Az pushed through the foliage, sliding the nock of an arrow into the bowstring of her weapon. Each step was careful, purposeful, avoiding branches and needless foliage. Any wrong step would make noise and any noise would bring unwanted attention.
The Black Shroud was beautiful in many ways. A sprawling expanse of massive trees in bloom divided by peaceful little rivers and sprawling hills. Yet, it was also a domain full of creatures who could inflict harm upon an inexperienced traveler.
It was the first Eorzean state that they had called home after settling here all of those years ago. But even to this day, it still managed to surprise them, catching them off guard when they least expected it.
Az paused as she noticed a branch which had been trampled underfoot. The dying leaves on it were stained with a sickly black, looking like a brackish and inky blood. It was another splotch of the stuff on a long trail that she’d been following since her last arrow hit true.
“I think I’m getting close,” Az said, ensuring to keep her voice soft. It was just loud enough for her earpiece to pick up.
“Wait for me,” a familiar voice replied. Thancred was somewhere else in this immense forest. “We can easily take it together.”
“If I see it, I’m taking a shot,” Az stated, curt and to the point.
Thancred sighed. “Why are you always so eager to put yourself in harm's way?”
“It’s a terrible trait of mine,” Az replied, smirking. “Who do you think taught me it?” 
Thancred chuckled but said nothing to that.
“Plus, I know that you’ll be there to save me if things go south,” Az followed up.
“Until I’m not,” Thancred chided. “Sadly, I’m not having the same luck tracking my blasphemy.”
Az nodded though quickly realized that gestures were not so easily communicated on a voiced communication system. “Hopefully these are the last two lingering around from Gleipnir.”
“The Twin Adder think so,” Thancred said.
Az snorted. “Yes, because they’ve never been wrong about this sort of stuff in the past.”
Thancred scoffed.
Az eased through another bit of foliage and stumbled upon one of the numerous creeks which cut through the forest. The water looked crystal clear and pure, perfect for filling her depleted canteen.
“Going to stop for some water,” Az said. “I’ll keep you in the loop if I see anything.”
“Be careful out there,” Thancred replied.
Az smirked. “No promises.”
The connection went dead and she moved over to the water, taking a knee next to it. 
She placed her weapon aside and took the canteen off of her belt. It still held a little stagnant water inside of it, so she cracked it open and poured it out before holding the metal underneath the water. This stream was cold, soothing against her sore hands.
The chilled water was so clear that it acted like a mirror, giving her a chance to catch her reflection in the flow of it.
She was a miqo’te of a short yet slender build with perky little ears springing out from amongst the sea of messy black hair upon her head. Her ears were dotted with a pair of earrings and a silvery bar which bridged the gap between the two sides of her left ear. Meanwhile her locks were curled and frazzled, being just above her shoulder in terms of length. It was a total mess of a style and in desperate need of a little tender-loving care once she was back in the safety of civilization.
Her eyes were green, like faded emeralds, and her tanned complexion was dotted with numerous little white freckles, like many tiny snowflakes. A small angry mark lingered upon her cheek, left behind from the tip of a scythe during a recent battle with an especially hearty foe.
Her armour was loose, hidden underneath a bulky dark grey waist-length coat with furred trim. An outfit that was completed by a pair of black leather pants and matching gloves that protected her hands from the coarse fibre of her bowstring. She looked a bit like a rock star.
She was so taken with the view that she didn’t notice something approaching her current position. It wasn’t until a branch loudly broke that she perked up, realizing that it was far closer than she would’ve liked.
Az reached for her bow and scrambled back, taking aim and waiting.
There was a moment’s calm.
Then all hell broke loose as a beast stampeded through the nearby brush, bracing itself on the other side of the river. It would seem that her mark had found her as there was an arrow embedded in the side of this horrific monster.
It had the shape of a dog though it was as large as a chocobo. Its head was eerily human though with far too many eyes and mouths to make her feel even remotely comfortable in its presence. All of these mouths were utterly rabid, oozing with drool and ready to bite through armour and skin.
Az launched another arrow and hit the beast in the shoulder, punching deep inside. Though the blasphemy didn’t even flinch at the impact. She then scrambled to her feet and whistled a quick tune, bathing herself in a green aura. It made her feel stronger as she changed to another melody which caused her various arrows to glow a vibrant red.
She slid one of these arrows into place and pulled back, launching it right at the beast’s head. This enhancement caused it to crack through the air with terrifying speed, acting more like a bullet than an arrow, crossing the divide in the blink of an eye. 
