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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.”

Fenrir takes a deliberate step closer, towering over Lyall. “And what exactly do you think happened here? Use your head, Johnny.”

Lyall's face flushes with anger, his voice dripping with accusation. “I think you took advantage of her being drunk. Don't play innocent with me, LT.”

Asena looks away, hurt.

Fenrir's expression hardens, but his voice remains controlled. “You really think I'd do that? To anyone, let alone her? You've known me for years.”

Lyall runs a hand through his hair, frustration evident in every movement. “Then explain why she's here. In your bloody bed.”

Fenrir exhales sharply, glancing at Asena before addressing Lyall. “She was barely conscious. Couldn't even stand. What was I supposed to do, leave her vulnerable in the hallway?”

Lyall's expression softens slightly at the mention of Asena’s vulnerability, but his distrust remains. “And bringing her here was better? You could've put her in Ryker's room.”

Fenrir's voice grows quieter, almost weary. Ryker was already passed out in his office. I wasn't about to wake him. And yes, this was better than the alternatives.”

Lyall's shoulders slump slightly, though his stance remains defensive. “I don't like this. Not one bit. But... fine. She's safe. That's what matters.”

Fenrir nods curtly, his relief barely visible. “I'll get that water now.”

As Fenrir moves to leave, Lyall catches his arm. “This isn't over, LT. We need to talk about boundaries.”

Fenrir shrugs off Lyall's hand, his patience wearing thin. “Fine. Later. Right now, she needs to rest.”

Lyall steps back reluctantly, watching Fenrir leave. The tension in the room lingers as Asena sits in Fenrir's bed, wrapped in his sheets. Lyall's eyes scan over her quickly, noticing her clothing is intact. He lets out a frustrated breath, running his hand over his face. Asena flinches, shrinking. Lyall notices the flinch, and his expression softens with concern. "Hey... are you okay? Physically, I mean."

She curls tighter. "I'm fine."

Lyall takes a careful step closer, his voice gentler now. “You don't look fine, lass. You're shaking.”

"I'm fine."

He moves to sit at the edge of the bed, maintaining distance but showing he cares. “Stop saying that. I can see you're not. What's wrong? Did he... did he touch you?”

"No!"

Lyall raises his hands in a calming gesture. “Okay, okay. I believe you. Just... you're acting weird.”

"I blacked out! I haven’t done that since college!"

His expression shifts to understanding, mixed with lingering concern. “That explains why you don't remember. Must've been the vodka shots with King.”

"My mom passed. I got the call yesterday before the party."

Lyall's face falls, his previous anger instantly replaced with sympathy. “Christ... why didn't you tell us? That explains why you drank so much.” He reaches out hesitantly, then stops. “You should've said something. We could've been there for you.”

"It was Ryker's birthday... I... I didn't want to ruin it..."

Lyall's jaw tightens with frustration and understanding. “Your mum died, Asena. Nothing else matters. Not the party, not Ryker.” He finally places a comforting hand on Asena’s shoulder.

"So that's why..." Fenrir says quietly, setting the water down. Fenrir stands awkwardly in the doorway, his presence commanding yet subdued.

Lyall glances back at him, a new understanding forming. The tension between Lyall and Fenrir shifts, their earlier hostility temporarily forgotten in the face of Asena’s grief.

Fenrir: softly "I found her crying in the hallway last night, when she was drunk, she didn't seem... stable... It's part of why I didn't take her back to her room. But, I swear, Lyall, that I didn't do anything."

Lyall looks back at Asena with pain in his eyes. “You should've told me, lass. About your mum. I would've helped you deal with it.”

Shaking her head, Asena wipes her eyes.

Lyall moves closer, wrapping an arm around her shoulders. “We're here now. You're not alone in this.”

"You know she was... she was battling cancer..."

Lyall pulls her into a proper embrace, his voice thick with emotion. Aye... I know. I'm so sorry, Asena.”

Fenrir remains by the door, his posture rigid but his eyes soft with empathy. The silence stretches as Lyall holds her, offering silent support while Fenrir watches over them both.

Lyall's grip tightens protectively. “We'll figure this out together. I promise.”

Fenrir finally speaks up, his voice unusually gentle. “The funeral arrangements... when are they?

"I don’t know... I have to deal with that today..."

Lyall strokes her hair soothingly. “We'll help with everything. You shouldn't have to handle this alone.”

Fenrir nods in agreement, stepping forward slightly. “We'll get Ryker to arrange transport. The team will want to show respect.”

"None of y’all ever met her..."

Lyall pulls back to look at her, his expression serious. “Doesn't matter. She was your
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