A ring in the air. There, a bell was rung. Another meow, before the sound of lightning crashing into the roof scattering the lights. They were in the library. The centerpiece, where the control core was situated. The multi-ring structure had a gap in the center, where the two had stood. The ground, marble, was surrounded by many, many magical rings, akin to a multi-layered solar system. Within, there was an old wooden pole, black in color as it held an arch reminiscent of medieval structure. Fixed at the tip had been a golden bell. If she was keen enough, she would sense divinity seeping from within. Kuro peered over towards Dulcita. “The bell never rings.” Another repeated phrase. He had been shaking a little. Nervous bones, rattling within his fur. “If the bells ring, then it tolls a major canon event.” His voice was quiet, yet anticipation drew itself upon the tones of his catty accent. “The canon event that he had been speaking of. It must be today.” Another tail swish, his mismatched gaze peered back at the empty space next to the bell. The sound of space distorting filled the air. Time had been affixed, the fabric being abused and torn as a portal formed. Slow, rough, the swirling of the void and abyss had poked its head through. A hand had reached out. 
sweet voice rang out through the room, "well.. i hope he is okay. wherever he is." hopefully near. the pattering of paws alerted to a hellhound in the interface of the library, this.. enigmatic surface that kazami had fluffed up for so long. with hands brushed upon the curve of her hips, there was much to see, to take in, keep to memory where he had graciously allowed her to. at her left was the familiar in question, a feline counterpart that she regarded with the anxious wiggling of her nose. together, they had ventured into what could be a life-changing moment. dulce was more than willing recipient of curiosity and framed as such, the portal bristling her fur to stand on end and ears to jump. first, she nudged kuro closer to the portal by a nose to his kitty butt, inching him to where he would receive the brunt of the unknown. but the hand called to her, peaked an interest she felt internally to be of her outcome. it wasn't her first seeing to a portal but one that wasn't of the hands of her witch? unknown of. her little nose brushed along the hand first, teeth ready to bite if needed. ".. kazami?"
Kuro had sat, frozen as his nose twitched. There was hesitation. The scent he had smelled didn’t match to the one he had been with for all these years, yet he knew. It wasn’t a scent that was ‘different’. It was ‘refined’, like an original variant, the ancestor of a fruit. “It’s him.” The hand that had their palm out had settled, mana expanding as he felt through the air with his threads of mana. He felt someone there.  The tender nose, the threads softened in their touch. The fact he felt this ensured the reality he was in was correct. The portal had been pushed open by another hand, gloved this time as they would see them try to pry open the mangled barrier of the portal. Soon, cracking and sparks would ensue as the small box-sized portal would be expanded to one of that for a normal human. “Kuro, is that you?” A tired voice, somewhat deeper than the one they had heard previously. Exhaustion was evident within its notes, tone definitive of an individual happy to come back. “Move aside, I’ll be forcing my way in.” A small gesture with that hand before the portal would expand outwards. Larger than life, it had widened to a size of ten by ten feet. A leap, Kazami’s figure had jumped out and skidded into the marble flooring. “Now, I know it’s been a while, but I’ve been really missing you, Kuro…” His voice was melancholic, his gaze having turned back to meet his cherished familiar. Obsidians narrowed the moment he saw Dulcita. “…” His words were cut short. An unknown expression had spread through his face. The mage didn’t know what to say, or do, to this person in front of him.
dulcita had never felt more small before. the man before her was .. hers, in a way. the same mage in flesh and blood that had held, pampered, and conversed with her - not a hair out of place. there were the minute details, however, that hadn't been lost on dulce. silence filled the two - practically strangers but.. familiar. where she would have jumped for glee, the joy that had filled her eyes dimmed, and her head made the brash decision of tilting ever so slightly in his direction. for once, kazami hadn't greeted her the way he usually would have. this.. was meeting him anew, only fresh with memories of her that he never blossomed himself. only a variation that she had become affectionate to. that version of him was long gone, and replaced with the original. her words spilled before the notion of movement could overcome her; "dulce." as if reminding him briefly, looking to kuro, because, genuinely.. she didn't realize this would feel so.. empty! so void of recognition despite the spitting image of the mage once sweetened upon her. she feared if he would know. would.. he reject her? have second thoughts? all ways to justify the null glaze over kazami's eyes, spanning across the frantic searching of her own peony-sweet hues. but.. he promised to find her again, somehow and someway. dulce spent day and night curious, spilling over her burrows to daydream someday that she would have more time with him again. this was the form he had originally found her in, anyhow. "ah, i'll move aside for you. i am ever sorry for being in the way," a duck of bobbing ears, and she shifted over, moving by kuro.
The mage’s expression was one of suspicion. There was something faint in his memories, something that made the person in front of him familiar. He wasn’t sure, however, as the convergence of all the different timelines had made his memories, all of ‘him’ fuzzy. His gaze laid upon his familiar beside her; the analytical habit had begun once more. Kuro could only look upon him with reverie once those eyes glanced towards him. The feline, in human form, would take a knee, head bowed as he kneeled towards the mage. “Master.” A single word, returned by Kazami with only a curt nod. “Kuro.” His voice was low, quiet; cautiousness had enveloped each and every one of his words. “Prepare the tea room for…” The magic in his eyes had fizzled, mana scattering as he returned to peering at Dulcita with a sense of hesitation. His tongue had been caught, features in conflict as brows furrowed. There was something, an internal fighting, apparent without the mage’s thoughts. “…Dulce and I.”  Those words were spoken carefully, as if he had not been used to speaking such words in a long while. Another brief, yet curt nod towards her was given as Kuro acknowledged the request with a bow. Immediately, the feline would dip, slinking into the shadows as he darted out of the enclosure. Now the two of them were left alone. Quiet exhale, Kazami would look around, watching the mana flow as a hand would gesture up. Singular in motion, the fingers would wave as he parted the rings. Collapsing, the magical steel aligned with one another to form an archway. “If you may.” Slow and steady, his voice held a tone of friendliness; his gestures, behavior and the like, all conveying of a singular message -- ‘I shall lead us to the tea room.’ . Once Dulcita would step out, Kazami followed, his hands waving once again to collapse the ‘control center’ around them. The wood would shuffle, oak tiles rippling out as a door would materialize in front of them. Another wave would push the door open, revealing the blooming garden of the Library. His expression was monotonous, having only urged Dulcita, if she were to stop, to settle within one of the two seats laid in the center of the clearing. Adorned within was a glass table, accented by vine-like wood supporting from the bottom; two seats, both made of similar material, had been stitched with a cherry red padding for the seating and back rest. There, Kuro was perched on a little cat tree, curled up as his mismatched hues peered towards the two intruding. There were a pair set of cutlery, porcelain in appearance, along with teacups and a kettle, steaming with an already-made brew. “Sit. I shall make us some refreshments.” Terse as ever, his reply had been soft yet stern. 
