the taut suction of her leotard had been snapped out of place, leaving heavy breasts to fall and bounce to accommodate the new lack of cover, thanks to his insistence. from their quiet corner in the cafe, her sounds spilled along, airy sweetness in an unashamed display of loving the brush of his lips. "n.. not there," she whimpered in an attempt of refusing him. all but useless, rosy buds hardened under the mere huff of his breath against her skin and she squealed something desperate, watching the flat of his tongue drive up and along her sensitive peak. she wanted badly to play hard to get, to refuse the mage and keep playing with him, but captured in his mana, his being, and self, dulce was just the animal she took upon. prey; helpless but so pliant. "please! they're too sensitive, careful-!" but unlike sweet little rabbits, dulce preferred still to give him a hard time. a leg hung upon one of his hips while she pouted, face pink as her hues.
the hand that squished against her thigh resisted, fingers continuing to draw lines as they inched towards the bunny’s lower lips. mana would weave at the tips of his nails, creating a sensation unlike no other. it’d leave the feeling of delayed temptation, a secondary touch as he eased his teasing higher and higher. teeth nipped and tongue licked those stiffening buds, encasing them in his lips before intertwining a suckle with each breath. each and every one of her shivers and attempts to pry him away would only rile up the mage. his hold would lessen only slight, checking her resistance as he played with her. if she didn’t resist, those now-free hands would grace themselves down to her sides, playing with the marks he left before he pulled back with a pop. left hand between her thighs, right hand just resting on her shoulder, he’d gaze at the bunny longingly before leaning in to give a gentle yet wanting kiss. the tip of his left index would tease against the fabric of her leotard, pressing against the valley hidden between her legs. circular in motion, prodding every now and then.
moonlit skin dimpled under the mark of pressure, and in each movement, jostling her only made the fattest of her legs ripple before his eyes. dulcita was far less taut than she let on in her leotard. after having exposed her body to his eyes, she gave a shying glance up at him. only, her eyes fell upon the warmth that bathed her lower body, having forced her to hike her thighs up and startle with a squeak. the second wave of bees gratified the pulsing between her thighs, of which he seemed to be more than happy to attend to. she would have taken advantage now that her hands were free but his lips on hers took up what devious intent she had, muddling her mind to sweetness and greed. over and over, plump lips sought his out, making it her responsibility of smearing her pinky gloss over his skin and whatever it could reach. all around his face, perfect. "nngh," each suction of her lips on his skin called for a heavier breath of delight, and soon, his ministrations were rewarded with the circling of her round hips. a freer hand dove and dipped into the mass of noir waves that were his hair, and dulce eagerly pulled him closer, while the other hand tried to pry through his coat. toy with the buttons of his shirt. a giggle, "please. i'm sorry for.. hhn, pushing you." but he's been teasing her all night! if this was her punishment, she ought to do that more often. under demanding fingers, the mage would find a spot of wetness where her leotard concealed her best - warm and caused by the circling motions of talented hands, she couldn't hide her excitement. maybe, not even as she attempted to clamp her thighs together when she was sure he had felt it.
with each circling movement, she’d feel his touch best – the doubling sensations assisting in his desire to drown her in the suppressed need he had towards her. she wanted to see, and oh is it a curse that she can’t hide away from. his fingers would slip aside the fabric to allow himself direct access to those slightly-wet folds. his touch, although slow, graced themselves up and down the length of her petals, painting shapes with her juices as each moment passed. soft tiers nipped and pressed against hers, with each and every one of his smooch urging deeper and deeper; until, a slick tongue would part those lips in search of hers. the moment they’d make contact, the index would enter, mana following suit as he’d weave his magic with every movement. a slow start, he’d tease her as he entered, letting her feel the entire length of his touch before easing out. once he’d reach the third motion, he’d introduce his middle, shifting the angle to allow him to add speed. palm facing towards her flesh, he’d curl his fingers to allow his thumb access to her lower nub. circular once again with the thumb, and a straight path of his digits. his other hand had steadied against her shoulder, his grip slightly tight as he coaxed them upwards her neck. this time, instead of gently restraining her with her hands, he’d give a slight peek at the hold he was going to settle on instead. lightly, he’d wrap those digits around the sides of her throat, not holding yet, as he gave attention to three different parts of her body. once they were all in sync, he’d quicken his pace on her petals, those fingers thrusting with greed as he devoured her lips once more. still, his grip was gentle on her throat; not yet.
less of a demon, more of a squirmy mess. pale creamy thighs planted firm, keeping to dangle around his sides - she was unequivocally bound to her position. a prose that blossomed warmth where her gut coiled, more so when he welcomed himself between the messy honey of her sex, delving deeper serving as a struggle in its own to push through the tightness. the first digit stirred her, hips having circled and arched, bringing the small of her back to rise above the surface of which they sat on. bucking, growing helpless with the second pushing by the first, and the brush of his thumb-pad over her erratically pulsing clit only loosened the composure she had for herself. the heat washing across her face was undeniable - present as the delight that furrowed her brows and slackened her lips, even under his constant sweet affection, it did very little to muffle her sounds. "there-" spilling along between her shaking breaths, dulce squealed out. her hips shook to pull his dexterous fingers out then in with a slow, sensual rocking. never had her eyes left his, despite having palmed his chest back to look up at him. stare from her mage's face to the hand between her thighs, pushing the length of his digits into wet depths with an embarrassing shlck, shlck of her excitement. it splattered where he pulled out, his wrist no doubt made a mess thanks to the rabbit in his pursuit. relentless, the faster he was, the easier she lost herself; ears planted flat upon the sides of her head while she tossed her head back to muffle her cry with the back of her hand. "cumming," she murmured then, squeezing her eyes shut. "cumming-! please, kazami." barely having noticed, his fingers press just the right amount of pressure to make her spurt, leaving the unceremonious array of hot finish to coat his wrist, sleeve, and her inner thighs had he not stopped. twitchy, her orgasm hit her without so much as a warning - pulse quickened and her gasp ringing through their space.
as she gave more and more into the excitement, kazami quickened his pace. the closer she was, the more firm his grip. it wasn’t until she arched her back did he loosen his hold on her throat. his eyes hooded, he gave her a brief pause before teasing her sex with a tender brush upwards. another kiss, his eyes cast down as he glanced towards the wetness she had flooded him with. “mm.” there wasn’t else of a reaction from the mage, a little bit of dissatisfaction evident. why? well, it’d be explained as he gave her little pause. another shift, he’d hoist her up, moving her form back a bit as he settled between those thick thighs. he’d give a short respite for her before resting her legs on his shoulders; thanks for the meal. there was only a moment until he dove his face right into her valley. her honey pot immediately flooded his tastebuds, lips parted as he gave attention to that most sensitive spot of hers. tongue extended into her folds, a free hand of his wrapping around to assist with her nub. thumb and index, circular and a slight squeeze. there was nothing there that he didn’t do to help achieve the intended result he desired. although slow and steady, his pistoning spread her walls, tongue dancing in all directions. there was an impatience in his movements, almost wanting to guzzle the juices as quickly as they poured from within. her taste. it was exquisite. if he could, he’d put it up there with those he had been soulbound with. it only made him desire her even more.
