather. She took a long shower. He tried to psych himself up.

Because tomorrow… there would be more.

But tonight?

Tonight wasn’t horrible.

And that… was a win.

***

The door to the cabana suite clicked shut behind them.

Blaze immediately sighed and flopped face-first into the bed, tail twitching in panic-exhaustion.

Loona walked in behind him, towel over her shoulders, arms crossed under her chest, and just watched him squirm for a few seconds. Then: “So.”

His ears perked up. “...Yes?”

She tossed the towel at his head. “Wanna explain again how your personal harem ended up on our romantic beach getaway?”

Blaze sat up, rubbing his face, groaning. “I swear, I didn’t plan this. Mangle thought she was being helpful! You know how she is. No social filter. Like a glitter cannon with legs.”

Loona raised an eyebrow. “And you didn’t think to, I don’t know, double-check that she didn’t turn this into a fan convention for your greatest hits?”

“I did! I just didn’t do it soon enough!” He got up and paced the room, dragging his fingers through his pink hair. “I didn’t want this, Loona. Not with you here. You’re the one I’m trying to build something with, not flirt through a minefield of my past encounters while dodging spiritual STDs in the sand!”

Loona snorted, smirking despite herself. “That’s... vivid.”

He turned to her, ears drooped. “I’m sorry. I mean it. I know how this looks. But I want this week to be about us. Just us.”

Loona walked up to him slowly, arms still crossed, expression unreadable.

He braced for a slap.

Instead, she punched him in the shoulder.

Hard.

“Ow!”

“Idiot,” she said, but her tone was soft.

He rubbed his shoulder, grinning sheepishly. “Yeah. Certified.”

She finally smiled again—real, tired, but warm.

“I know this wasn’t your fault. It’s just... a lot. Half the girls here look like they stepped out of a swimsuit fantasy calendar and all of them have shared your bed at some point. That’s... not nothing.”

Blaze nodded. “I get it.”

She sighed and rested her forehead against his chest, tail twitching behind her. “But I’m still here. Still with you.”

He gently wrapped his arms around her. “Thanks for not dropkicking anyone.”

“Yet.”

“…Fair.”

She pulled back, flicking him in the nose. “Don’t make me regret it.”

“You won’t.”

Loona gave him one more long look, then leaned in and kissed him. Soft. Firm. Claiming.

“I’m still gonna look amazing tonight.”

“You always do.”

“...You better not look too amazing or you’ll start a riot.”

“I’ll wear a shirt. And a collar.”

Loona grinned. “Leash optional.”

Blaze blinked.

Then blushed.

Hard.

She winked and walked toward the bathroom. “Hurry up and change, dumbass. If tonight’s going to be a test… I’m gonna ace it.”

***
The bonfire crackled against the twilight sky, casting gold and amber shadows across the sand. Lanterns swayed in the breeze, music thumped low and steady, and anthros of every stripe mingled with drinks in hand and flirtation on tongue.

A long wooden table had been dragged out near the fire, where Blaze now sat — awkward smile plastered across his face, sand between his toes, a drink that had gone warm in his paw, and eight exes surrounding him like a living scrapbook.

Loona? Sitting right beside him.

Legs crossed.

Drink in paw.

Expression like a sphinx carved out of snark.

Blaze had never been more aroused and terrified in his life.

“Let’s play a game,” Muru purred, leaning in. “We all share how we met Blaze. Favorite memory. Best… moment.”

Loona raised a brow. “This sounds like emotional roulette.”

“I like roulette,” Krystal said, sipping a cosmic-blue cocktail.

Aleu threw back a shot. “I call dibs on going first.” She leaned back, putting her feet up on the log bench, tail wagging lazily.

“Back in high school, Blaze used to hang out at my place a lot. Study nights. Late-night movies. Y’know… innocent stuff. Only problem?” She smirked at Loona.“Blaze had this huge crush on my mom.”

Loona blinked. “Wait—Jenna?”

Jenna, seated nearby with a wine glass in paw, gave a classy wave. “He was adorable.”

Aleu laughed. “I fanned that flame so hard. Invited him over on purpose just to watch him sweat whenever Mom bent over in yoga pants. I didn’t even care when they hooked up later. Honestly? Kinda hot. Especially when I started to join.”
Loona gave Blaze a look.

Blaze took a long drink.

Highwire crossed her arms, grinning. “I met Blaze when he tried to join our battle royale crew. Said he was ‘a quick learner.’”

Kimiko giggled. “He couldn’t tell a shotgun from a shovel.”

Highwire snorted. “Worst noob I ever trained.”

“But he tried so hard,” Kimiko added with a dreamy sigh. “Fell over so much…”

Highwire smirked at Loona. “Eventually earned a few wins. And a couple other things.”

Blaze coughed violently.

Loona sipped her drink. “He still screams when the microwave beeps.”

Krystal swirled her drink. “I met Blaze in a VR tournament. He hacked his way in using tech he definitely wasn’t allowed to have.”

Blaze shrugged. “I wanted to meet the girl with the tail and the twin blasters.”

Krystal leaned over the table. “We had a few… thrilling sessions. Let’s just say, virtual wasn’t the only reality that got explored.”

Loona rolled her eyes. “Great. My boyfriend’s a cross-dimensional bootlegger with a thing for foxy blue ladies.”

Krystal winked. “Guilty.”

The fire dimmed slightly as Ninetails took the spotlight, lounging like a queen on her cushion.

“Blaze was hanging out with a goddess I don’t care for. Had to make a move. Make things… interesting. I confronted the bitch. We fought. He bled when he dove in to stop it. Things at the divine spring? Hotter and steamier than the water.” She smiled slowly. “Then he smirked at me. No fear. Just charm and fire. I was intrigued.”

“Amaterasu still beat you,” Krystal muttered.

“Semantics,” Ninetails replied. “It was the beginning of a delightful rivalry.”

Loona glanced over. “You ever kiss him?”

Ninetails smirked. “Once. Nearly took his soul.”

Blaze raised a finger. “Totally worth it.”

Jenna, regal as always, took her turn with grace.

“He was sweet. Polite. And broken in all the right ways. I didn’t need him forever. Just needed to remind myself someone still saw me. Blaze… gave me that during certain… rough patches.”
Even Loona softened a bit at that.

Jenna smiled gently at her. “He’s different with you, though. Softer. Stronger. It’s nice to see.”

Muru leaned over Blaze, arms on his shoulders, her breath teasing his ear.

“I liked watching him get flustered. I liked watching him fall. But most of all… I liked watching him climb back out.”

She looked at Loona. “If he ever breaks again, I’ll be watching.”

Loona didn’t even blink. “Then bring popcorn.”

And then—

 “Am I late?”

All heads turned.

Maid Marian, dressed in a classy floral wrap and open-shouldered dress, strolled up to the firelight like a dream out of a forbidden fairytale.

“Darlings,” she said, voice smooth and velvet-rich. “Didn’t realize there was a party. You didn’t invite me, Blaze.”

Blaze stood up, surprised. “I—I thought you were in France. And I didn’t invite any—”

“Oh, I was. But when Mangle mentioned a getaway... well.” She stepped forward. “I never miss a good blaze.” And then, she leaned in and kissed him.

Not on the cheek.

Not on the lips.

But right below the jaw, slow and suggestive.

“Oh, you still taste like coconut,” she purred.

Loona’s smile didn’t falter.

But her claws did extend just slightly from her paw.

Blaze felt it before he saw it. He slowly turned back to Loona. “...She didn’t know. I swear.”

Marian blinked. “Didn’t know what?”

