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    To my Partners
 
Without you
This would not be Possible

      

    


Angry and melancholic, that's how Liraz felt at this moment facing Caleb again after so long without knowing about him. How could he dare to appear in front of him again as if nothing had happened, with that stupid smile on his face, right on his birthday? At this moment, he pointed his katana at Caleb while maintaining a neutral expression. "What the hell do you think you're doing here?.." He asked while narrowing his yellow eyes, tail thrashing in annoyance and his ears pinned back, cautiously aiming at Caleb's neck, even though he really didn’t intend to hurt the male.

Caleb swallows, nervous, his ears kilted, tail twitching. "Happy birthday..." he says, his accent thicker than normal.

Liraz’s heart softened for a split second, but he quickly steeled himself again, baring his teeth in a snarl. "Save your fake birthday wishes, it won't get you out of trouble." He starts circling around Caleb, never breaking eye contact or his grip on the sword, his own accent slipping through as well. The sight of the orange tabby in front of him makes his heart twist in pain and love. His partner, who disappeared for two years, was back in front of him. The only thing that changed is the scars he now bears.

"I didn't leave you by choice..." Caleb whispers, drooping.

Liraz halts a pang of guilt mixed with disbelief. "Oh, so you were forced to disappear without a word? You expect me to believe that? Bullshit."

"You know better than anyone what the life does to you. What sacrifices you have to make." Caleb whispers, nodding to the katana, the warrior life. Always off fighting for something. Always ready to take a stance against evil.

Liraz lowers his head, his anger turning into something more vulnerable, he had known that Caleb was alive, he would have felt it if he had died. But that doesn’t excuse him. "I know all too well, but I thought we were in this together... And you just left me alone in this hellhole."

"It was the only way to have you survive as well," Caleb whispers, his whole body sagging, his tail drooping. “I had no choice.”

He growled in frustration, taking a step closer to Caleb. "And you thought leaving me alone with all the chaos that happened to the family was the best way to protect me? I had to deal with everything by myself, without my partner. Do you have any idea how much I suffered because of you not being there for me when I needed you most?"

"Do you know where I've been the last two years, Lir?" Caleb snaps, pain flashing in his eyes.

Liraz looks at him, surprised by his tone. "I don't care where you've been. I want to know why you couldn't have told me you were alive. That's what matters to me." He takes a deep breath and lowers the katana.

"I was being used by your grandfather..." Caleb says bluntly.

"That asshole..." Liraz says under his breath. "Of course, he'd find a way to make you his pawn. So he kept you away from me, as he does with everything else." He grits his teeth and curses his grandfather.

"He kept me, used me, made me his assassin, forced me into that life."

Liraz's expression hardens once more, but there's an edge of sadness and hurt in his voice.  "I'm so sorry that you had to go through that. But that doesn't change the fact that I was there waiting, praying for your return. You could have escaped and come back to me. I would have helped you, we could have taken down my grandfather together."

"You think I didn't try?" Caleb growls, stepping forward.

Raising a hand to Caleb's chest to keep him at bay, Liraz frowns. "If you tried, then why is it that you're standing here right now instead of being executed for betraying him? You're a terrible liar, love."

"Because he let me go!" Caleb yells. "I don't know why! I came to you, Lir. Because I need you... because i... I missed you, your voice, your touch..." His voice quivers with emotion, his desperation to feel Liraz in his arms once more overwhelms every ounce of self-control, his feelings on full display.

Liraz's expression softens again, his hand moving to Caleb's cheek. He runs his thumb over it and looks deep into his green eyes. "You really need me? Prove it then."

"How?" Caleb begs, pressing against Liraz’s hand.

"Kiss me. Prove to me that you still love me." He says with a hint of possessiveness, his eyes darkening with desire, he’s already forgiven him, but the orange tabby needs to be taught a lesson.

Caleb yanks the black-furred male by the collar, not hesitating at all, kissing him deeply, desperately, a low moan of happiness leaving him. Liraz’s lips are already parted, allowing the kiss to be heated and needy. He groans and kisses back just as desperately, his hands finding their way into Caleb's red messy hair, messing it up even more. He pushes Caleb against the wall, pinning him there as he dominates the kiss, exploring his mouth like he's claiming him again. The past two years are almost forgotten as they finally have one another again.

"Lir, my Lir..." Caleb sobs, holding him close. The feeling of the smaller male in his arms was almost too much, how he missed him, how he craved the feeling of his silky black fur, his spicy sandalwood scent.

Liraz pulls away to speak, holding his own tears back. "Yes, yours. Forever." Nuzzling his face into the crook of Caleb's neck, holding him just as tight as he was, inhaling his scent and taking in every bit of him.

"I am so, so sorry... I tried to come back, I TRIED..." Caleb whispers, pained. Hands gripping at the back of Liraz’s coat. He doesn’t ever want to let him go again.

"Shhh... I know you did. I believe you." The smaller male nuzzles again, planting a kiss on his shoulder. "Just don't ever leave again, promise me. I can't lose you again, especially not after this." His voice cracks, and he buries his face into Caleb's neck, this time with a hint of a sniffle.

"Goddess, even you are crying..." Caleb chuckles through his tears.

Liraz lets out a shaky laugh as well, pulling back to look at him again. "Shut up, I'm just happy to see you alive." He says, a smile creeping onto his face, with the word 'princess' on the tip of his tongue. The nickname he had given Caleb years ago, with his prim way of things. He almost uses it out of habit.

Caleb cups his cheeks, kissing him softly, and gently, pouring his feelings into the kiss. The moment was sweet, filled with love and longing. A moment of perfection.

Liraz sighs into the kiss, closing his eyes and savoring the gentleness. He lets Caleb lead this time, enjoying the way he makes him feel loved and cherished. He finally whispers "princess" as he breaks the second kiss, along with the nickname comes a pouty expression on his face.

"Ja, your spoiled prince..." Caleb laughs.

"You know it." Liraz playfully pushes his nose against Caleb's, and his own spoiled prince's personality starts to show in the way he acts. He tugs on Caleb's shirt. "Carry me to the bed, I want to lay with you. I've missed cuddling you too much."

"Is that all you have in mind, my prince?" Caleb asks softly, nuzzling Liraz’s cheek a soft purr coming from him.

Liraz smirks, his eyes flickering down to his mouth. "Mmm, maybe I want more than just cuddling... but I'll let you know when I get comfortable."

Muttering curses in German, Caleb picks him up, carrying him to the bed and laying him down with such gentleness. "I missed those eyes, Lir..." he murmurs.

Liraz giggles, watching him as he swears in German. He reaches up to touch Caleb’s eyes as he says, "You have the most beautiful eyes, too, Caleb. Especially when you look at me like that." He runs his fingers through his hair again, running them down the tabby’s chest now. "Take off your clothes."

"An order, my prince?" Caleb smirks.

"Obviously, and you're going to follow it." He crosses his arms, his tone commanding and regal. "Or would you rather be punished instead?"

Caleb slowly undoes the buttons on his vest, slipping it off and working on his shirt, a soft grin on his muzzle.

Liraz watches his every move with approval. "Good boy, good boys get rewarded." He sits up and pulls Caleb down on top of him, making him straddle him.

Caleb braces himself on the headboard. Looking down at Liraz. "Goddess, you are stunning..." he murmurs, stroking Lirazs cheek.

"So are you. Especially in this position." He runs his hands over
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