the second his gaze returned to the bunny, she was human again. including hands with themselves before the curvy pouch of her tummy, the black silk of her dress trailed in a furling at her heels - like black flames licking by slim ankles. dulcita reaffirmed his order to kuro and swallowed thickly. she couldn't expect him to warm up as soon as possible - she would have felt the same in his position, and has. memories.. were meticulous daydreams that passed by her endless expanse of knowledge, fleeting as they were, dulce had committed kazami to memory the moment he allowed her to. it was why the uncertainty in this one's eyes made her chest tighten at its core. they were meeting anew and the thought of making a good impression was.. a pressuring one, weighing her rump to fall upon the offered seat with her hands sweeping a knee to cross the other thigh. in one fell swoop, from rabbit to woman - dulce hid the wariness behind her eyes, shrouding any source of doubt to the affection his gaze, even if restrained, held in her heart. "thank you, i hope your travels were tolerable. if not, not.. terribly long." i missed you, is what she preferred to say. "this.. is all beautiful. i appreciate that you entrusted me to be here, with you, and kuro." the kitten by their side made her feel less tense than ever, and she was grateful for him being there, the little menace. "darli-" proper, she reminded herself. a breath, recomposing herself with a flick of snowy hair over her shoulder. "kazami, may i ask you a question?"
As she spoke, the mage’s gaze had been directed to the platter set before them. Refined and careful, slow yet steady. His movements were tender, slender fingers grasping and preparing the leaves with gentle care. The clinking of porcelain against metal would echo, bit by bit, as he listened. His words, quiet as before, held a tone of regality and elegance unlike the childish and brash behavior she would have known from before. “They were, somewhat, manageable.” Short, curt, his replies were both sharp yet vague to her voice. Once spoken, he poured the tea into their cups, scents of a fruity, yet woody aroma wafting in the air. “…I see.” Her words, although confusing, held no weight towards the mage. The vitality of the air around them became dense, the fullness of life enriching the blooms and nature in color and liveliness. His brows furrowed for a moment upon catching her slight; the slip-up pricking at his skin. Kuro’s expression contorted into one of slight confusion, his figure curling as he hid amongst the shadows of the cat tree. “You may, Dulce.” The mana around him became frigid for a moment, contesting against the warmth of the tea before him. Whatever words she would speak, he would listen attentively, yet the passive, untold behavior he displayed showed the conflicting line he would draw between them. Indeed, the memories he held, the ones that danced between all timelines, had teetered between a dream and reality within the judgement of the mage. The judge and executioner that the mage had usually behaved as had been refrained, refusing to act such foolishness during the midst of his uncertainty. For now, the chill around him would settle and subside, yet the sharp gaze he held remained. Controlled, collected, all the behavior that showed wariness had been withdrawn, the only sign left being those obsidian hues that stared.
dulce found solace in the warmth of the cup between her hands, palming the porcelain. after a sip, it sat upon her knee, where she allowed it to steady her urge to bounce the crossed leg. this was a stranger in front of her, perhaps. the way he stared was.. incomparable to what affection he held in obsidian eyes. it hurt, and she had almost mentally chided herself for falling, letting it sit in her chest as a sting that refused to fade. outwardly, she held herself as a woman unrecognizable but tame. she meant no harm despite the bitter aftertaste of love magic that undoubtedly kissed his tongue - it never used to bother him, did it now? she was dying with curiosity, a fever that both warmed her expression and sent chills up and all over her body. this kazami is still on his journey to find something - something that would indubitably halter her course of history in his mind. ".. you don't remember me, do you?"

the mage was silent. a slow, agonizing, painful silence filled the space between them. his gaze, held not on her, was instead on the tea cup grasped tenderly between lithe fingers. the wariness softened to a degree. his lips parted, allowing the hot brew to coat a waiting maw. a long sip, as if dying of thirst, had been the only action he took for the next moment. "...sometimes I dream." his lips stilled, expression monotonous as he peered back towards her. his gaze held nothing, not one of danger, not one of longing, simply... indifference. "...in those dreams, I see many people." his tone was languid and faint, as if he wasn't recalling his own, but someone else's entirely. "those dreams, rarely is it possible for me to differentiate reality and falsities." another sip, he would draw out another silence. his hues would pass, attention drifting to the greenery around. bushes filled with a lustrous green, flowers blooming with a decadent joy, a contrast to their conversation. "it's as if I'm a passenger, watching a life spent by someone other than myself." the quiet sound of Kuro's breathing, his sleeping, mingled with the silence. his attention shifted back, eyes holding the same indifference as before. they laid on the girl, peering not at her form, yet towards her soul. "In the dreams, I've seen you, yet the emotions I feel aren't natural. That magic you have, is it a lie to say you did not refrain your control over it?"
a dream. dulcita found her gaze falling into her cup, as well. "you'd told me that once, yes. that.. the feelings you had were of the different sort. that they were a mistake." she must've been apart of a dream unworthy of picking back up, left to tumbleweed within memories and sections of his knowledge. "but with my magic, it's impossible to stifle." its best to be honest, but how honest? how further down the road of disgust and indifference will she find him to? her teeth, rabbit-like, would gnaw her bottom lip, supplying him her near whispered remark: "but it never sought to bother you, hinder your judgement like it would a regular human. you .. never felt common to me, not once. you have power that allows you to see past it, i know that." that being the case, it made sense why he was allowed to see her this way - through his eyes of disinterest. "i never attempted to bewitch y-" stopped, an ear giving a twitch. "him." her soul is restrained, however. it beat to the sound of a tempered drum, licking above flames of her past. obscured, tethered by two bands. one familiar to him and the other malicious. the one most familiar to him was newer, a contract she had made. as of now, it was steady, tame in front of him. the veil of human trace sitting as the only dishonesty before his eyes.
Indeed, he could only watch as she spoke. The dreams he experienced, be it as a passenger or himself, held the same emotions akin to the reality. The reality of the one in front of him, he couldn't discern whether those 'memories' were mere dreams or a fabricated lie of the demon that is Dulcita. The chains he saw when he peered at her soul, the 'others' he had felt, how much control did they have towards her actions? Their influence, their will, he couldn't fathom the absolute quality of their contracts without delving into her soul himself. Yet, he didn't desire to do so. "Love. Simple, an emotion that eludes and blinds even the greatest of us." The stillness in his gaze rippled once. The same energy, one he had met before during his time of fracturing within the timestream. "Your actions are dictated, limited by Amelie along with your... other contractor." Although he never met the other, he could fathom the signature. Unique, yet deadly. An aura that shared his experience with death, akin yet simultaneously different. Her pause, a tick that gave the mage a sign of invalidity towards her statement. "You say that, however, even now you exude such lies.” His previously stable composure was shaken, albeit only a little. His voice, slightly raised, enveloped an unusual emotion. “The one you knew, the one you had felt and touched. How can you be so certain that you didn't bewitch him?” His tone lowered, his figure restraining as he took another sip of the tea. The mana around them settled, his emotions riling up the magical particles subconsciously, stilling as his lips connected with the cup. Another silence, his gaze shifting from the cup to the woman. “How can you be certain that you, a contracted demon, loved him?” That gaze shimmered, magical energy expanding as he began her trial. The mana around them steadied, frigid in their movement as each and every word of theirs rippled forth like strings on an instrument. “How can you be so certain that you, yourself, have free will?” Slow, quiet, each sentence strung had an ever-increasing ounce of wariness. “You, a demon, feast on emotions, yet you say that you can harbor those same emotions yourself?” Three questions, each charged with magic. “Answer wisely, Dulcita.” His teacup clattered against the porcelain, cleared empty without a drop of liquid to spare. “Those dreams of mine can only hold so much weight, and I can only refrain so much for the sake of the other me.”