Sadly, it seemed that a blasphemy was a smidge smarter than a common hound. It spun to the side and thwacked the supercharged arrow right out of the air with its armoured carapace.
As it finished with its spin, it aimed itself directly at Az. At which point, it lunged ahead, counterattacking as it attempted to trample her beneath its mighty body.
The Warrior of Light was quick on her feet, dodging to the side and narrowly avoiding numerous yellowed teeth gnashing at her leg. Though she wasn’t quick enough to avoid the follow-up as the beast’s tail came careening from the side, slamming into her stomach with shocking force.
The blow knocked the wind out of her and sent her flying back, tumbling over and hitting the ground hard.
“Fuck!” Az growled.
“I’m nearly there,” Thancred called, huffing over the comms.
Az shook her head and started to push herself back up. “I got this.”
She tried to whistle a tune but her core hurt too much for her to call upon the necessary breath to do so. It felt like a rib was cracked. Regardless, her melody wasn’t steady enough to properly imbue her arrows with any spell. So, she notched a naked arrow, void of aether and pulled back upon her bowstring. Her aim was shaky but she managed to hold steady long enough to send it flying.
It flew through the air and hit the beast in one of its numerous eyes, smashing through the flesh and partially blinding it.
The beast howled in agony, yipping like a dog who’d just had its tail stepped on. But the shock of the blow was short lived as it plowed ahead regardless, being fueled by an anger that was shocking for such a wild thing.
Az braced herself, reaching for the blade on her belt.
Any second now…
The brush between them suddenly exploded open and a figure rushed through with shocking speed. It was a blink and you’d miss it kind of moment with the figure slamming down a large sword and wedging it deep into the beast’s neck. In one fluid motion, one brutal and intense moment, the beast’s head was forcefully separated from its body and fell to the ground. Its body soon joined it as both laid totally motionless in a heap. 
Both parts of it then started to smoke, billowing a slick and oily black. It was like this dynamis-based lifeforce was trying to return to whatever its version of the Aetherial Sea was.
Thancred wheeled around and flashed a cocky smile. “I have terrible news.”
Oh no.
“You are never hearing the end of this one,” Thancred teased, coming over and taking a knee next to her. “How badly are you hurt?”
[hr]
Az winced as she touched a hand to the swath of bandages which covered her midriff. There hadn’t been any blood but that certainly didn’t mean that the bruises didn’t hurt like an absolute motherfucker.
Oh, what she would’ve given to be on this mission with Urianger or Alphinaud, anyone with even a lick of medical knowledge really. Instead, she had to be content with the weird mixture of roots and moss which Thancred had prepared into a salve.
Speaking on the man of the hour, he was currently seated upon a nearby log, poking away at a fire.
The hour had progressed towards evening with twilight rapidly approaching. This was their camp for the night, a pair of canvas tents, a small fire, and a few amenities that would hold back hunger and thirst until they were back in the safety of a city.
“How are you feeling?” Thancred asked.
Az got to her feet and approached the fire, settling down on the opposite side of it. The warmth felt nice. “Like my insides have been turned into mincemeat.”
“Well thankfully we’re in the Shroud,” Thancred commented, stretching and popping the stiffness out of his body. “We’ll finish with that last blasphemy tomorrow and then head into Gridania properly. I’m sure one of their mages can do a better job of taking care of those bruises than me.”
Az nodded. “Hell, if I could just get access to the rest of my gear, I could probably do it myself.”
She looked down at her current attire: the same leather pants as before though the heavy jacket, armour, and leather gloves had been removed. Instead, she only wore her undervest, opened around the midriff to allow the bandages and salve to settle right against her wounded skin.
“A woman of many talents,” Thancred replied. There was a thin smile on his lips. “Though I hope you know…”
“Don’t you even start,” Az growled.
Thancred smirked. “I told you to fall back and wait for me.”
“And I told you that I had that thing,” Az replied, rolling her eyes. “I softened it up for you anyways. That thing was one blow away from the grave and we both know it.”
“Sure, it was.” Thancred shook his head. “I’m sure that little knife of yours would’ve done the job just as well as my gunblade.”
Speaking of his gunblade; he rested it upon his lap, drawing out a leather kit from his belt. He grabbed a smooth stone from inside and started to sharpen his weapon, gliding it across the pointed edge over and over again.
Before Az could reply, a voice crackled from her ear.
“What’s this I heard about injuries,” Tataru declared
Az winced. “It’s nothing.”
“It certainly something,” Thancred chided.
Az glared at him. “Just got bruised taking out one of the blasphemies. Nothing to worry about.”
