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“True friends are never apart, maybe in distance but never in heart.”

Helen Keller
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Warning

This short story is not for the faint-hearted. Two big sensual scenes are present with adult language not meant for everyone’s eyes.

Enjoy the quick heat and the love between the two.


Morning




Feb, 14th




I spent most of the morning in bed thinking about Sekh, which is not unusual, but I haven't seen him in three days, and after the sort of debacle that was meeting his mother, every time he goes grants wishes for more than two days, I panic.

No reason for it other than knowing that the Goddess of Felines, mother of the Demi God who grants revenge wishes, is a bit bipolar, as Sekh claims. And she warned me not to interfere with Sekhmet's life in the long run, like eyes shining, hair flying around her face, kind of warned me.

It was more than a debacle, but Sekh told me it could have been worse.


So I spend most of the day in bed, trying not to worry that she has thrown my boyfriend in a dungeon for the next fifty years just so he wouldn't see me. Dramatic.


That’s why, when I get a call from my friends to meet them for the semi-traditional Valentine's Day outing, I take the chance to go out, and the rest of my day goes by in a blur until early evening when I am arranging my hair in a ponytail.


Evening

"Hello, heart." Sekh greets me from the bedroom door, and I slowly turn to him.

"Hi," I smile widely, going to him. He grabs my face in his hands, and I notice his eyes are cat-like. "Something wrong?" I murmur, holding still for him.

"Nope, I missed you." Sekh declares before leaning down and catching my lips. It starts slow and easy, but then my boyfriend growls low in my mouth, and before I know it, he's walking us to the bed.

"Don't," I warm him when his fingers go slightly up to my hair.

"Don't?" He retorts.

"I was fixing my hair for half an hour. You're going to ruin it." I tell him, trying to slide away from his intoxicating embrace.

"But I want you," and sometimes Sekh says things like a brat who has to have his way. And probably has always gotten it.

"You—," he smiles at me as I try to come out with something to say. He caresses my cheek with his palm. He knows I can't say no to him. "I'm going out."
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