dulcita knew where this was going. she had thought as such when he had initially- well, when her kazami admitted to loving her.. a laughable notion in the face of plain rejection, but ever present. that he would deny falling for a demon. for a servant of the dark. the doer of dark and in the light, for the furthest moment in her brief peering, kazami had appearing in a clearing. a means of reconnecting herself, feeling outside of the bitter decay of a woman well beyond her years of life - a heart forced to beat found a meaning, a drive to beat to its own drum. such a meaning taken in the blink of an eye. she had taken time for granted, as unforgiving it was when she had last relaxed her hold. 
kazami was gone and to replace him was.. himself, but real. the true kazami who spat in the face of her self, who she was, and how she lived. it might've rattled an anger out of the familiar had it been anybody else but those hands that held his teacup cupped her cheeks, her frame, and heart in one fell swoop. her own lacked strength when he gutted her in truth, what he assumed was a truth. to her, it was far from her reality. maybe she had fallen victim to love herself, ironically a fate to a manifestation of the emotion. pure and raw, bridled with heartbreak. "i am contracted, yes, but that does not take away how i feel." how you made me feel, is what she wanted to put together. dulce swallowed thickly. 
flinched, all of her; ears flattened against her head. "he told me himself that he was immune. i knew he was, i .. studied his- your magic in my time. you were coy, you didn't.." her lip wobbled. "you didn't want to tell me, did you. that you were more than you let on. a being stronger than i, than my might as a demon with my rights on this surface. if i had bewitched you, then it wouldn't be different now," she reasoned albeit weakly, weak only as her emotions strained. dulce hurt deeply where she lacked. "you never told me, but i had feared.. that i wasn't the one to be loved." to admit as such had her hands holding the delicate cup in fear of dropping it, and her magic festered in a weak outline around her silhouette, tense. her prowess honed to her own call, never her prey instinct. today was different, she was afraid of losing something dear. so much so her body wanted to think of it as her life. 
could her witch feel it too, she wondered. "if you want the honest truth, i .. do not have free will. but with you," her heart pounded something furious, drumming in her ears, dulce was sure she hadn't felt this active since.. since her independence. "i dreamt. i felt. i hurt deeply." soft, the devious glint that took home in her eyes nulled under him, always him. "i was human too, but with your stories, your smarts- perhaps it was foolish, but human of me to follow." a realization that poured out between her shaky lips, and one she had only come to upon him now. even without her kazami, he pulled truths and new sensations out of her like nothing had changed. "i was myself again. and- i.." 
hot. white hot pain that seared her chest like a molten iron pick in her cavity. "i wanted it to end where you started. where i knew i would enjoy you for as long as i can be me. i allowed amelie to laugh at me, pick me for being so human, but i wanted nothing more than to see you till the end of this life. so i wouldn't need to lose the memory." dulce took a shuddering sigh - more of a gasp for air when her lungs finally allowed it - and placed her cup down, wanting nothing more than to return to herself, her composure. "so i am sorry that i've deceived you in any way. however i did. i've only given as much of myself as this body will allow. if.. that is all," she stood, limbs trembling. she braced herself to the seat to tuck it back in. "you don't need to refrain with me. if there is a reason he wanted me to be found, it was for good reason."
Another silence. Kazami had his eyes closed as he listened to her words once more. The frigid mana had stilled. Her answers to his question brought nothing, no reaction. Nothing showed whether it was good or bad, however, as he simply shifted his gaze towards the empty teacup. Obsidian eyes continued to stare, his expression lacking reaction while she poured her heart out. He listened and listened. His shoulders adjusted, robe shifting as the magical energy around them retracted. Gone was his trial towards her, the daggered casting melting back into the lush fullness of life around them. That gaze refused to look at her for reasons unknown. He gave no signs whether or not his view had changed, or if the memories he had of her had completely disappeared or had been accepted. That magical warmth that she was so used to in the past had never been extended towards her during their entire interaction. The stars, the constellations, all those pretty displays he had performed for her during their initial meeting all those whiles ago; never again, did he showcase such things during their brief meeting today. The affection he had poured towards her during the last time they had met; the moments that they had spent together during their days at the café, and the day he had opened his world to her. They were simply but a memory that, out of the two present, only Dulcita could hold in her heart. At the end of her words, his gaze had closed, attention shuttered from the world in front of him. A brief sigh, hands brought together as his fingers clasped. His elbows rested against the sturdy glass, head tilting down slight as he let a slight silence fill the air between them. The next moment, his gaze returned towards her; however, this time, the sharp stare returned. “Indeed. The Kazami you had met, was, as simply put, a fool.” With the words spilling slowly, he would glance towards the fineware between them. A swallow, his criticism this time, wasn’t directed towards hers. However, it would still sting, as they would be directed at the one she knew; the one she had met. “A fool, indeed. For someone who was part of me, he had the foolishness to lie.” There was no more animosity towards her, there was no… emotion. She would feel the space around her become warm, yet, it wasn’t his warmth. The warmth she felt was the space around her, the living and breathing energy of the greenery once again. Unbeknownst to her, he had been wary of her the entire time, magic primed to react. Yet now, it had all fizzled away, an act crueler than before. “He was strong enough, he didn’t lie about that.” Languid words, dripping with nothing but indifference towards the entirety of their now conversation. “However, he lied about why he wanted to fall. He let himself become bewitched.” His hands would pour himself another cup, the steaming tea adding warmth to the air once again. “He hid, even from the very beginning, that such love would only be held in an attempt to stop the reason for my return, for my journey.” His lips curled up, a mocking smile filling his expression as he sipped. A hand would gesture, mana expanding as the space around them warmth. “The original reason I had entered the time stream, did he ever tell you?” The magic she was so used to seeing, the stars and constellations; they had returned. This time, however, there was no love within them. “I had one goal, and nothing else. My heart has already been stolen twice. It was foolish to try and have another steal it for a third.” The space contorted, showcasing a vision of him, fractured within the timestream. Within, there were scenes of many different types of Kazami’s exploring different worlds, dying repeatedly, over and over again. “Did he tell you that I was looking for my past loves? For the two beloved women that had vanished?” His gaze narrowed, the magic spilling out as more and more died, trying to find even a lead to the reason for his existences. The reasons for why he continued being himself. “Dulcita. The man you knew had lied and fallen in love.” It had fractured, all returning to one last thread. The thread was a scene between her and the one she had loved. Although each one had met their own version of Dulcita, that timeline had withered with each touch. A lie, a fracture. She was the anomaly in this case. “I’m not him, nor is he me.” His expression hardened, as he held out both hands. “The rings he showed you. He didn’t have them for a reason.” Adorned had been two golden rings, each bejeweled with a sapphire and emerald. “That Kazami, he didn’t have the goal I had. He didn’t experience the hardships and pain that I did throughout the decades and centuries of searching.” His lips stiffened, quivering in anger. “You love a dead man, and even if that man is me, I cannot love you like you love me.” A mirror image to their first meeting, a mirror image to his first confession. However, this time, there was no heartbreak, there was no lie. It was the reality that he, the original Kazami, exists in. The original goal, the original reason. The mage that she loved cannot be filled in with the one that is in front of him.  