Loona’s tail flicked. “I’m his girlfriend,” she said evenly.

“Oh,” Marian said, smiling wide. “Ohh. Well that’s new.”

She sat beside Blaze anyway, smoothing her skirt.

“Still… you’re welcome to share.”

Blaze buried his face in his paws.

And Finally – Loona’s Turn
The firelight reflected in her eyes as she stood, drink still in paw, gaze sweeping the group.

“You all had your moments,” she said calmly. “Some sweet. Some spicy. Some way too weird for my taste.” She looked to Blaze. “But I’m the one still here. The one he wakes up next to. The one he tells stupid jokes to. The one who’s seen him at his lowest… and still stuck around.” She stepped closer to Blaze, pressing a kiss to his head. “So no matter how hot you were, or how crazy the ride was… he’s mine now.” Her eyes flicked across the stunned crowd. “Questions?”

No one said a word.

Except Muru.

Who raised her glass.

“…Damn, girl. Respect.”
The bonfire dimmed slightly as the music picked up—soft percussion, a little bass, and a sultry guitar dancing through the air like it had its own tail.

Some guests drifted toward the fire pit for marshmallows and stories. Others started dancing—bodies pressed close under the moonlight.

Loona wasn’t dancing.

She stood near the drinks table, paw tight around her cocktail, watching Blaze.

He was laughing.

He was always laughing.

Right now, it was at something Krystal had said. She leaned in close, nudging his shoulder. He nudged back without thinking. Familiar. Friendly.

Too friendly?

Loona’s jaw tightened.

She sipped her drink and told herself it was fine.

Meanwhile…
Blaze didn’t notice Loona’s tension. He was still high on her speech. That moment where she’d stood up, claimed him, looked every woman in the circle straight in the eye and dared them to try her.

He was so proud.
And kind of turned on.

But now Marian had slipped beside him again, gently threading her fingers through his hair like it was still okay.

“You’ve gotten fluffier,” she said, voice a velvet purr.

He chuckled awkwardly. “Better conditioner. Loona makes me take care of myself more.”

“Mm. I miss that,” she said, tapping her chin. “Touching you. Talking late. Our little—”

“Marian,” Blaze interrupted, smile still on. “It’s nice seeing you again. Really. But... maybe cool it with the reminiscing.”

She blinked, a little surprised. “Oh?”

Before she could push further, Kimiko appeared beside him, pulling lightly at his wrist. “Come dance! Just one. I never got to last time, remember?”

Blaze hesitated. Then smiled apologetically. “Sure. Just one.”

He glanced over his shoulder.

Loona was watching.

She looked away the second their eyes met.

The Dance Floor waited.
It was just one dance.

Kimiko was respectful, if flirty. Highwire came over near the end and joked about Blaze’s two-left-foot spin move. They laughed. Blaze laughed. He was in his element — charming, light, trying to keep everything from catching fire.

But that was the problem.

Loona stood on the edge, arms folded, drink forgotten.

She didn’t want to fight.

Didn’t want to be that girlfriend.

But watching Blaze dance, even casually, with the same girl who once had her tails wrapped around him in bed?

That felt like a slap.

And Blaze? He didn’t push her away. Didn’t even glance her direction again.

She’d staked her claim earlier… and yet?

She didn’t feel like she’d won.

Later That Night – After the Fire was dim.
Their room was quiet.

The waves outside hummed like a lullaby, the moon painting the floor in pale blue light.

Loona stood at the window, arms crossed, tail low.

Blaze was getting undressed behind her, tossing his shirt into a chair, humming softly like everything was fine.
She didn’t speak.

He noticed eventually.

“…You okay?”

“…Yeah,” she said, still not facing him. “Just tired.”

He stepped up behind her, paws resting on her waist.

“That was a wild night, huh?” he said gently. “You were incredible, by the way. I’ve never seen you like that. You were—”

“Marked you,” she said, voice low.

He blinked. “Huh?”

“In front of them. I made it clear who you belonged to. And half of them still flirted. Still touched. Still danced.”

His smile faltered.

“…They’re just being friendly.”

Loona turned then, slowly. “Are they?”

He opened his mouth.

She cut him off.

“Do you really not see it? Or do you just not want to make things awkward for them?”

“Loona, come on—”

“I don’t want to control you,” she snapped, a little more heated now. “I’m not trying to put a damn leash on your neck.” She stepped back, voice dropping. “But I’m the one watching. I’m the one fucking sitting alone while your exes brush your arm and laugh and pull you to dance. You didn’t even look at me.”

Blaze was stunned into silence.

She added, softer, “I’ve never had this. Relationships. Friends. This weird… crowd of ex-lovers who are still ‘buddies’. I don’t know how to act around it. But I do know what it feels like when someone you care about doesn’t stand by you when it counts.”

Blaze looked genuinely wounded. “I thought I was trying to make it easier.”

“Maybe stop trying to be liked by everyone,” she said. “And start choosing me in front of them.”

She didn’t yell.

Didn’t cry.

She just stepped past him, tail low, and climbed into bed.

Blaze stood there in the moonlight, uncertain for the first time in a long time.

And he realized—

Maybe being nice wasn't enough.

Maybe she didn’t need a charmer.

Maybe she needed a partner.

CHAPTER FOUR
Polite Isn’t Always Peaceful
The next morning broke warm and golden.

Loona woke to the scent of tropical fruit and sizzling eggs. She stretched, rubbing her eyes, and found Blaze in the kitchenette, wearing nothing but swim shorts and a hopeful expression.

“Good morning,” he said gently. “Made breakfast. And... I put my phone on silent all night. No distractions.”

Loona sat up slowly, blinking at him.

He stepped over, tray in paw. “No exes. No drama. Just you, me, and this mango that tried to escape the cutting board twice.”

Loona smirked despite herself. “You tried.”

“Hey, I succeeded. Minor fruit violence aside.”

She took the tray and gave him a small smile. “Thanks. You’re not... bad at this whole relationship thing.”

“Learning curve,” he admitted, sitting beside her. “I’m sorry. Again. I get it now. Or I’m trying to.”

She paused, then added, “I don’t want to make you ditch your friends. I just don’t want to be the only one remembering I’m your fucking girlfriend when things get... murky.”

“Got it,” he nodded. “Firming up boundaries. Being more aware. Less ‘accidental harem protagonist’ energy.”

Loona actually laughed at that. “Exactly.”

They hit the beach again together — and at first, things seemed better.

Blaze stayed close. Held her paw. Even when Muru trotted over in a slinky red swimsuit and started a conversation about “Blazey’s soft spots,” he politely cut her off and offered to get Loona a drink.

Progress.

Loona was letting herself feel okay again.

Until—

Aleu arrived with a volleyball under one arm and said, “Hey Blaze! You in for a game? Just us two-on-two like old times?”

Blaze looked to Loona.

She gave a subtle nod. “Sure. I’ll watch.”

During the game, Blaze kept glancing her way, checking in. Aleu was definitely friendly, but she bumped into him more than necessary, teased his form like she was testing the water, and once tried to adjust his grip on the ball with both paws on his waist.

Loona narrowed her eyes. But held back.

Barely.

Later, Kimiko and Highwire invited Blaze to “a cooling dip” in the saltwater grotto. Loona started to follow, but Highwire grinned and said, “Girl talk’s happening after this. We’ll return your wolf in one piece.”

Loona hesitated.

Blaze gave her a look — “I got this” — and followed the girls with a shrug.

Loona sat back down in the lounge chair, watching the cave entrance they disappeared into.

She didn’t move for several minutes.

