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Gun to my head, if I had to make a list of beds I would rather wake up in, I would obviously pick my own. Yes, above even Queen Victoria's, or Jeff Bezos's, or any other rich guy who surely owns much finer linens than I do. It's not really about the bed, you understand. It's about what the bed represents. My bed, by virtue of being mine, is a safe place where I know I can relax hidden from society's watchful eyes.

Similarly, my soulmate's bed would rank at the very bottom of that list. It's not about the bed (in fact, Marie always had a much better eye for furniture than I ever did), it's about what the bed represents. That is to say: a loathsome woman I would rather die than ever talk to again.

Which is all a very long way to say that, overall, I could do much worse than wake up in Bark and Dom's bed. Though it is extremely embarrassing that I can recognize it before I even open my eyes. It's the smell. Bark affectionates lavender perfumes to a degree unmatched by anyone.

This does however beg the question: what on Earth am I doing in their bed?

With a groan, I sit up, then blink myself awake. The most natural conclusion would be that we got drunk together the previous night. This would hardly be the first time- though it would be the first time I do not get a killer hangover the next morning. Yet I do not feel any pain right now, headache or otherwise. Just fatigue. And hunger. Fate, am I hungry. 

I put aside the question of the bed, determined to find something to eat. I move to get up... only to feel something tug against my arm, before snapping suddenly. A quick glance down informs me that I had an... IV drip in my arm?

Huh.

Well. That part is not usual.

I quickly grab a random shirt and tie it around my elbow to stop the bleeding. From the size, I’m guessing it belongs to Bark. That’s good. Bark cares a lot less about clothes than Dom. They won’t mind me bloodying their stuff.

My stomach growls once more. Alright, here's the game plan: I'm going to get something to eat, hopefully run into Bark and/or Dom on the way, and I'll get them to talk about last night's events. I have no doubts they will make fun of me for forgetting things so quickly, but I will gladly unearth some of my own blackmail to shut them up. As friends do.

I stumble to the door, then leave the room. I make my way to the kitchen more by instinct than by conscious thought. After coming over so many times, I'm confident I could make an accurate map of their flat with my eyes closed. (Though the same cannot be said about their furniture; I do not remember seeing a couch this ugly the last time I was there.)

"...eese? You know he's more of a meat person."

Distantly, I hear Dom's voice. Is she on the phone?

I quickly grab some food from a kitchen shelf (a macatia. Typical. Dom just adores those sweet little buns), then munch on it as I follow her voice. I find her furiously scrubbing the bathroom sink, pinching her phone in a precarious balance between her ear and her shoulder.

"Fine, you do you. But don't come complaining when Fenn calls you a cheapskate."

Oh, she's talking about me. Obviously my legal name isn't Fenn- it's François-Nicolas. But it's a tad too long, and also massively cringe. Calling me FN is out of the question though, since that was a popular way to refer to the Front National, France's alt-right party, before they tried rebranding themselves for the fifteenth time this decade. So, FN devolved into Fenn. Though only my friends call me that.

I tap on Dom's shoulder to get her attention. She startles under my touch- she's always startled easily. She whirls around to stare at me, eyes wider than saucers.

I give her a thumb up, then bite into the macatia again. I don't want to interrupt her conversation. (From what little I've heard, I think she's arguing with Bark over groceries? Boring, and also none of my business.) I just want to inform her that I am awake and lounging in her home.

Dom stares at me for a few seconds, then shoots me a smile, closer to an animal baring its teeth than a human greeting. That's how you know it's genuine; Dom's true smile looks awkward as hell. If she looks fine, or Fate forbid it, cute, that means she's faking it.

"I'll call you back. Fenn is awake."

Huh? I didn't expect that. I didn't think she'd put her conversation on hold for something as minor as me hanging around. "I could have waited, you know."

Dom shakes her head, her long hair batting against her cheeks- which makes me suddenly aware that I am long overdue for a haircut myself. My hair is tickling my collarbone, it's uncomfortable. 

"This is more important," Dom replies. "How are you feeling?"

"Bad." Which is a bit of an exaggeration, I'll admit, but only because I've satiated some of my hunger on the way. I still wouldn't call my current situation great. I am very, very tired. "What happened last night? My memories are a bit hazy."

Dom winces. 

That is not encouraging. 

She takes me by the arm, then guides me back to the living room. "How can I say this..." She brings me to the horrid couch. Against my will, I am sat on it. This thing is an affront to the eyes, but as it turns out, it is fine enough under the butt. I shove the last of the macatia in my mouth, waiting for Dom to explain everything.

"... The cops raided your shop?"

I almost choke in an attempt to reply. Hurriedly, I chew the soft bread and swallow it, freeing my vocal cords: "What?"

"Yeaaaah." She sits next to me, setting a comforting hand on my shoulder. "I don't know who tipped them off, but they showed up in droves to arrest you."

... Well. 

Quickly, I run a mental check on my body. I am obviously alive, so that's a good start. I am well enough to walk on my own and eat on my own, which is also pretty good. My arm stings a bit where the IV was stabbed into it, but that is about it. The logical conclusion is that I am not physically injured anywhere. I run a quick hand under my shirt to check my stomach and chest. I do feel some scar tissue here and there, but these are long healed; nothing related to my current situation. As far as I can tell, I am fine as one may be.

I rub my temples. That being said, I do not remember any cop raid- or anything at all that might have happened last night. And there is still this fatigue hanging off my shoulders... I am starting to suspect I might have a concussion.

"How did I escape the cops?"

"No idea. We weren't there." Dom shrugs. "All Bark and I did was pick you up afterwards. We've been hiding you here ever since."

I think back to my awakening, then grin at her. "Aw, you hid me in your marital bed? I didn't know you cared that much about me."

"Oh, fuck off." Dom shoves my shoulder. This only makes me snicker harder. "If you're unhappy, sleep on the couch next time."
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