i cannot love you like you love me.
a spark of mana ignited within her chest, and following a second, a third to reignite slack limbs. dulce was frozen, eyes taking the sight of his demonstration where they were, and silent. for once, she had no quip, reaction, or expression. she stood like a doll. it was a feeling she had long forgotten to harbor -- the tumultuous rip of rose-colored lenses that sat by her pretty lashes, pools of magic that darkened gradually so, but the exposure of reality. 
that it was all a lie. that the man before her wasn't only the true form, but one that knew of his truth. the truth that dulcita was a distraction, a fragment that barely rippled a pool of memories and lapses of his reality. she had baorely made a mark. she had loved many before, not as deeply, but loved with the humanity in her left. those weren't the same - they never touched, spoke, or held her the same way as the liar had. why, then, couldn't she find it in herself to hate him? to hate the truth? 
but gripping her nails into her fists, dulce braced herself to face reality with a shuddering breath she hoped he wouldn't hear, because humility lapped the waves of fury and.. heartbreak. dizzying, a hurt she couldn't simply fight and claw her way from. her animal instincts had little use here, not when her humanity tore through and expected a remedy. he doesn't love her, and perhaps.. never would have if she hadn't interrupted. 
"i was a mistake," she reaffirmed, voice trembling under the hushed sweetness that was her cadence. it burned, fighting its way up her throat to then find herself again. she could hear the voice of her witch now, "it was all a mistake. you know how men are, how complicated things will be once he finds what you are. don't hurt like i did, rosemary." 
warnings she avoided heeding her caution to come back to lick at her like brazen flames, and dulcita feared her heart would shatter at his feet. "i'm so sorry," she uttered, previously a bloodhound to her master, now a girl in linen, donning crosses and her purity. an emotion anew, or perhaps, not so much. "i didn't.. intend to waste your time, then." but all she wanted to do was find a pair of arms to cry in. "i must have been an experience, but you," he didn't look the same anymore - distorted with hot, fresh tears that fought her lash-line. 
he.. was everything to her. "again, i am sorry. but thank you, kazami." the name was a bitter taste in her mouth, a welcomed sound she hadn't uttered in some time. "as a familiar- as a demon, i find mercy comes in seldom ways." she's choking, utterances she would have otherwise wanted to let free are restrained by the hand finding her neck, the other trying to brush into anything solid to walk herself out, if not turn to him properly for a farewell. 
"it may have not been you, but you've given me.. a moment of solace in a world unwelcoming of my soul. and now, you've done it again." sparing her of waiting. was she waiting on nothing? "it was lovely seeing you again, but-" her ear twitched, lip wobbling. "i hear.. her calling for me again. will you see to.." her gaze fell upon kuro, hopeful. "showing me out?"
The once stilled, steady heart of the mage had begun to beat. He had spoken those words with conviction, yet why did his heart pulse with a sting? His gaze shifted away, having not answered her request. The threads of the many timelines he displayed had withered. Bit by bit, each one kept disappearing and dying away. The sight of each pricked at his soul. They would fly by, appearing in front of the two as scenes depicted would flash. Different lives, different worlds. Yet there was one thing that irked him so. The one outcome he had converged into. Another silence, his focus stilled on a specific one, the frame having floated between the two. Visible within their line of sight, it was something hard to ignore even amidst the ending of their conversation, almost as if urging them to watch and acknowledge. It was the same timeline she met him; the prime Kazami that had fallen in love with her, and her, with him. A collection of scenes; all being displays of them, their love. The short silence he had given, broken by his quiet, terse words. “Why… is it every time you appear, the timeline ends.” A rhetoric. Not one to be answered by her. His gaze shifted back to her quivering figure. That rage, that anger, the emotions he felt towards her had stilled. “You are the anomaly.” He spoke, once again, that fact. This time, his intention had not been to prick, only to wonder. Those threads that had withered, shook once more. “Yet, no matter what, this last one...” The timeline they had shared, where they had truly loved. It hadn’t disappeared. There was a red thread that danced against the edges. “…It is the only timeline where the threads of fate still hold.” No matter how long it was, no matter if all the timelines were shaking with energy unknown. His gaze looked beyond the veil to peer at her figure. This time, not her soul, but her as a person. Those hues stared at her proper, not at what he believed right now, but at what the ‘Kazami’ back then had seen. Obsidians shook, shuddering at the intense emotions he felt. A soft exhale, the black hues shifting into one of purple. Indeed, this emotion was… different. Yet, he felt this difference before. It wasn’t one that was unnatural, it was one that had been his fuel for the many decades, the many centuries he had traveled. A hand rose, fingers dancing as it waved once. Magic would converge, allowing Dulcita to see what he sees. In his eyes, there was a red thread that floated from his body. Unstable, shifting from thick to thin, sturdy to frail. The thread danced, weaving through the air, brushing against the loose magic that was resonating from the two of them. “That timeline. It never ended.” His words, quiet, held a tone of faint disbelief. Rare, it was, his eyes widened, slightly yet enough to be seen. “…It wasn’t a dream.” The words he had spoken before connected.  That thread, red as it was, was connected to Dulcita. Unstable, wavering, yet still there. His hand would brush against the thread, vitality returning for a moment within the fabric before dissipating once again. The timelines that had been cut off vibrated with a sudden intensity this time. 