Then reached over, took Blaze’s drink instead of her own, and muttered, “Girl talk, huh? Wonder if that involves tongue.” She downed the alcohol, then turned to the next.
Inside the Grotto…
To Blaze’s credit, he was doing his best.

He kept the conversation light, his posture casual, laughed when Highwire tried to splash him and stepped back when Kimiko floated a little too close.

But the problem was—

Neither of them cared about boundaries.

“Relax,” Kimiko purred, brushing his arm under the water. “We’re not gonna steal you.”

“Just borrow you,” Highwire teased, resting her elbow on his shoulder.

Blaze laughed nervously. “Yeah, uh… Loona might rip someone’s ears off for that.”

“She’s not even here,” Kimiko whispered, inching close.

That’s when Blaze gently — firmly — stepped back.

“Which is exactly why I need to not screw up,” he said. “Boundaries, remember?”

Highwire raised a brow. “Damn. Look at you. Grown-up Blaze.”

Kimiko gave a disappointed little pout. “Maybe next time?”

Blaze offered a tight smile. “Maybe not.”

Loona was sunning herself when Blaze returned, fur still damp, expression careful.

He dropped into the chair beside her, handed her a fresh drink, and leaned over.

“I said no,” he whispered. “To both of them.”

Loona opened one eye. “They tried something?”

He nodded.

She looked away. “…Thanks.”

He gently touched her paw.

“I’m learning, Loon. I really am.”

She squeezed it.

But even as they sat in that moment of quiet connection…

Krystal and Marian approached from down the beach — each holding a pair of seashell necklaces and grinning far too smugly.

“Couples massage?” Krystal offered sweetly.

“Or sandcastle contest?” Marian purred. “Winner gets Blaze for a sunset walk.”

Loona stood slowly, ears twitching, teeth just barely showing.

Blaze stood too — quickly.

“Uh, maybe another time!” he said, arms raised. “We were just about to—uh—go get ice cream! Right, Loona tuna?”

Loona didn’t speak.

She just turned, started walking, and Blaze scrambled after her.

Blaze caught up, walking beside her, unsure if he should speak.

She beat him to it.

“You’re trying, Blaze. I see that. I do.”

“But…”

She stopped walking.

“You’re trying not to hurt their damn feelings. I get that. But sometimes that means you’re still hurting mine, you ass.”

He frowned. “I don’t mean to.”

“I know.” She sighed. “That’s the worst part.”

***

Afternoon melted into evening with the lazy sway of island time. Blaze and Loona were walking through the market row at the resort — little booths set up with seashell necklaces, tropical fruits, and handcrafted souvenirs. The sun was dipping low again, casting long shadows and making everything feel painted in gold.

Loona was calmer than earlier. She was trying. Letting herself enjoy this again.

Blaze bought her a coconut drink with two straws.

They sat on a wooden bench under a tree, just watching the waves and sipping in silence.

And then…

“Blazey~!”
Jenna’s voice.

Sultry.

Warm.

And not alone.

Ninetails was beside her.

The two of them approached like two halves of a very dangerous whole — hips swaying, tails flowing, sunglasses pushed up into styled fur. Both curvy. Both confident. And both very much not here to back down.
Loona tensed before they were even close.

Blaze sat up straighter.

“Afternoon,” Jenna said, sweet as honey. She wore a breezy sundress with a deep neckline that absolutely did not need to plunge that low.

Ninetails wore a sheer sarong over her swimsuit that left little to the imagination — flames embroidered along the hem, and not a single care given.

“We were just talking,” Jenna continued, “about old beach trips.”

Blaze blinked. “We only ever went on one—”

Ninetails grinned. “Which was enough to spark a few memories…” She leaned down slightly, tail swaying behind her. “Do you remember the hot springs? You snuck in after hours. Thought I was asleep.”

Loona’s grip on her coconut cracked.

Blaze turned red. “That was like—one time—and you definitely weren’t asleep.”

Jenna stepped closer and sat right next to him on the bench, letting her thigh press into his. “And what about our snow day? You got so cold your teeth chattered. I kept you warm all night, remember?”

Loona didn’t blink.

Blaze laughed awkwardly. “Y-Yeah, you had like three blankets—”

“No,” Jenna said, reaching out to smooth a bit of fur from his ear. “I kept you warm.”

That finger lingered.

Loona rose.

Not a word.

Just stood.
Blaze noticed immediately. “Hey, Loona?”

“I’m gonna go walk,” she said coolly. “Before I forget how to play nice.”

Jenna blinked. “Oh, we didn’t mean to interrupt—”

“You didn’t,” Loona said over her shoulder, walking off.

But the tone?

That said try again and I will make a scene so messy the ocean’ll have blood in it.
Blaze stood, flustered. “I should—go with her. I promised her space and now there’s not enough.”

Ninetails smirked, stepping into his path, tails curling around him lightly. “Afraid she doesn’t want to share?”

“She doesn’t have to,” Blaze said, gently untangling her tails.

Then he ran after Loona, calling her name.

She walked fast.

He caught up, jogging beside her. “Loona! Wait—”

“I am waiting,” she snapped. “That’s the fucking problem. I’m waiting. I’m watching. I’m the fucking girlfriend sitting there quietly while two walking fertility icons with huge tits fawn over my boyfriend like he’s still on the fucking market!”

Blaze frowned. “That’s not fair.”

“Isn’t it?”

He hesitated.

“…They didn’t mean anything by it,” he said quietly.

Loona stopped.

Turned.

And looked him dead in the eye.

“They never mean anything by it. But I’m the one stuck playing diplomat while they rub your ears and reminisce about how ‘warm’ your body used to be against theirs.”

Blaze opened his mouth.

Nothing came out.

She shook her head.

“I told you I’m trying. But I can only watch so many hands on you, Blaze. I can only smile so many fake smiles.” Her voice cracked slightly. “And I don’t want to blow up. I don’t want to be that girlfriend. But I’m running out of leash.”

She didn’t wait for an answer.

Just walked ahead, slow now, tail low.

And Blaze stood in the sand…

Feeling, maybe for the first time, that his silence was starting to cost her.
The night air was warm again. Too warm.

After the tension earlier, Blaze had convinced Loona to come down for the island’s “Firelight Gala” — a formal-ish beach party. Soft music, glowing lanterns strung between palm trees, elegantly dressed anthros mingling beneath the stars.

Blaze wore a sleek, dark open shirt and linen pants. Loona had slipped into a blue bikini with stars on it that showed enough to warn the others: mine.
For the first hour, things were fine.

A little awkward, sure.

But calm.

Until Ninetails showed up again.

She looked divine.

Too divine.

Her gown was silky and black with gold embroidery, a plunging neckline that dared anyone to look, and a necklace that shimmered with foxfire charms. She walked straight past half the party like they didn’t exist and zeroed in on Blaze.

He was sipping a drink. Talking with Loona. Laughing softly at something she muttered under her breath.

Then—

“Ninetails,” he greeted her cautiously.

“Blaze,” she purred.

She walked up behind him and touched his shoulders. Slow. Familiar. Too familiar.

“I’ve missed this look,” she murmured, brushing his hair back. “You always wear black so well. Brings out the color in your... collarbone.”

Blaze shifted, trying to move away. “Ninetails—”

And then—

She kissed his neck.

Not a playful air kiss.

Not a mistake.

Lips.

Neck.

Lingering.

Loona stood frozen.

Blaze’s breath caught. “Ninetails—what the hell?!”

Ninetails smiled, pulling back with infuriating calm.

“Oops. I forgot... You’re taken now.”

She turned, tails sweeping behind her, and vanished into the crowd like it had all been nothing.

Loona’s claws were out.

