A clouding anger and a dab of lust is what drove us apart, what broke our unspoken union. 

And I was what caused the union to be shot to pieces. 

I brought the dab of lust into it, even with unseeing eyes I lusted after another. 

Shamed myself as well as him. 

He knew about these feelings for a long time, yet he never did anything to stop them, he never tried to win my wandering heart, never acted romantic with me again. 

It was like; we never had a relationship to begin with, only together for sex. As though we never felt compassion as more than brothers towards each other. 

That started both of our angers, made my lust only larger. Made me crave something new, someone who would give me attention. 

So I broke it apart… 

And it was my fault…

It only took 3 months of anger and another attack from Karai to break us apart, as well as our new home. We survived the attack, unharmed or scathed but my heart was stolen away. 

He was mad, oh so very mad.

And he had the right too…

I was after all a traitor to him, our family, and our relationship. 

Now that I ‘see’ with different eyes, I should have crawled back to him, like the fool I am, begged and pleaded. Screamed for him to forgive my sorry behind. 

But…

I never did… 

Now that I know with all of my heart and soul that this battle will be our very last, I will ask, I will beg if needed. 

I will cry… 

I turned to face him forgetting that anyone else was in the room as I grabbed his hand in my own obviously surprising him. 

I leaned over brushing lips sincerely before sealing them with his, letting our lips become one again. 

I pulled back after a moment looking at the direction he was in, still clutching at his hand. 

“Am I forgiven?” 

I felt him squeeze my hand in his own a smile in his gravelly voice. 

“Always.” 

We ignored the gawking others leaning in for another kiss… 

No more words were spoken between us as we went out to face our last battle, the battle that would end it all. 

Even with death looming, for once I felt true happiness again, my heart mending as he held my hand again both of us cherishing any touch we could have.  This happiness filled me so oddly, making these moments worthwhile. 

I will always remember even in death and hold onto these tightly. 

Because this will be our last bow before the curtain falls… 

I’m glad that before that curtain falls, I was able to gain his forgiveness for my idiocy. 

And just maybe…

His love. 

