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Without you
This would not be Possible

      

    


The crowd hums under the eerie string lights. Smoke curls through the air, blurring painted faces and masks—but when Lys appears in front of Kieran, everything else fades. A goddess in her costume, she’s dressed as one of her favorite characters in the anime she’s been watching recently. He had helped her make the costume, but hadn’t seen the finished product yet. She's stunningly beautiful, her soft, round ears tall and pierced with her multitude of earrings, her soft black fur shining sleekly in the eerie light. The beautiful black mouse was a stunning creature in the darkness of the party.

Lys’s fingers slip behind Alec’s neck, warm and certain, the skull mask brushing her cheek as she whispers, "You made it, Jude."

For a second, Kieran’s mind blanks. He should stop her—tell her it's him, not that unreliable prick of her boyfriend. But the modulator hums against his jaw, twisting his voice into something lower, rougher. "Missed me that much, huh?"

Lys laughs, breath warm against his neck. "You look good tonight."

Yeah, he bets he does. Finally, standing where he should be. Finally knowing what it feels like to be her partner... he should stop this. He'll hate himself later. But right now, with her hands still on him, he doesn’t care. Kieran dips his head closer, thumb brushing the curve of her waist, claiming a second he has no right to. "What do you say?" he murmurs, a slow grin creeping under the mask, his tail swishes behind him, a low rumble purring through him as he presses closer to the small female. "Wanna have some fun tonight, baby?"

"Mmm, thought you’d never ask... I didn’t think you’d make it..." Lys murmurs softly, stroking the back of his neck, his mane thick under her fingers.

Kieran pulls her closer, the music thumping in time with his racing heart. Hands steady despite the internal chaos. "Wouldn't miss it for the world. Especially not when you're wearing that dress." his eyes trail over her hungrily, taking in every detail he’s admired from afar for years. Gods, she’s so fucking beautiful, this small mouse, in his huge hands, perfect...

"You like it? Kieran helped me make it..." she smiles, her teeth flashing, those cute buck teeth... damn...

Something sharp twists in Kieran’s chest at hearing his name on her lips, but he maintains the charade. "Kieran has good taste. But he's not here to see how gorgeous you look in it." his fingers trace the fabric at her hip, the touch feather-light, as if testing how far he can push this fantasy. She’s so warm against him...

"Aww, a compliment, how rare..." Lys murmurs, pressing against him.

The warmth of her body against him sends electricity through his veins. He tightens his grip slightly, keeping her close, a deep rumble leaving him, his tail swishing. "Maybe I've been holding back too much. Tonight feels different, though." his voice comes out huskier than intended, the modulator struggling to mask his desire.

"Mmmnh... yeah... it does, I’m surprised you’re here..."

Kieran leans down, mask nearly touching her round ear, breathing in her familiar, sweet, earthy scent. "I've been thinking about being here with you all week." The lie tastes bitter-sweet on his tongue as he imagines actually having the courage to say these words to her.

"I thought the thing with Byron was tonight?" Lys murmurs.

Kieran’s body tenses at the mention of Byron, the sorry excuse of a friend of Jude’s. He had flaked on her again... "Canceled it. Realized I'd rather be with you." he forces himself to sound casual, despite the guilt twisting in his gut. Jude always flakes on her, the fact that she thinks that he's Jude...

A surge of protective anger rises in him at her casual acceptance of Jude's flakiness. "Maybe he should stop being such a disappointment then." his voice carries an edge of possessiveness he can't suppress, wanting to shield Lys from the hurt Jude causes.

"Who?" Lys asks, tilting her head to the side.

Mentally cursing himself for the slip, he quickly adjusts to maintain the facade. "Nothing, just thinking aloud. Want to dance?" he offers his large hand, desperate to change the subject before he gives himself away.

"Really?" She beams, her nose twitching in excitement, her whiskers quivering.

The genuine joy in Lys’s expression hits Kieran like a punch to the chest. He's never seen her look at Jude this way. She’s only ever looked at him like this... and the fact that she’s beaming, thinking he’s Jude...  something dark twists in his chest. "Of course. I'm full of surprises tonight," he guides her toward the crowded dance floor, heart pounding with each step. He pulls her into his arms on the dance floor, one hand firm on her lower back. "Just follow my lead."

The music pulses around them as he moves closer, bodies swaying together in the smoke-filled darkness. As they dance, Lys presses closer, humming to the music. Her body fits perfectly against his, and he can feel her hum vibrating through his chest. Kieran’s fingers flex on her waist, fighting the urge to pull her impossibly closer. "You're really something tonight, you know that?"

A giggle, she's... happy... The sound of Lys’s giggle makes Kieran’s heart clench. It's the same one she’s shared with Jude countless times, but this time it's different - directed at him, even if she thinks he’s his brother.

"I like hearing you laugh like that, Maus." his thumb traces small circles on her hip, committing this moment to memory.

Lys pauses, pulling back, looking into his eyes. Confusion etched into her gaze, her ears flicking.

Kieran freezes, suddenly aware of how close their faces are, the skull mask mere inches from her curious gaze. "What is it?" his voice comes out rougher than intended, a mix of desire and anxiety at being studied so intently.

Her eyes widen, seeing his eyes, not... Jude's. "Kieran?!"

Panic floods Kieran’s system as her recognition hits. He drops his hands from her immediately, taking a step back. "Lys, I—" The words catch in his throat, unable to explain away the obvious truth. The mask can't hide everything.

She grabs his hands, not letting him retreat. Her grip on his hands is firm, anchoring him in place. He stares down at where she’s touching him, heart racing wildly. "Lys, please..." His voice is barely a whisper, caught between wanting to explain and terrified of losing this moment.

"Did you mean it?" She asks hoarsely.

Kieran’s throat tightens as he meets her intense gaze, knowing he can't lie anymore. "Every word." The admission feels like releasing a breath he’s been holding for years.

Slowly pulling the mask off him, she cups his cheek, her fingers stroking through his mane.

The cool air hits his face as the mask comes off, and he closes his eyes briefly at her touch, leaning into her palm like a male starved. "I'm sorry... I just wanted one night where you looked at me like that." his voice breaks with raw honesty, years of hidden feelings finally surfacing.

Her arms go around his neck, hugging him tightly, burying her face in his mane. "I'm so glad it's you..."

His arms instinctively wrap around her waist, pulling her against him in a crushing embrace. Burying his face in her hair, he breathes her in. "You have no idea how long I've wanted to hear that." Kieran’s voice trembles with emotion, fingers digging into her back as if afraid she might disappear.

"I... I realized that you weren’t Jude... he never calls me any nicknames, and you, you called me Maus,  and I hoped that it was you..." Lys stammers.

His heart stops at her words, then pounds double-time. Kieran pulls back just enough to look into her eyes. "You hoped...?" The disbelief in his voice is clear as he searches her face for any sign of deception.

"He’s been... cheating... so when I thought it was him..."

A flash of protective anger crosses Kieran’s face at the revelation. His jaw clenches as he processes what she’s saying, a low snarl leaving him, tail thrashing. "That bastard. I knew he didn't deserve you." his arms tighten possessively around her, anger mixing with relief that she wasn’t upset by his deception.

"Let's dance, no more masks." Lys murmurs, pulling the mask fully off him, trying to stop him from storming after his brother.

A genuine smile breaks across Kieran’s face for the first time all night, his whole body relaxing. "No more masks. Just us." He takes her hand, intertwining their fingers as they begin to dance again, this time without pretense or disguise.

She’s bright and happy as they dance, goofy and fun
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