Not figuratively.

Literally.
And before Blaze could turn, she lunged.
“LOONA—!”

She tackled Ninetails from behind, sending both of them into a pile of sand and fruit bowls. Guests gasped. Chairs scattered. Somewhere, someone dropped a tray of drinks.

Loona bit.
Not hard enough to maim — but enough to mark.

Enough to make a point.

And Ninetails screeched.
The kitsune rolled away, stunned. “You BIT ME?!”

Loona stood over her, fangs bared, tail flared out like fire.

“Touch him again, and I’ll make sure you never reincarnate.”

The crowd backed away.

Blaze was there in seconds. “Loona—!”

She turned on him now.

Eyes burning.

“Oh. Now you care?!”

Blaze froze. “What?”

“You let her touch you. Kiss you. You laughed it off. You always laugh it off. What about me, Blaze?! What the fuck about me?!”

He flinched. “I didn’t let her! I was surprised!”

“You never say anything! You never push back! You just stand there and smile and let them walk all over your spine—our spine!”

“It’s not that simple!” he snapped, voice rising.

“YES, IT IS!” she shouted back. “It’s about respect! If you can’t say no to them, how the hell am I supposed to think you’re really saying yes to me?!”

Blaze’s tail bristled now too. “What do you want me to do, Loona?! Burn every bridge I’ve ever built just to prove I care about you?! I do! I love you! But I’m not going to be an asshole just because someone else doesn’t know when to back off!”

“I’m not asking for blood,” she growled, “I’m asking for a fucking backbone!”

The words hit like a wave.

Blaze’s jaw clenched.

So did hers.

A long, tense silence.

Then Loona turned away.

“I need space,” she muttered.

She didn’t wait for a response.

She stalked off into the night, past the stunned crowd, toward the resort bar.

At the Bar…
She slammed down on the stool, ears pinned back, tail twitching with restrained rage.

The bartender—a grey hyena with good instincts—slid over.

Loona didn’t look at him. “Whatever’s strongest. No fruit. No umbrellas. Just fucking obliteration.”

The hyena nodded silently.

She didn't want sweetness.

She wanted burn.

And behind her, the party kept glowing like nothing had happened.

Like her heart hadn’t just cracked open under firelight.

CHAPTER FIVE
After The Bite
The music had died.

The firelight still flickered, but the mood had long since gone out. The crowd was dispersing now—half stunned, half pretending nothing had happened. Nobody danced. Nobody spoke above a whisper.

Blaze stood at the edge of the scene, the spot where Loona had stormed off still fresh with pawprints and tension.

He hadn’t moved.

His fur still smelled faintly of the drink someone spilled when Loona pounced. His heart was heavier than the whole damn ocean.

He hadn’t cried.

But his eyes burned.

Slowly, finally, he turned back to the group.

Some of the girls had stayed.

Aleu.

Jenna.

Kimiko.

Highwire.

Krystal.

Even Marian, who looked... embarrassed, for once.

And Ninetails—who stood dusting sand off her hips, lips curved in that too-calm smile, even with a clear bite mark on her shoulder.

Blaze stepped forward.

“…I’m sorry.”

The words weren’t loud. But they landed like a stone in still water.

“I should’ve said something sooner. I should’ve told her I had her back, right there, in front of you. I should’ve stopped the touches. The teasing. All of it.” His voice cracked. “I hurt her. Because I didn’t want to hurt you. But that’s not fair. Not to her. Not to us.”

The girls looked at one another.

Aleu was the first to speak. “I pushed it too far. I joked around too much. I didn’t mean to stir the pot, but... I did. Sorry, Blaze.”

Blaze nodded.

Jenna stepped forward. “I let nostalgia override respect. You’ve grown, Blaze. Things have changed. I should’ve recognized that.”

Even Krystal, prideful and collected, lowered her eyes. “We’ve all been guilty of taking advantage of how kind you are.”

Highwire clicked her tongue. “Yeah. We saw you squirm, and still kept messing. Loona’s scary, but... we made her feel alone. That’s on us.”

And then...

Kimiko, quiet until now, spoke softly. “She looked... really hurt.”

Her voice was more thoughtful than apologetic. Like she was absorbing all of this.

Blaze finally turned toward Ninetails.

She tilted her head.

“Well?”

She blinked, exaggeratedly. “Darling, I’m a demon. Of course I went too far. That’s literally my damn job.”

Krystal glared. “You kissed him to win.”

“And lost,” Marian muttered, brushing her braid behind one ear.

Ninetails only laughed. “You’re all so self-righteous.”

But Blaze didn’t flinch this time.

“I want you to leave her alone,” he said, quietly. “No more games. If you respect me, then you will respect her.”

Ninetails' smile faded a bit. And for once, she didn’t have a quip. Instead, she gave a theatrical shrug and turned away. “No promises. But I’ll behave... for now.”

The others watched her leave.

Blaze let out a slow, shaking breath.

Then turned to the rest.

“Thank you. For staying. For saying that.”

“We’ll give you space,” Jenna said gently. “You need to fix this.”

He nodded.

Kimiko stood quietly a few steps away, glancing in the direction Loona had vanished.

Then, without a word…

She slipped into the shadows.

The resort bar was dim and mostly empty this late into the night, save for a couple of diehards and one nearly-comatose raccoon passed out on a fruit-themed stool. The bartender had stopped offering suggestions and simply slid whatever Loona pointed at next.

She was on her fourth drink.

Maybe fifth.

Her fur was a little unkempt now, and the collar of her dress had slipped off one shoulder. She didn’t fix it. Just sat there, cheek propped on her fist, tail still.

Not angry.

Just... empty.

The kind of silence that makes sound feel out of place.

She took another sip of something orange and mean.

Blaze.

She hated how the name still made her heart ache.

She let him in.

She let him matter.
And look how that worked out.

That goddamn dumbass with pink hair and soft smiles and the inability to bite back when he should have.
She growled to herself, low and bitter, and nearly downed the rest of the glass.

That’s when she heard soft pawsteps behind her.

She didn’t turn.

Not yet.

“...Loona?”

Her ears twitched.

She recognized the voice.

Kimiko.

Loona stiffened slightly, then slowly swiveled in her stool, eyes bloodshot from salt and liquor and things she didn’t want to feel.
The fox stood just inside the bar’s threshold, tail low, paws fidgeting with the hem of her skirt. Her glow was dimmed. Not by shame — by uncertainty.
Loona stared at her like a bomb debating if it wanted to go off. “You lost?” she asked flatly.

Kimiko shook her head. “No. I just… I saw what happened. I wanted to... talk.”

That’s when Loona stood up.

Fast.

Chair screeching.

Kimiko flinched.

Loona stepped forward.

No claws yet.

But her voice was a growl.

“Let me guess. You came to say Blaze didn’t mean it. That he’s just friendly. That I should smile and accept that I’m never gonna mean as much to him as all of you do because you’ve had years of flirty fucking bullshit and nostalgia and sex games and—”

“No!” Kimiko squeaked, stepping back. “N-No, I swear, I didn’t—!”

Loona stopped. Her chest heaved once. Twice.

Then she let out a shaky exhale and turned away, grabbing the edge of the bar to steady herself. “…Sorry,” she muttered, barely audible. “Not at you. I just... I’m pissed.”

Kimiko stayed quiet for a moment, then softly approached. “…You scared me.”

“Good,” Loona said, half-laughing.

But Kimiko didn’t back away again. “…But I stayed.”

Loona blinked at that.

Slowly turned her head.

Kimiko’s ears were pinned back, her five tails curled close to her sides. Her eyes were wide, but honest.

