Disclaimer: Again, I do not own Freya or any of the characters, or any of Final Fantasy IX. This is a lemon fic, and as such you should be 18 or over to read this. Personally I don’t care who reads this but others might. I know there are a lot of people out there who think that Freya belongs with other people, but I wanted to see her back with her one true love, as it should be.
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To Be Loved Again


Freya Crescent was walking through the dark streets of her hometown of Burmecia dressed in her orange coat and hat, her spear being carried in her right hand. She was returning home from her turn at patrolling the city, night had fallen and as she walked she found herself wanting to go faster and faster, to return to the house that she shared with the man she loved. Snapping out of her thoughts she found that she had begun to run. However she did not slow down, she simply let her legs carry her to the place where her heart wanted to be. She slowed as she reached the door to her house and entered it at a calm walk, dropping her spear just inside the door before closing and locking the door behind her. She knew just where her lover was. The bedroom. This was where she proceeded now with a mission on her mind. She stopped outside the bedroom and listened to the sounds inside, but none were present. She pushed the door open slowly so as not to make any noise and looked inside. Just as she thought, Fratley was in bed, sleeping. She moved silently into the room, closing the door behind her, and began to remove all of her clothes. When she was completely naked she slid her body between the sheets of the bed, and scooted next to her lover. As she looked at him his eyes opened, and he looked deep into her eyes.


“I’m sorry,” she said in her sweet voice, “did I wake you?”


“Not really,” Fratley replied in a voice that sounded like he was still asleep, “I was waiting for you to return home.”


“Good,” Freya said with a smile, and she moved her head forwards and kissed him. He responded by moving his tongue into her mouth, his eyes now closed again. Suddenly his eyes flew open as he felt her smooth hand running over his limp dick, making it rock hard in her hands as he breathed her name. She smiled as his dick became fully erect, and then she slid herself down his body, removing the covers as she did so. She lay for a moment looking at his cock. He was well endowed, even for a Burmecian, and his dick stood at its full eight-inch length and two-inch width. Freya was happy as she stroked his length, and was rewarded with some moans of pleasure as she ran her tongue up and down the sides of his meat. Slowly she engulfed his entire length with her mouth and began to suck on him. Being Burmecian had advantages when it came to oral sex, the fact their mouths were longer meant that they could take an entire dick in and still have room left. Her head moved up and down, turning left and right, as she sucked on him and one of her hands gently stroked his balls. Fratley said her name and moved one hand to the top of her head. She knew what was coming and she pushed his member as far into her mouth as she could, as she was rewarded with several blasts of hot, sticky cum which she drank down with glee. She looked up and wiped her mouth to see Fratley staring down at her, a hungry look in his eyes. She nodded to him and went down on her hands and knees, his favourite position, as he moved around behind her. She squealed with pleasure as she felt him enter her hot, wet pussy, and he proceeded to fuck her at a steady pace.


“Oh Fratley, my love,” she said, “I want you to make love to me like you’ve never done before.” Fratley only smiled as he bent himself over her back and pushed himself deeper inside her. As he rammed his hips against hers, his hands reached under his lover and began to caress her breasts. She moaned and bucked her hips to crash against his as her pushed into her, and she bit her lip when Fratley began to flick, pull, and play with her nipples. She let out a mighty scream as she orgasmed, spraying her cum over his dick, letting it slid in and out much easier. As he rammed in as hard as he could, Fratley let out a big sigh as he came, covering her insides in his cum. They both collapsed onto the bed and lay next to each other.


“Freya,” Fratley said, but his voice sounded distant, ghost-like. She turned over, and saw Fratley’s body sliding away from her.


“Don’t go!” she said, reaching for him.


“Who are you?” came the distant reply.


Freya shot up in bed, breathing heavily. She looked around her to find herself in bed, in the dark. She looked at her sheets, and saw a big wet patch between her legs. It has all been a dream. She was still alone. No-one there for her. As she sat there she heard a knock at her front door. Grabbing her robe as she hurried downstairs, she tied it around her and opened the door. Standing outside was a moogle.


“I have a message for a Miss Freya Crescent,” it said.


“That’s me,” she replied. The moogle handed over the letter and went on it’s way. She closed the door and opened the letter. It was from Zidane.

Chapter 2 coming soon
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This is my second story, and I would appreciate it if people would read and review it. If you don’t post a review, at least send an e-mail to sdragonclaw@yahoo.com