Before she could leave, he had gestured towards that thread that was attached to her, and if she would touch it, then something beautiful would happen. Those withered timelines shook, the density of mana in the air would scatter, a lull in the atmosphere causing a feeling of suffocation between the two. Kazami himself had never felt such erratic movements from the rivers of destiny, the trailed ends snapping back into stronger threads as the ‘endings’ of those stories pulsed with energy. The Library had begun to shake, the very foundations creaking as the timelines…. bloomed. The endings. They weren’t endings at all. There was a reason why she was there, in each and every one he was in. There was a reason why the Kazami she had met had not felt, not experienced the pains and hardships that the original had. The threads of destiny, the wheels of fate, had dictated this was something the mage had needed, that she was something he needed to experience. The memories that the Kazami she loved spread between them like the scent of flowers, the fragrance of beautiful orchids, and the emotions of love. He couldn’t deny this reality, he couldn’t avoid the feelings that welled up within him. The cage that was locked away as a dream had been shattered. She would feel his emotions within that thread, and he would feel hers. The timeline that still existed from then and now had merged, the convergence fully realizing as all their moments together replayed once again into reality. That moment lasted for a few minutes, the ambient mana settling as the red thread became stable once again, lush and brimming with vitality. The magic that permeated around him would settle, warmth subconsciously enveloping her. A look of confusion and hesitation spread across the features of the mage. “…Dulce.“ This time, there was no sharpness, no glare to his tone.
it was a heat recognizable the second their fingers briefly touched, but a moment that extended far too long to be a moment. it was an eternity of the feelings they shared - a chapter she feared would need to end. not so. the rabbit flinched like she had been burnt, but felt her feet take her closer, lost within the flashes of familiarity. bouts of the mage sitting with her, sharing drinks, exchanging words - she hadn't been feeding on him, she was in love. memories of flushed cheeks and shying words to the promises he mumbled to her, tears shed on her own, they were both revived and solidified in one. the thread that hooked mage to familiar in an entirely different concept. rather than a servitude, it was mutual. tears that were fought off quivered before slipping down pale cheeks, her eyes unafraid to bask the sight of her kazami as they interchanged, passed by, and stuck to the timeline that they stood in now. she hung onto him, his memory. his memory that stood before her like a mirror, but real and solid. "kazami," she whispered, afraid but still. a rabbit in a clearing, unsure of what was safe, what she could trust.
The mage’s expression trembled. His mind had been clear, yet hazy. The brain that held centuries of adventures and experiences had stumbled. With his gaze settled on her features, it felt as if time had stopped for him. Indeed. There was a reason why that Kazami wanted him to fall in love. “Dulce.” His words, a whisper, as if afraid to scare her. That emotion that he had once felt many years ago had faded. He was chasing a relic, a shadow of what existed. Avoidant of reality, avoidant of the fact that there was a reason why he couldn’t find the traces- no, he did, he just simply ignored them as falsities. Those arms that were held beside him trembled, uncertainty brewing as his body and mind tore each other apart. Soon, however, he stepped. Slow, as if watching her reaction. Another, as his arms quivered, palms facing as he lifted them slight. Open, yet hesitant, with the temporary connection through the threads between them, she would know his feelings, his intents. His body, showing a gesture that she would know, wanted to embrace her. Now, there was only a few steps of distance, yet he held back. Those words he spoke, he knew. Even for him, he wouldn’t dare jump into this embrace. Yet, she would feel it, his trepidation and conflicting desire. ‘Please…’ 


her heart was pounding in her ears, vibrant with a hope anew. she herself couldn't deny the power of the thread, comparable to the tether that united witch to her soul. this time it didn't manipulate her worth. it represented what that kazami had intended to weigh with his absence, promises he kept. the thought had her throat tight, struggling to keep out her sounds as kazami approached. grounding her to reality, he came into light when she brought her gaze back up. the tears streaming down her face were undeniable, and the rabbit almost flinched from him until he gestured his chest out, arms to accept her like he had once before. tentative, dulce was the first to grow wary between the two - back then, she stopped at nothing to pour him in affection - while he offered himself instead. but a step in his direction had her tumbling into his arms, falling where her face buried into his shirt while her arms snaked around his middle. "i was afraid," she mumbled, voice but a tremor, shaking proper as she sunk, weak legs urging her to clamber upon the floor. "i was so afraid, i've already lost you once." but her gasps came out in sobs, relief tending to her tight chest in the exertion of cries muffled, shame that had her ears bent and slumped by his jawline. "i couldn't do it again." her eyes, albeit red and glossy, peered by their side, watching the way memories went off into wisps, blossoms of what they were, are, could be? "am i a mistake, kazami?"
His arms, slow as they were, had dissipated the hesitation. There was a tender embrace, sturdy as he held her with warmth and affection. The affection, although foreign to this Kazami, was something that he had felt within another timeline. It wasn’t a lie, the threads of fate were truth, regardless of his original thought. The emotions he felt, the sensations and moments they had together in the past was something he felt as real. This time, however, he was a lot more composed. She knew, from his touch, that he wasn’t as fractured as the previous Kazami, and that this one was whole. One who wouldn’t disappear, who wouldn’t fade away. A whisper, voice unhurried as he replied. “You’re not a mistake, darling.” His word, oh, his favorite word. One that this version had used for his past beloveds. Even in the timeline she shared with him, he never used it, yet with the real one, there was a strong affirmation. “You never were.” Another whisper, as his head tilted, chin down as he left a light kiss on the top of her head. Lips pressed against the tresses, his touches radiating with subconscious, yet wanting affection. Although subdued, they were real. Although he wasn’t as expressive as before, there was no lie. The warmth in his heart, that he felt twice before, spread once again, yet this time, for Dulcita, and Dulcita alone.
dulce didn't need to observe him further. to peer into his truth was of no need, not when his tone dripped with dulcet affections, pouring into her ears like a remedy to the stinging of her chest. they wound together like puzzle pieces, reunited but reignited anew. this was a love of the past, relit like a candle in trying winds but stubborn enough to avoid smothering to a wisp. this was her kazami, somewhere in his mind, she knew he was there. perhaps gone out with time, converged with the original - she hoped wherever he resided in kazami's mind that he was proud of himself, of her, of how far he had gone, and the memories that will live on. her tears urged further, crying a little harder into the fabric of kazami's shirt but burying herself into his smell, allowing keen senses to take him now that he is meant to stay. if not, providing her comfort to know this was him in the flesh, who he was meant to be. "i.. " sniffled, trying for a devious lilt in her tone, "had no idea you could be so calloused." finally, she revealed her face to him, properly cried out but content, warm in the eyes as she peeks from above his chest to watch him. "it's odd," gently, wiped her cheek with the wavy-trim of her sleeve, "do you.. understand how he felt now then? do you feel the same?" it was a foolish little inquiry, but she was curious. less hurt, more .. willing to prod a bit. "could.. he see me through your eyes? what do you see?" all too much, not enough to dignify herself from the perk of her ears, the hold on his jacket with little fistfuls.