“I’m not here to defend him,” Kimiko said quietly. “I just… I saw how much that hurt you. And I thought… maybe you shouldn’t be alone right now.”

Loona stared at her for a long time.

Then slowly sat back down, shoulders slumping.

“...You're brave. Or really fucking stupid.”

Kimiko smiled shyly. “Maybe both.”

A silence hung between them.

Then Loona spoke again. Softer.

“He was... mine. I let him be mine. And now I’m wondering if that was the dumbest thing I’ve ever done.”

Kimiko didn’t interrupt.

“I didn’t ask for him to fix me. I just... let him in. I let him see me. And now he’s smiling at girls who think neck kisses are funny and treating it like a fucking joke. Like I’m supposed to be okay with it. Like I’m not... breaking.”

Her voice caught at the last word.

Kimiko lowered her head. “He doesn’t realize. Not yet. But I think… you’re the first one who made him feel like he could be something better.”

Loona looked over. Eyes tired. “Then he better start acting like it.”

Kimiko nodded gently.

And then—

“...Can I sit with you?” she asked.

Loona gestured to the stool beside her.

And for the first time that day...

She wasn’t alone.

Loona sighed into her drink, letting the silence settle comfortably for a change.

Kimiko sat beside her now, tail tips twitching nervously against the bar stool’s legs. She hadn’t said anything more since sitting—just gently spun her empty paw across the condensation ring Loona’s glass had left behind.

Loona looked over. “You drinking or just window-shopping?”

Kimiko gave a sheepish shrug. “I, um… don’t usually drink.”

Loona flagged down the bartender anyway. “One of the same.”

Kimiko blinked. “Oh, I really—”

“Live a little, Sparkles.”

The drink slid in front of her: clear, no garnish, and evil.

Kimiko stared at it like it might bite her.

Loona tilted her head. “You gonna sip it or let it judge you to death?”

Kimiko huffed softly, tail flicking. “I can do it.” She raised the glass, took a small sip—

And immediately choked.

Her tails flared, face flushing red as she gasped.

Loona barked out a laugh. “That good, huh?”

Kimiko coughed once, twice, then giggled through the burn. “That was fire in liquid form!”

“Yeah. It’s my favorite.”

Kimiko wiped a tear from her eye, still giggling. “It explains so much about you.”

Loona smirked into her drink. “Thanks.”

Another pause.

And then Kimiko spoke again, softer now. “…I’m not great at making friends. Not unless Highwire’s around.”

Loona raised an eyebrow.

Kimiko continued, staring into her glass. “She’s loud. Confident. People respect her. Me? I’m... easier to overlook. I think that’s why I liked Blaze.”

Loona tensed ever so slightly.

But Kimiko didn’t stop.

“Not like that. Not anymore. I mean, yeah, I crushed on him. He was cute. Sweet. But mostly? He talked to me like I mattered. Not because Highwire introduced me. Not because I was useful. Just... me.” She smiled faintly. “I think he does that for a lot of people. And I get how that’s a problem, too.”

Loona leaned back in her stool, staring out toward the sea. “He’s shit at saying no.”

“Because he wants everyone to be okay,” Kimiko finished for her.

“Even if it tears him apart.”

Kimiko nodded.

Loona didn’t say anything for a moment. Just took another sip. Let it burn again.

Then—

“This is new for me.”

Kimiko tilted her head.

“Talking like this,” Loona clarified. “Opening up. Not threatening someone into shutting up or running away. It’s... not my thing.”

Kimiko gave a gentle, shy smile. “You’re doing good.”

Loona huffed. “Don’t get sappy.”

“I’m serious,” Kimiko said. “You scare me, yeah. But not because you’re mean. Because you’re real. You don’t play games.”

Loona’s face softened, ever so slightly.

“…Friends?” Kimiko offered, almost too quietly.

Loona looked at her. Then back at her drink. Then at the bartender.

“Another one for the fluffy-tailed lightweight over here.”

Kimiko blinked. “Wait—what—?”

Loona clinked her glass gently against the new one as it arrived. “…Friends,” she said.

Kimiko beamed.

And as they sipped and coughed and laughed again...

Somewhere deep down, Loona felt something unclench.
Maybe she wasn’t alone in this.

***

The suite was too quiet.

Blaze sat on the edge of the bed, elbows on his knees, his phone untouched beside him. No texts. No buzz. Nothing from Loona.

The sound of the ocean outside the open balcony doors was the only thing filling the space, but even that felt distant. Muted. He dragged a paw through his hair for the fifth time in ten minutes. His tail didn’t move. His ears stayed flat. He felt... wrong.

He'd come here thinking this would be a dream week. But right now?

It felt like he’d lost something that hadn't even fully begun yet.

The knock on the door was soft.

He almost didn’t hear it.

Then it came again.

He stood, sluggishly, padded over, and opened it.

Aleu stood on the other side.

No volleyball this time. No smirk.

Just a hoodie, some shorts, and a surprisingly serious look in her bright eyes.

“Hey,” she said quietly. “Can I come in?”

Blaze hesitated.

Then nodded and stepped aside.

She entered, looking around the room like it held ghosts. Probably because it did — his.

“I figured you’d be alone,” she said gently. “Figured maybe... you shouldn’t be.”

Blaze sat again on the edge of the bed. Aleu sat in the chair across from him, pulling her legs up and resting her chin on her knees.

“You okay?” she asked.

“No.”

“Good,” she said. “Means you care.”

He looked up at her.

She gave a small, sad smile. “…I was a jerk.”

Blaze blinked. “What?”

“This whole week. Teasing. Flirting. Making things... uncomfortable. It wasn’t fair to Loona. Or to you.”

Blaze shook his head. “It’s not all on you. I let it happen. I smiled through it like a goddamn sitcom character. Just wanted everyone to get along and ended up breaking the only person who actually… grounds me.”

Aleu leaned forward, resting her chin on her arms now. “You remember high school?” she said.

Blaze glanced up, tired. “Yeah.”

“You remember how you used to apologize to vending machines if you bumped into them?”

“…I still do that.”

She smiled again. “Exactly. You’ve always hated making people uncomfortable. You’re not weak, Blaze. You just hate seeing people unhappy. Even if it means setting yourself on fire to keep them warm.”

He stayed quiet.

Aleu’s voice dropped a little.

“I saw Loona’s eyes today. I know that look. That was someone hanging by a thread. Not because you don’t love her. But because she doesn’t know if you’ll choose her when it counts.”

Blaze swallowed. “I did choose her—”

“Then you’ve gotta show it. Not just when it’s easy. Not just in private. In the moment. In the fire.”

Blaze looked down at his paws.

Aleu tilted her head.

“Y’know, when we were kids, I always thought you were gonna end up with someone loud. Someone who could match you joke-for-joke. Someone with bounce.” She smirked. “Loona’s not that.”

“She doesn’t need to be,” Blaze said, voice soft.

“Exactly. She’s real. Gritty. Guarded. But when she does open up? It’s gold, Blaze. And she gave that to you.” She leaned forward, elbows on knees now. “Don’t make her regret that.”

He nodded.

Still quiet.

Aleu stood.

“Loona’s not gonna need you to burn bridges. Just... build a damn door and close it sometimes. And make sure she knows she’s inside.”

Blaze stood slowly.

Aleu gave him a quick hug — not flirtatious. Not lingering.

Just familiar.
“You’re a good guy, Blaze. But even good guys have to step up.”

Then she headed for the door.

Before she left, she added over her shoulder:

“Kimiko went to check on her.”

Blaze looked up.

Aleu gave a soft nod. “Maybe it’s not too late.”