“Nothing to worry about she says,” Tataru grumbled. “‘It’s just a little bruise’ she says. Don’t try those things on me Az, I know how severe your ‘little bruises’ really are. Was it just a ‘little bruise’ like Zenos was just a ‘little bruise’?
Az smirked. “Okay… he was more like a big bruise.”
“I can call in reinforcements if you two need them,” Tataru stated. “Urianger is done tending to the wounded in the city and I know that Y’sthola can be there just as quickly.”
Thancred shook his head. “It’s okay Tataru, it’s two-against-one. I promise that I’ll keep Az out of trouble.”
Az huffed and intensified her glare.
“Alright but if either of you die, I’ll be pretty peeved,” Tataru mumbled before finally sighing with acceptance for whatever she was offered. “Please check in once the other blasphemy is dealt with. For my sake.”
“Will do,” Thancred replied.
The comms went dead and a silence settled into place between them.
“Does she seem more protective than usual?” Thancred asked.
Az nodded. “I mean having the whole First saga happen back-to-back with the literal end of the world would shake anyone. Can’t say that I blame her for being a little extra protective of us.” She winced as she felt those bruises shift against her bandages. “But we’ll deal with that last blasphemy easily enough and collect the bounty.”
Thancred nodded. “Should be easy enough. I hit it at least once so there should be a nice trail for us to follow in the morning.”
Az leaned closer to the fire, warming her hands upon it. “Anyways, what were we talking about?”
“That’s a good ques-” Thancred paused, clearly remembering what it was as he smirked at her. “Ah… that’s right, I was about to tell you that: ‘I told you so’, ceaselessly for at least the next half an hour.”
Az groaned. “Can we not?”
“I mean I did save your life, so I feel like I deserve a little ribbing as a reward,” Thancred teased. He finished with his weapon and wrapped the kit back up, placing it next to his seat. “I promise that I’ll be thoroughly finished by the time we reach Gridania.” He paused. “Probably.”
“Uh huh,” Az jabbed. Though she paused and thought of something else, feeling a thin smile grace her lips. “What if… I gave you another form of reward instead?”
Thancred lifted a brow. It seemed that he knew exactly what she was laying down. “In your state?” 
“I mean, hey, I still have a mouth and two perfectly good hands to work with,” Az replied, going half-lidded and leering at him. She even lifted said hands and wiggled her fingers, showing off what those bad boys could really do. “Plus, what else are we going to do to kill time?”
“I am impressed by you sometimes,” Thancred replied, shaking his head.
Az grinned. “Yeah, I’m pretty great.”
“Not what I meant,” Thancred chided as he rolled his eyes.
Yet, he still got to his feet and started to move away from the fire. He seemed like he was heading for the nearby trees, reaching for his belt as he made his way over. It wasn’t a verbal ‘yes’ but it was easy enough to read between the lines. 
So, Az got to her feet, wincing as she did so. She followed after him, leaving the warmth of the fire behind.
“This is Thancred,” Thancred said, touching a finger to his earpiece. “Me and Az need to enter radio silence for a bit.”
Tataru huffed. “Whatever for?”
“Important mission stuff,” Az said, smirking at Thancred who winked back at her.
Tataru might complain but at the end of the day, she knew how the scions operated. Especially Az and Thancred of all people. “Alright but please check in before you settle in for the night.”
Thancred leaned against a nearby tree and drew his hand away from his belt. His fly was opened and his pants had partially fallen down. Not enough to expose himself but certainly enough that it wouldn’t take much effort to get them out of the way.
“Look what you’ve done,” he chided, winking at her. “You’ve gone and worried Tataru.”
“I did no such thing,” Az replied.
She settled onto her knees in front of Thancred, being about level with his crotch. There was no delay as she reached up and took the waistline of his pants within her hands, easing them down, nice and slow.
Inch by inch, she revealed his flesh, starting just below the belly before moving down along his pelvis where a sprout of wild grey hair had sprung up. Then she continued further along, revealing a fleshy organ that ended with a turtleneck. It was currently softened though she had a feeling that it wouldn’t take very long to get some life out of it.
Az inched upwards and took it between her lips, suckling upon it and cautiously probing at it with her tongue. She held eye contact with him as she did so, loving the way that her companion’s brow furrowed and jaw clenched in response.
There was a twitch, the signs of life as his organ began to respond. As it grew in size, Az started to bob along it, cradling it tightly within her plush lips. Her tongue moved in dutiful circles, gliding so eagerly around his pride.
“Fuck,” Thancred whispered.