Her words tickled his ears, each syllable flitting towards him like a flower basking in the radiance of its dearest sunlight. “I…” His lips quivered, that dark gaze shifted to one of a cascading purple. The gradient in his hues, beautiful like a shimmering dusk, accented with the black night meshing towards a subtle plum. This stare, it was one infused with magic, yet there was intention behind it. For what he had seen, it was the exact same as before. “…see beauty.” Before him, the familiar held a radiant glow, warmth basking as he held her in his arms. Each word she spoke imparted the sound of grace, angelic. Each expression she held clutching at his heartstrings. Is this what that Kazami had felt and seen? The being that was Dulcita. Indeed, he was in full control, she didn’t bewitch him. The sensation of love, the understanding of love, every time he looked at her. “Love is indeed weakness.” His words, a quiet murmur, slipped past his tender lips. “He… I…” Slowly, he expressed what he felt. “…see you. Each little, different aspect. The way your eyes radiate such light, the way your ears curl and bounce with each tick of emotion within you.” What he felt, what he saw. The nuances of her being, the specific notions he had observed in both his past and present selves. “The way you show your happiness, your sadness, just the way you are… you.” A hand would brush against the tresses of her hair, following the line of her cheek. The back of his hand shifted, slow to grace against jaw before letting fingers tenderly grasp her soft cheek. “I see… love.”
her heart ached in her chest. his words not only became a truth now set over the cold disinterest from earlier but a warmth that spread over her body. he would see her magic fester and grow but not tempt him, only coincide with his in a flurry of purple and pinks. affectioned rubs of her cheek into his chest, dulce rocked them slowly, hanging off his chest like a portrait of his love. "many are afraid to allow love to grow in their hearts, did you know? you weren't afraid after.. we had spoken clearly. after he told me of his feelings. but i see to it that humans hate the concept of allowing themselves the pleasure because of the pain." just like she was, fearful. of him, of his detesting words, of .. his disapproval. dulce sought to lean into his touch, softening under his gaze with the shimmer reflection of magic across her eyes. "kazami, i won't be afraid if you're not."
For a being like him, one who had loved more than once with his entire being, such questions were met with a melancholic expression. Fingers traced the lines of her tresses, those that fell across with each movement. “For love, life finds meaning.” His whispers held affection, now lifting in cadence as his head tilted towards hers. Slow, his lips would press against her forehead. Affectionate was his touch, the mana he held with every step, with every drop of affection, they all were gentle towards her. “Together, indeed. No matter what happens now, or in the future, I will be there with you.” Another kiss, those lips would press against her tender nose, their foreheads touched as dedication surfaced through his gaze. “There’s no need to be afraid no longer, my darling.” His third, and final kiss, would be placed with utmost care; slow, languid, and full of loving affection. 
their gazes mutually warm - basking the eyes that looked upon her fifteen years ago, the same eyes that will admire her from then to now. dulce was, however, a greedy rabbit. by nature, drawn to kazami. his briefer demonstrations of his affection, dulce rose to the tippiest of her toes to press her lips into his, meeting him halfway for the final and third, gloss to bare skin. her aim impeccable, made to target his mouth with an excited bout of her affections for him. when they pulled away, she was trying to hide her smug smile behind the preening of her hair. a hand settled at his chest, the other twiddling her snowy locks. "you'll come to find that i won't be." his taste? impeccable!!
His features had been littered with a light shade of red, the dark gaze of the mage having settled into a mischievous look. Fifteen years since the last time they had seen each other, fifteen years since the last time they had shared a kiss. This time, instead of a fracture, it was the real one. His warning spoken before, had been real. Like a dripping tap, his levels of affections rose, temporarily for now. Like one who was bewitched, his arms had snaked around her once again, wrapped around her waist as he lifted her up with ease. Contrary to his slender appearance, he hoisted her up, having coerced her legs to wrap around him for support. Back down, she went, one hand gripping her waist to hold her close once again, the other providing support for her upper back. For another kiss he went, yet this time he won’t let her go.
red. as compared to her soft baby pinks, dulcita was enamored by the romantic color - splashed over his pale features, oh, she was taken. she wished then to see him in red forever and on, take him in all his weakness to see the way the splash of shade infiltrated his stoicism. it was passioned, as were the dainty fingers that kept hold upon his fabrics to keep her balance, but in which he wrapped around her, she was nonplused. he was slender. she was unsure how to gauge his strength with those slim limbs but with her tooshie secured in air, she locked immediately around his waist with hooked calves and dangling heels. delight poured from the familiar afterwards in bouts of giggles, valiantly silenced by his lips on hers again, and muffled with the exchange of pecks. his rise of love sustained her with a rouge warming her cheeks instead. she was restless despite being stalled by his little stunt, hand lost within raven locks of his hair and the other holding the back of his coat instead. her magic, too, flared in ferocity, wrapping around his body in warmth, keeping him into her for as long as she thought it necessary before letting him go. she was a poison, but he was addictive as she to any mortal. a poison that couldn't remedy her infatuation without a taste of his mouth on hers. smears of glossy pink painted his lips in her colors - as would the nails that brushed his back with sweeping circlets of her hand, she was obsessive in those moments. forgotten nearly that he was not like her in some ways, that he needed to breathe at some point. popping off with a firm peck to the corner of his lips, dulce breathlessly chuckled, muffling her hitched laughter in his neck to recover.. for now.
Their kiss was passioned, his desire needy to hers as he secured her in his hold. It was swift, it was short, yet he loved it all the same. Indeed, her balance was petite, the way she dangled off his waist with her legs around allowed them to partake in one for a deeper ravelment of love. Once they parted, his breathing had staggered, the quiet heaves quickening with assistance of magic. He had pulled out all the stops, his hands clutching at her body as if he was unwilling to let her go. “Hold tight.” His voice, a whisper, brought upon her ears, ticklish in nature as he warned her to prepare. Not even a moment to relax, his hold on her tightened, the arm that wrapped her waist pulling her close as he shifted them towards the other side of the garden. It had only been a few steps, yet they had reached upon a structure. Laid there had been a pavilion of sorts, the architecture a mix of fantasy and eastern origin, complimenting the greenery with its dark and aesthetic display. It took only a single moment of them crossing the open archways of the pavilion before Kazami dove back into her lips. It was desire overflow as he pushed her up against wall, the wooden clatter of the window doors rattling in response. His figure supported, pressing against hers as one of his hands gripped her flesh; forcing thighs and rear to ride up and against his form. His soft, pale tiers pressed against hers, deep in their dive as he gave himself, all his desires, to the familiar.
he was a fire yet to be smothered, replacing softly spilled pillow-talk and sweetness with his vigor. the only way to satiate the fiery passion between mage and demon was his pulling off from her now bruised lips and the slow drag of spittle from their mouths. hooded eyes, hazy, they swam with adoration, nothing but a warm settling upon his face, even when their surroundings shifted, swiped her from the open seating by kuro's poor sleeping cat tree. she was grounded with a resounding squeak! while his strength surpassed her expectations, scooped, but pushed, clattering upon the glass panes. her legs shifted to sit upon the dips of kazami's hips, heels upon the small of his back with a delighted little twitch of their hips meeting. he was warm all over, vibrating with magic, power, his strength. all of it she wanted to envelop and take her, rip her from her reality to lose herself in him. a content moan found semblance when he dug his fingers into her flesh, digits lost between squishy thighs while her hands dove into his coat, pushing the flaps open to drive up his chest, feel his heartbeat in her palms.