And then she was gone.

***

The door to the suite creaked open just after 2 a.m.

Blaze had been sitting in the same chair for what felt like forever. Lights low. Balcony door open. The ocean had lulled him into a state that wasn’t sleep, but wasn’t fully awake either.

And then—

Loona stepped in.

She was silhouetted in the doorway first, fur gently mussed from the breeze, dress a little rumpled, a faint stagger in her step. Kimiko followed quietly behind her, her tails tucked low and respectful.

Blaze stood up slowly. His chest caught somewhere between panic and hope.

Loona looked at him. Didn’t say anything.

Kimiko gently touched her elbow. “You okay from here?”

Loona nodded.

“Yeah. Thanks.”

Kimiko glanced over at Blaze, gave him a soft, encouraging nod, then backed out of the suite and quietly closed the door behind her.

The silence that followed was thick enough to choke on.

Blaze didn’t move.

Neither did Loona.

She leaned against the wall just inside the door, arms folded across herself. Not defensive. Just… holding herself together.

“Hey,” he said quietly.

She didn’t answer.

“I was worried.”

She looked away. “I needed to not be here.”

“I get it.”

“Do you?”

He nodded. “I think I’m starting to.”

He stepped a little closer. But stopped. “I… talked with Aleu.”

Loona raised an eyebrow.

“She said I’ve got to stop smiling through everything just to keep people happy. That maybe I’ve been so worried about not being an asshole, I forgot how it feels to be stepped on.”

Loona didn’t respond. She just watched him.

He went on, quieter now.

“I hurt you.”

Loona’s jaw flexed slightly. “You didn’t stop it,” she said. “That’s what hurt.” She pushed off the wall and walked toward the balcony doors, not looking at him. “I don’t need some knight. I don’t need saving. But I thought… I thought you’d choose me. Out loud. Not just when we’re alone.” Her voice was a little unsteady now. Just a little. “I opened up to you. In every way that matters. And you let them... pull at you. Push in. Like I wasn’t even there.”

Blaze stepped toward her.

“Loona—”

She finally turned to face him.

Eyes glassy, but not from drink.

“You said I mattered,” she whispered. “But you made me feel like I was just... another name on that damn list. Another bikini in the crowd. That I’d be them one day.”

Blaze’s ears flattened. “I never meant to make you feel like that.”

“I know,” she said. “That’s the part that sucks.”

And now, with the storm faded and her guard still lowered by just enough liquor and a night spent talking through the fog…

She exhaled. “…I don’t want to lose you.”

“You’re not going to,” Blaze said immediately.

She looked up at him. “You don’t know that.”

His voice broke a little. “I’ll fight to make sure I don’t.” He stepped closer, slow, gentle.

And this time?

She let him.

She didn’t fall into his arms.

She didn’t kiss him.

She just rested her forehead against his chest.

He wrapped his arms around her like he wasn’t sure she’d stay.

And she didn’t pull away.
Loona leaned into Blaze’s chest, her forehead resting against him as his arms gently curled around her sides. Her fur was warm from the night, a little damp from humidity and tears she hadn’t wanted to shed.

Blaze kept holding her, even as she swayed just a little more with every second.

“You know,” she murmured into his chest, voice muffled, “I’m also… very drunk.”

He blinked, looking down.

Her ears drooped slightly. “Kimiko can’t finish a shot to save her life. Kept giving me hers. Thought I was being polite.”

Blaze gave a soft, breathless chuckle.

Loona's arms wrapped lazily around him. “Now everything’s warm... and blurry… and you smell like sweat and guilt.”

“I—uh... yeah,” he muttered. “That sounds about right.”

She grunted softly.

“You talk a lot,” she mumbled.

“I haven’t said anything in like a minute.”

“That’s already too much.”

Blaze smiled a little, easing them both down toward the bed as her weight shifted against him. She didn’t resist — just sank, paw still clutching the front of his shirt.

He sat on the edge of the bed, and she collapsed halfway across his lap. Her tail flicked once, then fell limp. Her eyes closed.

“Loona?”

“Mmh.”

“You wanna keep talking?”

“Mmh-mm.”

“…We can in the morning.”

She didn’t respond.

Just curled a little tighter into him with a sleepy sigh.

And that was enough.

Blaze gently slid her into bed, tucking the light sheet up over her frame, brushing a lock of hair from her eyes. She muttered something unintelligible in her sleep — maybe an insult, maybe his name.

He sat beside her for a long while, watching her breathe.

And whispered, “I love you.”

She didn’t answer.

But her tail twitched.

Just once.

CHAPTER SIX
More Than A Hangover
The sunlight bled softly through the sheer curtains, casting golden lines across the bed.

Loona groaned.

Not dramatically.

Just that low, guttural ugh that came from a soul that had made several bad decisions and was now being charged interest by her skull.

She was face-down in a pillow. Mouth dry. Brain foggy. Body… sore?

And warm.

Because someone was still beside her.

She cracked an eye.

Blaze.

Still in his shirt from last night. Sitting up, knees pulled to his chest, staring out at the sea. Quiet.

She watched him for a moment. Then buried her face in the pillow again. “…Ugh. I’m alive.”

Blaze glanced back. “Barely.”

“…Kill me.”

“You passed out mid-sentence and snored into my lap for ten minutes.”

She made a noise that could only be described as growl-adjacent embarrassment.

He smiled. But it didn’t last long.

After a moment, she sat up slowly, eyes wincing against the sun.

There was silence again.

This time not awkward.

Just… uncertain.

Loona ran a paw through her tangled hair, then rested her elbows on her knees. “…Guess we should talk.”

Blaze nodded.

But it was her who spoke first.

“I don’t open up easy,” she said, voice low. “Most people who tried didn’t stick around. Or worse. They pretended to. Used me. Took what they wanted and vanished.”

She looked at him now. Not angry. Not sad. Just… real.

“When I fell into heat… and you didn’t run? That messed with me.”

Blaze blinked. “I didn’t know—”

“You weren’t supposed to handle it. No one ever did before.” Her claws tapped against her knee. “You didn’t just take advantage like most would. You helped. You held me. You made me feel like… like I wasn’t just a weapon with boobs during that time.”

He opened his mouth.

She kept going.

“So I started to let you in. Slowly. Stupidly. I let you matter. I told myself it was okay. That you were different. That I could do this.” She paused.

Then said, quiet as a heartbeat: “And then I watched you laugh with women who once slept with you, while I sat there wondering why the hell I ever thought I’d be enough.”

Blaze’s ears sank. His voice cracked when he spoke. “I thought I was doing the right thing. Keeping it light. Friendly. But I hurt you. And that’s on me.” He took a breath. “I’m used to making people happy. I’m used to fixing things. That’s what I do. But with you… I don’t want to fix anything.” He looked over at her, eyes glossy now. “I just want to be with you.”

She stared at him.

He continued.

“You scare me sometimes. Not because you’re dangerous. Because you see through me. No one’s ever looked at me the way you do. No one’s ever meant this much before.”

She blinked. Once.

Then again. And softly said, “…Yeah.”

Neither moved.

Then Blaze scooted just a little closer. “Loona… I love you.”

Silence.

A long one.

Then:

“…You’re lucky I’m too hungover to bite you for saying that first.”

He blinked.

But then her paw found his.

Gripped it.

She didn’t say it back.

Not yet.

But the way she leaned into him?

That meant something.

And Blaze?

He finally felt chosen.
***

The smell of sizzling eggs, toasting bread, and citrus steam filled the air at the beachside breakfast lounge. The ocean breeze was light, the sun was warm, and the drama from the night before seemed like a half-remembered fever dream to the other guests.