Az drew back and instead started to trail a line of kisses along his flesh, starting at the head and moving down towards the base. Each of these pecks was wet and sloppy, suckling upon his flesh as she delivered them. Once she reached the base, she buried herself into his balls, drawing in a breath through her nose and taking in the richness of his natural masculine musk.
Thancred sighed and rested a hand upon the back of her head. “You have some weird affinities, oh Warrior of Light.”
“Shut up,” Az grumbled, feeling her cheeks warm.
She moved her way back up his erection, leaving a trail of matching gentle kisses as she ascended. By now he was totally hard, standing erect and proud in the middle of the air. As she momentarily drew back, she saw the way that his erection twitched with a bead of something white and perverse oozing from the very tip of it.
Az took his shaft within her hand and started to ease back the foreskin with her forefinger and thumb. This exposed more of this sinful fluid, along with the tip of a fleshy pink head which looked so very sensitive.
She dipped forwards and kissed the head, suckling upon it before lapping up the fluids which oozed forth. Her tongue glided just under the skin, moving in a slow yet purposeful circle. The taste was perverse and heavy, an addictive treat. 
A mere sample was not enough, however, as Az wanted more. As such, she eased him back into her mouth, gliding forwards as she started to bob along his erection. Her motions were hurried, moving up and down at a swift pace.
Her lips were tight and her tongue agile. While she worked him over, she even reached up and cupped his balls, fondling them in the palm of her hand.
Thancred’s grip tensed and he braced his back against the tree he was leaning on. “You are dangerously good at this.”
If Az’s mouth wasn’t occupied, she would’ve smiled. Instead, she had to content herself with internally beaming at the compliment.
The hand upon the back of her head was more forceful. Not commanding, not yet anyways, but it made itself known. Every time she pulled back, he pushed down, beseeching her to bob even lower than before. Something she did over and over again. Before long, she could feel her companion tickling at the back of her throat.
There wasn’t much of his erection left, maybe an inch or two at the most.
She didn’t tackle it right away, however. Instead, she moved along the portion that she could easily handle.
A crude taste lingered upon her palate. It was one of her partner’s natural musk, the labour of the day, and the sinfulness of his seed all coming together as one. This combination was addictive and crude, telling her that she was doing a good job.
Thancred gripped her hair and held onto it firmly. He huffed under his breath and pulled her forwards. It would seem that he was growing tired of this foreplay.
Az rolled her eyes but went along for the ride. She lurched forwards and couldn’t stop herself from gagging as Thancred jabbed against the back of her throat. This crude sputtering note gave him pause though for only a fleeting moment as he started to bob her along again, using his leverage to treat her like nothing more than a sleeve.
He ventured deeper, forcing his way inside. Not that Az protested. It wouldn’t be right to leave the job half-finished after all. She allowed him to ease her along, savouring the sensation of him pushing even deeper into her mouth. As he pressedback into her throat, she sputtered and gagged, letting out desperate notes in response.
Though this didn’t deter him. He ventured ahead regardless, pushing forth. And as she finally settled against the base, the crudest of these notes ruptured forth. It was a rather ugly noise, sickly in its guttural quality.
Thancred winced and finally allowed his hand to drop to the side, bumping against her ear as it drifted away. “Shit, sorry… I…”
Az lurched back, hacking and coughing through the irritation in her throat. She gasped desperately for breath, feeling a crude mix of saliva and pre clinging to her lips. They expanded out in a spider-web of filth which linked her together with his cock. “Fuck.”
“Is everything okay over there!” Tataru yelped.
Az flushed and Thancred went dead still. Had he just bumped her earpiece?
“Respond right this second,” Tataru demanded. “Or I swear to the twelve.”
“We’re fine,” Az rasped.
Thancred nodded. “Sorry to concern you.”
“It certainly doesn’t…” Tataru began.
 “Yes, why don’t you tell us what exactly you’re up to?” Az knew that catty tone when she heard it. Curse you Y’shtola… “Spare no details.”
“Just uh…” Az bit her lip. “Was choking on dinner. Thancred made his famous stew.”
“Oh, I know the one. It has sausage in it, correct?” Y’shtola asked. Her amusement was sharp enough to cut.
Az groaned and buried her face into her hands.
“Is everything alright?” another accursedly familiar voice chimed in. What was Alphinaud even doing up at this hour? “We’re just one…”
“We’re fine!” Thancred snapped. Lords above, you could practically hear the blush in his voice. “We’ll reach out if we actually need assistance. But we promise that it was just an accident.”
