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    To my Partners

 

Without you

This would not be Possible

      

    


Asena had been dating Lyall for a month, a perfect, beautiful month during which they both were falling harder and harder for each other, until the morning after celebrating Ryker's birthday.

Asena’s head throbs as she rolls over, half-asleep. Then she sees it. Fenrir's mask is on the nightstand. His shirt draped over the chair. And she’s lying in his-

A sharp knock jolts her up, tangled in the sheets.

Lyall’s voice carries through the door. “Fenrir? Ye in there? Seen Asena about?”

Panic hits. She sits upright, hair a mess. What the hell happened last night?

Fenrir steps out of the bathroom wearing only jeans. Asena freezes, staring. But he looks calm.

Lyall calls again. “Dinnae ignore me, LT. She’s no’ answerin’ her mobile.”

Maskless, Fenrir opens the door.

“Mornin’, LT. Mad night, yeah? I-” Lyall stops, grin fading. Over Fenrir’s shoulder, Lyall sees Asena. His girlfriend is in Fenrir's bed. He blinks. "The hell? You havin' a laugh?"

“Johnny—” Fenrir cuts in, voice flat. “Not what it looks like.”

Lyall glares at him. “My lass is in your bed, an’ that’s all ye’ve got?"

"Okay, cause I don’t fucking remember either... and I’m still clothed... what the fuck happened?" Fenrir leans against the doorframe, his bare chest rising with a measured breath. “I found you stumbling in the hallway after Ryker's birthday. Couldn't let you wander off.”

"And why didn't you tell Lyall?"

His jaw tightens slightly, dark eyes fixed on her. “You were barely conscious. Figured it'd be better to wait till morning. Didn't think it'd cause this... scene.”

"Okay... fine.... it makes sense... I am still fully clothed... but I don’t understand why I don’t remember... I never... I don’t get drunk anymore, like... ever..."

Fenrir crosses his arms, mask hanging from one hand. “You had more than usual. King brought that special Russian vodka. Remember his challenge?”

"No, I refused, I remember that..."

His eyes narrow slightly, studying her face. “You accepted it after Ryker started his speech. Then kept accepting every refill. Don't remember the speeches at all?”

Frowning, Asena runs her tongue on her teeth.

Fenrir watches her expression carefully, noting the tongue movement. “There was a fight between Ryker and that bird. You were cheering them on, getting more and more... animated.” He shifts his weight, mask dangling from his fingers. “Then you started doing shots with King. Didn't think you'd keep up with him.”

"Why... why did no one stop me?"

Fenrir's expression remains neutral, but there's a hint of tension in his shoulders. “You weren't listening to anyone. Kept saying you could handle it. Even Ryker looked concerned.”

Pulling her knees up, Asena looks away.

Fenrir's voice softens slightly, though his posture remains rigid. “You weren't yourself. That's why I stayed close. Didn't want anything to happen to you.”

"Sorry..."

He exhales slowly, running a hand through his messy hair. “Don't apologize. Just... try not to make a habit of drinking with King. He's worse than me when it comes to tolerance.” Fenrir glances at Lyall, who's still standing there, then back to you. “You'll feel it later. That vodka's got a hell of a hangover waiting for you.”

Asena wipes her eye discreetly.

Fenrir notices the subtle movement, his expression darkening slightly. “I'll get you some water. And aspirin. Just... stay here for now.” He turns to leave but pauses at Lyall's continued presence in the doorway. “Johnny, move. She needs space.”

Lyall's jaw clenches, his eyes flicking between you and Fenrir. “I'm not leaving her alone with you. Not after finding her here.”

Fenrir's shoulders tense visibly, his voice dropping to a dangerous tone. “She's in no state for this right now. Either get out or help me get her sorted.”

Lyall steps forward, positioning himself between you and Fenrir. “You should've brought her to me. Not your room.”

Fenrir's eyes flash dangerously, his grip tightening on the mask. “Where exactly should I have left her? On the floor of the common room?”

Lyall's hands ball into fists, his voice rising. “You could've woken me up! Instead, you had her in your bed all night.”
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