But not to Blaze and Loona.

They sat at the far end of the patio, sharing a small booth overlooking the waves. A stack of waffles sat between them, half-devoured. Blaze had blueberry syrup smeared on one paw. Loona had stolen his bacon. Twice.

She wasn’t hiding behind sunglasses.

She wasn’t biting her tongue.

She just… sat beside him.

Close.

Not touching constantly, but every now and then, their legs would press together, or she'd steal a sip of his coffee and make a face like it owed her money.

It was quiet.

Peaceful.
Until—

Krystal approached with two glasses of juice.

She paused a short distance away, watching the two of them for a moment, then smiled. “You two look… better.”

Loona looked up, ears twitching.

Krystal raised a paw. “No worries. Just glad to see you both back in orbit.”

She set the drinks down.

One for each of them.

“From the table,” she added, gesturing behind her.

Blaze glanced over.

There they were: Jenna, Marian, Aleu, Kimiko, and Highwire — all gathered under a shaded cabana, sipping drinks and chatting. Marian waved with her glass. Aleu threw a wink, recording on her phone. Kimiko looked shy, but hopeful. Jenna offered a small nod. Highwire raised her coffee like a toast.

They weren’t angry.

They weren’t awkward.

They were… happy.
Seeing Loona and Blaze together.

Real.

Stronger.

Loona looked away, muttering, “I’m not good at people liking me.”

Blaze smiled. “You didn’t bite anyone this morning. That’s progress.”

She snorted and jabbed a fork in her waffle.

But of course… not all was calm.
Muru slinked down the steps next, tail swishing, earrings glittering, holding a cup of papaya smoothie that she absolutely did not pay for.

She sauntered up to Blaze and Loona’s table with a smile that was 90% mischief, 10% “how much can I get away with today?”

“Well, look at the lovers,” she purred. “All snuggled and sun-kissed. Makes me sick.”

Loona didn’t even look up. “Keep walking, fox-slut.”

“Oh, no flirting today?” Muru leaned in, breath warm. “I thought we had a rhythm, Blaze.”

Loona slowly turned her head.

Muru blinked. “…I’m going now.”

“Smart.”

She scurried off with a nervous chuckle and a twirl of her tail.

And finally… chaos herself.
Ninetails.
Wearing a sun hat that looked far too regal and a beach robe that definitely shouldn’t have been see-through.

She walked by their table slowly, sipping some absurdly glowing drink, tail coiled like steam.

“Ah, young love,” she mused out loud, loud enough for the entire patio to hear. “So pure. So fragile. So… enticing.”

Blaze looked up. “Ninetails.”

She stopped.

Looked back.

“Yes?”

“I’m happy.” He said it firmly. Softly. With a hand on Loona’s. “With her."

Loona smirked and leaned into him just enough to make her point.

Ninetails’ eye twitched.

She smiled anyway.

“Disgusting.”

And then sashayed away in a burst of faint flame and offended pride. And yet? Still smirking.
Loona watched her go. “She’s going to light the pool on fire later, isn’t she?”

“Yup.”

They clinked glasses.

Finished their waffles.

And for the first time since they arrived…

This actually felt like a vacation.

***

The resort’s final night gala was in full swing by the time the moon hit its highest peak — an all-out, no-holds-barred Tropical Inferno Party, hosted by the resort’s staff and sponsored, mysteriously, by Mangle’s hacked demon credit card as apology. Torches burned along the sand. A live band of feathered drummers beat out hypnotic rhythms. Lanterns floated in the water, drinks were glowing, and someone was definitely already passed out in the punch bowl.

The dress code? “As little as possible, but make it sparkle.”

Loona?

A sheer black sarong over a red bikini, with gold trim, matching sunglasses, and absolutely no patience left for anyone but Blaze.

Blaze?

Still recovering from being shirtless for too long in the sun, but he looked damn good in white linen pants and an open magenta vest. Pink hair slicked back just enough. His eyes? Only on her.

They were sitting near the edge of the dancing crowd, drink in hand, finally relaxed—

When the DJ’s music suddenly scratched to a halt.

The torches flared bright blue.

And a scream went up from the beach entrance.

“EX-FUCKING-CUSE ME!?”
Every head turned as a four-armed, glowing, glitter-drenched figure stormed through the crowd like a one-woman rave.

Queen Bee-lzebub.

Wings fluttering in golden staccato. Spiked heels kicking up sand. A slinky tropical wrap dress in yellow and pinks that somehow barely contained her figure. The scent of honey, rum, and rage surrounded her like a fragrance bomb as the air lit up around her flowing mane and tail.
She pointed all four hands at Loona as she stormed up.

“You! You have the fucking nerve to go on a fucking vacation in this lush living landscape, and not a single damn text?!”
Loona’s eyes went wide. “B-Bee?! What the fuck?!”

“I HEARD IT FROM THE POSSESSED FOX ROBOT,” Bee shrieked. “MANGLE. MANGLE told me. Mangle! You had a boyfriend moment, and you let Google Translate in glitch mode tell me first?!”

Blaze just quietly sipped his drink.

Bee turned to him next, sniffing. “And you! You're the dumbass with the soul hair! You’re the reason my girl was all heartache and thigh sweats, and you couldn’t even invite me?!”

Blaze blinked. “I… didn’t mean to—”

“You’re hot,” Bee added quickly. “Don’t get cocky. But you’re hot. I get it. Both of you are. Fuck, I can’t even stay mad.”

Loona stood up, arms out. “Bee, what the hell are you even doing here?”

“Flew in hot from Hell! You think I’m missing my girl getting railed at a tropical resort? Bitch, please. I brought a cooler. It screams. We’re partying!”

And she threw her four arms in the air.

“LIGHT IT UP, DJ!”

The music slammed back on.

Fireworks launched over the beach.

And the night ignited.

Some might call it The Queen Bee Effect, as suddenly the resort had gone from “elegant tropical escape” to “Hedonism: Electric Boogaloo.”
Bee took over the dance floor, spinning with two cocktails in one set of arms and dragging everyone into the madness with the others. She screamed every time a good beat dropped. She flirted with the lifeguards. She may or may not have kissed Krystal, Highwire, and one of Ninetails' tails. Or all of them.

Loona?

She laughed. Actually laughed.
Bee grabbed her by the wrist and yanked her onto the dance floor. “You’re glowing, bitch! That’s sex joy! I can fucking see it!”

Loona rolled her eyes. “You’re impossible.”

“And you’re in love,” Bee sing-songed, spinning her. “Now dance with me before I shame you on livestream!”

Blaze, from the side, just leaned back on the bar and watched with wide eyes and a melting heart.

Aleu sidled up next to him, drink in hand. “So… you just dating her now? Or do I need to send a formal request to Loona’s murder list to get near you again?”

He grinned. “Yeah. I’m dating her.”

“Cute.” She pecked his cheek. “Way to go, B.”
CHAPTER SEVEN
The Beat of Us
The night pulsed with energy.

The beach glowed under strings of fairy lights and lanterns shaped like tropical fruit and demonic runes. Fire-breathers spun blue flames. Drummers pounded out rhythms that made the sand thrum. The air smelled of sea salt, citrus, and something dangerously strong in the drinks.

Blaze stood near the bar, watching the kaleidoscope of chaos unfold.

He saw Aleu joking with Krystal, both of them laughing as Bee force-fed them neon cocktails.

Highwire and Kimiko were dancing together now, a whirlwind of glowing tails and athletic spins. Every so often, Highwire glanced Blaze’s way with a nod of quiet approval.