A dance between the two. The meshing of their lips interrupted with intervals of breaths and nibbles. For every pause, for every parting, his tiers would find an embrace against her skin. Never once did he want to truly separate from her being, from the one that was her. Obsidians were closed, his lids covering his gaze as he took in her scent. Finding the flesh of her neck, his kisses grew fervent. Slight and gentle, he laid a line of suckles on pert flesh, heated breaths laid upon the porcelain with every tender pass. A trail, brought back and forth with each rock their hips. Another squeeze of her thighs, fingers dug as he tried to caress her with utmost sincerity. Lovings, desires, the waltz they were part of had been riddled with grinds and rolls, their hips matching in motion and sync. From the jaw to her neck, he was painting the canvas that was her body, his paint, his markings of affection. More, he passed, and more did he seek. From her neck, there was softness in his touch. A hand would rise, tips grazing against the flesh of her stomach before clutching a breast. There, he wrote passages upon his cravings. Digits squeezed, kneading upon the yearning within his palms. Slow, languid, his kisses made tempo with the tango of her body. From then, desire would quell, matching with hers as he gave attention to each and every part of her being. 
saccharine like a candy, in drags would her lips greet his, stuffing her hands up and into his coat, feeling how his mana pulsed, nipped at her fingertips like stoking a fire. he was her flame to match but today, tonight, and in his garden, she felt how desperate he was with her in his arms, pinned where even her prey instincts would fail to take her away. 
she wouldn't want to leave for the world. where his lips encompassed her skin like a wildfire's trail through succulent path, her supple flesh wove warm, more so the core betwixt her thighs, when his hips drove into hers in a shared greeting of their need. her sounds left in a constant, bumpy when he pinned her into the glass particularly harder but consistent in breathy happiness. 
she was sensitive - pulsing all over with his bubble of desperation, all a mix of her need and his domineering lips. dulce tilted her head back and into the wall with a pearly-pretty sigh, jolted by his strength, as her ears gave a little twitch of delight, watching through hooded lashes while his hand explored. greedy, she found, that his line of action didn't sit by her tummy, but a breast
. "nno," she squeaked in feigned protest with a laugh, though pulsing harder, face pink all over and thoroughly kissed up. the skin under his smooches tingled in such a way to make her tremble. "oh-!" the hand in his shirt clutched, bringing him in where she could start to find his face for another kiss, muffling a sweet whimper. 
the little pink bud under the thin cover of her jumpsuit hardened. "i missed you so," nosed into his hair by his ear, trying to swallow down a moan, "want you here forever and always."
His fingers, slender and rough with their touch. Each knead was met with an accompanying squeeze. Mana imbued, his thumb rode up against the tip of her mound, prints pressed as circles began. His touch akin to a painter’s brush, circles and lines were drawn, dragged and flicked upon the sensitive peak. Another press, another grope, the tempo of his motions and teases were erratic and molded by his haphazard desire. Her words rose tingles against his skin, shivers dancing across with each spoken syllable. His waking path had paused, focus diverged upon their rolling hips. Each rock, each sway, the valley between her thighs would pass against the clothed connection between them. His heat, she would feel, his craving, she would grind. Between them had been the battle between thin and silky against course and rough. Her jumpsuit, as thin as it was, would feel the friction of his lower wear, his traveling attire providing another type of sensation against their sensual movements. His length, his bulge, that molten heat strapped away behind the cage that was his clothes would dance across her covered flower, their dance riding against the partial length with each rock. Words, quiet and firm, spilled from his moist lips. “For you, I will give my everything.” His innermost wants, his innermost needs. His being, his love. All the emotions and affections, dedicated just to her. Another kiss atop her ear, teeth parting slight to capture the tender and soft delicate skin within his maw. Only a bite, he had given, before his attention went to capture her lips once more. Another dive, yet this time his wanting slipped forth, his moist pink muscle extending to waltz along with hers, to pull her into the depths of their moment together.
everything. she wanted everything out of kazami. to grasp him like a star in the endless sky, she was fortunate to have scored him. to be accepted through his walls and loved, cherishing her under his fingertips like a painting to be observed. 
she felt the part of beauty where his eyes skimmed, wherever his lips decided would find victim upon whatever exposed skin her jumpsuit couldn't cover. hungry was what she was, then, and addicted to his taste in her mouth, she nearly fell apart, into a putty of tingly, sensitive skin. 
the hand in his hair adored thick, dark strands, smoothing then curling them around her digits like she, too, was wrapped around his finger. like the way her nipple overjoyed under his touches, making her buck her hips into him with a riled squeal below. 
her cheeks couldn't have felt warmer, burning like the suns that threatened between panes of glass up above, that sought to see the two figures of passion as they rode, ground, and stuck to each other like they would die without. 
she felt surely that she would, and kazami dignified her desperation, with her hands tugging his shirt in, avid to moan relief with the joining of their tongues. her taste, he would find, was sweeter than her skin, tingly where her magic sought solace in the warmth of her mouth while her gloss burned pleasantly.
Kazami’s tongue wrapped, curled, and drove against hers as he lapped up the tender taste within the cavity of her mouth. Mana enveloped his hand, the magic holding against his skin like a flame as it began to eat away at the fabric between their touches. The jumpsuit, silken fabric that separated palm to breast, had been burned away; yet there was no pain, no sensation, other than the direct contact of skin to skin. Now, she would feel the warmth of his touch, palm cupping and pushing the pillowy mounds with renewed vigor. That thumb would be accompanied with his index, the tips tickling with latent magic as he gave attention to her pert nipple. Pink with its trail, the aura upon those digits would radiate with an affectionate whisper. His lovings would feel like fire, pleasure abound as he drove her sensitivity higher with his touch. The spell, sensual, had propelled her nerves to the next realm onwards. Indeed, a simple touch would feel like heaven, lightning coursing through her senses as ecstasy spread. The other hand would loosen their grasp on her thighs, trailing in their need as he dragged his fingers atop her stomach. his palm pressed against her navel, fingers downwards as they radiated equally with a pink sensation. Down they dragged, embers alight as he teased those tips lower and lower until they met the grinding connection between them.
dulcita was tense. all at once it had been a seize of her attention where the flames licked at her flesh, painless but remarkably apparent in which her ears stood. more so, her pulse hitched before hammering, further would her excitement impulse her hands, finding the front of her breasts but only to be impeded with his clutch. "kazami," she breathed out after pulling away, drool thinning out in a bridge between their lips before breaking to splatter where her little chin sat, red and vibrating the force of which invigorated the rabbit to existence. "kazami!" both whispered, all shook with the shuddering of her breaths, bumped into the wall with their shared grinding, animals in the making. "please," she is sweet to beg, hanging her head back where she watched with bigger pupils that drowned the rest of her pink, adored and drugged up with his taste. his hand wove dangerously low, her womb trembling where it stopped, and when he stopped where her fabrics clung, dulce was a mess, whining out to him for reprieve. her bare skin stung. "hrm, that.. wasn't cheap, you know," bitter but underlying a particular admiration for his art, the way he shed her clothes, but it wasn't so fair if it was just her. a wince overcame her features while claws dug and tore his shirt, the rest falling apart like a pink goop that littered his feet.