This seemed enough to curb the collective concern of the others, leaving the two of them in the most blissful silence that Az had ever experienced. For a moment, neither of them moved. Then Az started to snicker, bringing Thancred along with her as both of them descended into a proper fit of laughter.
“And that…” Az pulled her earpiece out, dropping it into her pocket. “Is why that goes away during sex.”
Thancred nodded and patted the top of her head. “You’re going to be the end of me.”
Az looked up and saw that his erection hadn’t fleeted in the slightest. The mood was thoroughly changed but it wasn’t dead. Not yet anyways.
So, she eased forwards and pushed him back into her mouth. She didn’t tease him this time around as she instead bobbed with diligence and dedication to the task at hand. Her tongue moved with a certain eagerness as she once more sampled his flesh.
Thancred groaned and quickly eased back into his self-assured demeanour. His hand found its home within her hair, gripping hold of it once again.
It didn’t take long before his pride twitched between her lips and his essence returned to her. 
Az lost herself to the motions, closing her eyes and focusing utterly on the task at hand. She kept her ears open, listening as Thancred groaned and did little to hide his mounting euphoria. His grip tensed as he clutched her hair. Yet, it seemed that he learned his lesson as he allowed her to set the pace and motions this time around.
Inch by inch, she approached her previous depth. And she didn’t stop, balling her hands into fists in order to distract her unruly reflex. She still sputtered and groaned but managed to work through the sensation as she forced him back into her throat. Her momentum kept her going further as she lurched forwards and finally kissed the base, burying her nose into the forest of pubic hair.
“Fuck!” Thancred groaned, squirming against her mouth. “Close.”
Az loved to hear that. She eased back and started to bob, gliding back to the very tip and then lurching forwards as deep as she would go. She was quick in her treatment, moving along him over and over again. Her eye was on the prize and she knew that it grew so woefully close.
Thancred made all sorts of adorable little noises, so unlike his usual self. These weaved together and mingled so divinely with the crude squelch of fluids which bubbled forth from every single one of Az’s motions. It was a song supported by her own ‘glucks’ and other crude notes as she slurped, sputtered, and even gagged upon him. This symphony of lust was depraved and filled her mind with all sorts of sinful thoughts.
She could feel something dampen the crotch of her pants and she rubbed her thighs together, wishing for any form of stimulation. Unfortunately, she would have to simply stew in her denial.
Just as Thancred seemed on the precipice of climax, Az yanked back. She reached out and grasped his cock, jerking him off as quickly as she could.
A few seconds of this seemed to be just enough to tip him over the edge. He cried out at the top of his lungs while his cock twitched within her hand.
Az closed her eyes. A strand of hot seed soon erupted forth and hit her on the cheek, drawing a line across her complexion and up towards her opposite ear. It was sticky and heavy, smelling ripe with his masculinity.
A second strand went vertical, over her closed left eye. A third plastered the top of her hair. She then opened her mouth and the fourth went right inside, coating her tongue in his essence. It was a nice treat which she held there, wanting him to see it.
Though that fourth strand was unfortunately his last as he apparently tapered off.
Thancred remained there panting for breath. He stroked Az’s hair, tenderly petting the parts of her that weren’t absolutely drenched in cum. He even scritched her behind the ear, making a shiver crawl up the length of her spine.
Az finally swallowed what was in her mouth, smacking her lips together. “I’d say that makes us even.”
Thancred chuckled. “Maybe.” 
He reached into his pocket and held something out, offering it to Az. She took it, discovering that it was a handkerchief which allowed her to clean up her complexion. Or at least clean it up enough to fully open her eyes.
“Why did you pull back?” Thancred asked, studying her. “Seems like a needless mess.”
Az shrugged. “It’s hotter this way.”
“Well, I can’t deny that,” Thancred replied.
Az got up and made her way over to the small stream which bordered their camp. She took a knee next to it and scooped up some of the water, splashing her face with it. A couple handfuls of the stuff helped do away with the stickiness. Though she had a feeling that it would take until they returned to civilization before it was all gone.
“What did you mean by maybe by the way?” Az asked.
Thancred scoffed. “I don’t know, I think I still owe you about a dozen different saves before I even come close to equalling the number of times you pulled my ass out of the fire.” He grabbed a log and tossed it onto the flames. “But I won’t say no to a blowjob.”
“Fair enough,” Az teased. She pulled her earpiece out of her pocket and popped it back into her ear. “Not like I really need much of an excuse to give you one.”
Thancred hummed. “Would you like to share a tent tonight?”
Az smirked. “I’d love to.”
As if he even needed to ask.