Jenna was seated nearby, sipping a drink and talking calmly with Marian, the two older women exchanging stories with soft smiles — their flirtations now cooled into warm memories.

Even Muru, for once, was just dancing. Wildly. Shirtless? Maybe. She twirled a tourist into the sea and he didn’t seem to mind.

And then—

Loona.
Laughing.

Actually laughing.
Bee had her by both hands, twirling her through the crowd like they were on fire. Her black sarong had been discarded somewhere, leaving just her crimson bikini and wild mane. She didn’t care. She moved like the music was hers.

Blaze’s heart caught in his chest.

That was her.

That was the girl he fell for. Fierce, alive, radiant.

She caught him staring.

And smirked.

Bee twirled away, leaving Loona alone in the center of the dance floor, sweaty and breathless.

Blaze took a breath.

And walked toward her.

She met him halfway.

“About time,” she teased, hands already sliding up his chest. “Thought I’d have to drag you out here.”

He grinned. “I was building dramatic tension.”

They didn’t need to speak again after that.

The music slowed just enough — a deep, sultry beat layered with tropical rhythms and soft synths.

Blaze pulled her in.

Loona let him.

They swayed.

Not some cheesy prom shuffle — no. This was two predators learning how to move together. Loona’s claws rested just below his shoulder blades. Blaze’s hands were firm at her hips. Their bodies locked in rhythm, heat, trust.

She rested her head on his shoulder — just briefly.

Then looked up at him.

“You’re not gonna trip over your tail, are you?”

He smirked. “Only if you step on it.”

“You’d like that.”

“Maybe.”

She laughed again — soft this time. Honest.

Around them, the party faded to a warm blur. Drums still thumped. Voices still rose. But for a while, there was no crowd. No Ninetails. No Bee. No I.M.P. Just two messed-up souls dancing on a beach under a sky full of stars they thought they’d never get to see together.

He kissed her then.

Not desperate.

Not dramatic.

Just... real.

And she let it linger.

When they pulled back, she said—

“I still hate dancing.”

“I know.”

“…But I don’t mind it with you.”

***

The music faded behind them.

The lights, the laughter, the pulsing heat of the beach party still danced through the night — but Loona and Blaze had slipped away from it all.

Barefoot in the cool sand, they walked the shoreline in silence. The moon hung low and bright, painting a trail across the waves like it was guiding them somewhere only they could go.

Loona’s hand was in his.

She didn’t pull away.

Didn’t joke.

Didn’t growl.

Just… walked.

A soft breeze lifted her hair. The ocean kissed her ankles. Blaze glanced over at her — saw the quiet in her eyes, the calm after the storm. And something deeper.

Something unspoken.

Until now.

She stopped walking.

Blaze did too.

She turned to him, looking down at their joined paws, then up into his face. And for once, she didn’t have anything sharp to say. Just a breath.

Then another.

“…I used to think,” she said quietly, “that if I let someone in… they’d ruin me.”

Blaze opened his mouth.

She shook her head. “Let me talk.”

He closed it.

She stared at him. Honest. Raw.

“I thought letting someone get close meant weakness. Meant giving them the power to hurt me. And every time I started to open up — every time I even fucking tried — it just proved me right.” She looked down again. Her thumb grazed the back of his paw. “But you… you never forced it. Never demanded it. You just stayed. Even when I snarled. Even when I pushed. You stayed. Like the stubborn dumbass you are.” Her voice wavered, just a little. “And that scared the hell out of me more than anything else.”

Blaze didn’t speak. He couldn’t.

Loona looked up again. Her eyes burned. But not from tears.

From truth.
“I love you, Blaze.”

She said it like a confession.

Like a battle cry.

Like a truth that had waited her whole life to breathe.

“I love you,” she repeated, louder this time. “I fucking love you and it’s terrifying. And it hurts. But it’s real. And it’s yours.”

Blaze’s heart felt like it could break. And build itself anew. He stepped closer. Cradled her face with both hands.

And whispered:

“I love you too, Loona. So damn much.”

She pulled him down into a kiss — not wild, not fiery.

Just real.

Complete.

And when it broke?

She rested her forehead against his.

“…Still hate dancing, though.”

He laughed, breathless.

“I don’t care,” he whispered. “I’ve got what I want.”

She smirked.

And this time, there was no bite behind it.

Only warmth.

Only love.

***

The sky was just starting to turn.

Soft pastels bled into the horizon — orange, lavender, pale blue — as the first hint of dawn kissed the sea. The waves were gentle now. The sand cool beneath their paws.

Blaze and Loona sat on a pair of lounge chairs dragged down near the water’s edge, a towel shared between them like a blanket. Her head rested on his shoulder. His tail wrapped lightly around hers.

They didn’t say much.

They didn’t need to.

The silence was the kind that spoke for them — steady, calm, earned.

For the first time in a long time, neither of them was bracing for a fall.

Then the resort stirred slowly behind them.

Jenna approached first — elegant even at sunrise, holding a fresh coffee in one hand and a gentle smile on her face.

“You two look good together,” she said, offering Loona a nod that felt… genuine. “Really good.”

Loona gave a slight smirk. “Took a few attempted murders to get there.”

“Best relationships do,” Jenna replied, then leaned in and gave Blaze a kiss on the forehead. “Take care of her.”

“I will.”

Aleu gave them both matching shell necklaces, tossing them over their heads like it was still high school.

“Don’t lose them,” she said. “Or each other.”

Loona rolled her eyes. “That was cheesy.”

Aleu grinned. “And yet you smiled. Speaking of!” She leaned in between them, pulled out her phone, and snapped a picture before winking. “I’ll send it to you!”
Highwire bumped Blaze’s shoulder and offered a rare, serious look.

“You got stronger,” she said.

Blaze blinked. “...Thanks?”

“Don’t screw it up.”

“Working on it.”

Kimiko lingered.

She fidgeted a bit, then offered her phone out to Loona. “Can we… maybe text sometimes?” she asked shyly. “I liked talking with you. Even if you, um… growled a lot.”

Loona took the phone.

Tapped in her number.

Then handed it back.

“Yeah. Sure. Don’t get weird.”

Kimiko beamed. “Too late!” She skipped off after Highwire.
Marian gave Blaze a wink and a whispered, “Tell her every day,” before disappearing back into the morning mist like a storybook character late for a scandal.

Krystal just raised her glass from afar.

Respectful.

Approving.

A fellow warrior knowing the battle had been won. She had a drink to finish.
Muru?

Tried to sneak off with a bag of mini liquor bottles.

Loona called out, “I see you, fox girl.”

“Love you too, sweetheart~!”

With a puff of smoke, she was gone.

And then—

Bee.
Dragged out by two poor staffers, wearing sunglasses so dark they could see the future, and a towel over her head like a shroud.

Her voice was a hoarse whisper of suffering.

“If either of you gets engaged, you text me first. Or so help me I will crash the wedding from space.”

Loona raised a brow. “...You good?”

Bee’s four arms trembled. “I drank something last night that glitched in the glass. I’m gonna die. But I’ll die fucking fabulous.”

Blaze offered her a bottle of water.

She hissed like a vampire and collapsed in the shade.

Loona looked around.

Everyone was mostly gone.

The beach was theirs again.

Quiet.

Peaceful.

Blaze glanced at her, blushing some windblown hair from her eyes.

“So…”

“So.”

“You ready to head home?”

Loona looked at the rising sun.

Then at him.

“…Home’s wherever you are, dork.”

He smiled.

And they sat there a little longer, watching the sun climb higher, two wolves tangled up in warmth, sand, and something rare.

Something real.
☀ The End ☀