Tattered was his clothes, the fabrics torn through like scraps of paper in the wind. His robe phases through his flesh, pulling back to avoid such ravaging, allowing her access to his bare and slender arms. His pale skin glistened with sweat as he narrowed his gaze towards her. There was no anger, yet there was temptation within those hues. Her words, tickling his ears, wrought his attention back to her the hand below her navel. Another shove of his hips against hers, his length dragging along the covered lips of her sex. A quiet huff, his voice murmuring as he expressed faux displeasure. “Such frivolities.“ Not to dismiss, yet to press down. His words were accentuated with the slight clutching of her jumpsuit. Those tips that misted with a pink hue had grasped at her silky fabrics. A tug upwards, from her valley to a jolt. Slow was the burn, as the fabric he held had simmered the embers of their destruction. He murmured again, a bite of her lips following. Light, tender, yet with a feral desire as he rubbed in sync. With every downward grind, that gripping hand would tease her peaks. With every upward motion, that clutching hand would pull, grinding fabric taut against the sensitive nub atop her valley. Soft yet harsh, his lovings would only be fueled by her bratty nature. Indeed, he never cared for such worries, his magic as a mage would solve such issues to begin with. In addition, those magics were temporary, to provide excitement within the touches that his pink mana felt. His grinding continued, matching his forcing tempo as he let her feel the heat between them. The way his shaft ground against her soaking flowers, she would feel pure lust incarnate with each stroke. 
louder; dulce was everything but silent, the norm of a rabbit to be demure and of impeccable behavior. her eyes drank him in and pupils trembled, riveted to see the consequence of her aggression to nothing but the tatters of his shirt, the widening of his jacket furthering her thirst. he pushed her, then, and pinned her still, but she was relentless, finding her opening when her head dove in to meet his neck, dragging the flat of her tongue up his skin to taste. 
kazami was impeccable, succulent under her keen taste while he devoured her in turn, in his ways a mage would temper with a creature of magic. but while she was keen to prod wherever he had left vulnerable, he was a serpent in the grass, finding his clutches upon thick, puffy little folds, slick with poorly contained arousal. honeyed heat dribbled down an inner thigh, the one sustained by the hook of his hip, but the other refused to depend. 
her heel reached the floor on its tippy. dulce mouthed a hum, ears giving a good twitch, while their contact fed her a world full of chills, pleasure shooting from the apex of her core to the ends of her spine, wobbling the little tuft of fur by her ass; kazami had taken the familiar off guard, where she slumped and held him. her hips moved on their own in a fever, circling herself - more of a squirm - to encourage, capturing the fabric so she would continue to lose herself when he toyed at her. 
"you are evil," her voice caught, afraid of humiliating herself with the attempt. fanning heated breaths into his throat, shoulder, her teeth flashed brilliantly under the peek of sunlight before sinking steadily, biting upon his shoulder with a muffed moan of delight. "hhn." chills; constant, his length smeared her mess from hilt to base.
His fingers would tug, agonizing pleasure spreading through each of his actions toward the familiar. She was putty, a plaything within his delicate and skillful hands. With each pull, he would continue to gauge her shivers and murmurs, attention keen as he would play into a rhythm that allowed her sensations to reach new heights. 
Another pull, yet this time to adjust her position. The hand that clutched her clothing had loosened, the fabric partly sheared and made loose at his points of contact. It dragged down, tips twitching with greed as he sought to play with her now-exposed folds. The fabric did nothing to hide her flooding sex, the magic-riddled fingers coursing lightning through his touches as he guided index and pinky to beside her lower lips.
The middle and ring met with moist flesh, soaked immediately as they ran across the lengths of her entrance. Magic would fizzle, imbuing into both their skin as he amplified her sensations once more. With the first knuckle, he would enter, those two fingers pushing into her tight walls as he sought passage. Tempting, he would be, as he eased only the tips of those digits within the depths. Slick, their noises would resonate, his touch toying as his spells would play the fiddle upon her valley. His palm would press, grinding against the pert nub, her clit exposed to the callous and rough texture of his hands.
He would be slow, tantalizing as he led her body into a lascivious tango between them. His figure would press harsher against her thighs, allowing her to use him as a supporting pillar during his ravaging. His knees bent, he would create a rhythm between them as his caresses and teases became a hymn of lust and desire, heard only for them. 
dulce's breath was baited. he treated her delicately, but the way he entwined pain and pleasure, bordered the line that was pleasing and torturing the little rabbit in his clutches, kazami might as well have been ravaging through her like the animal he could be. 
she saw restraint even through the veined tension in his forearms, where she had torn up his upper layer enough to flash him in her eyes. to drink his color in beneath vampiric void, the satin that sat under her fingertips was of no match for her hunger. 
he was unequivocally involved, par for the course, and an avid dancer in their rhythm. she knew that the second his hand drove along her sensitive folds, bumping her little pearl of nerves, that he was in the game for being coy - to rope her along, have her trembling and squeaking out complaint just as she was now. 
it was working, the way her protest from earlier urged him to take her with his lithe fingers. he sunk in with a pressure, walls refusing to lend him leeway inside but with a gentle push, she let him in with the soft slick sounds between her thighs. 
her forehead fell forward into his chest and a fist to take the waistline of his pants, gasps throttled out of her heaving chest. brushed, he tended to her in more than one ways, trying to nod her way to encourage him - wordless bouts of wanting more, more, and please- more! 
sweet mumbling, dulce tugged at his pants, hooking her forefinger to tease his pelvic skin with a gentle prod of her claw, and making a huff to ground her hips down. taking him with a pleased trembling of her knees; sure to fall at any moment.
Those tender motions, languid in nature, continued to coax her walls to fall, to coax her mind to submit to the pleasure. She must have known, that his teasing nature extended past his personality, permeating to the torturing yet pleasurable curling of his fingers. 
The noise of their act, the drippings of her fluids painted the wooden flooring of the pavilion with a darker shade, moist as her sex would flood against his fingers with each stroke. By now, he had eased into the second knuckle, his fingers locking easing into another curl as he pressed against the sensitive walls. 
He was searching, seeking to find the spot that would cause her to crumble into his arms. For each pass, for each thrust of his fingers, he would push deeper, the shlicking sound becoming the metronome for their rhythm. More curling, more digging, he would part her depths with a lust that seemed endless. 
Hot, her core was tempting, and his fingers kept their pace. The more he played, the more he danced, changing his movements to match the subtle changes in her expressions with little to no effort. Whichever made her moan, whichever made her whimper, his hands worked together to fold and knead her into putty as he gave his all to the one he loved. 
Impatience, however, drew his mind, as he longed to kiss her once more. Captured, her lips had become, as his own had taken hostage of those cries of pleasure to muffle and mute the familiar with fervor. Ecstasy she would feel, pleasure and satisfaction, he would exhibit, continuing until she would climax all over his hands, to keep on going until she begged him to ravage her instead. 
The magic within his fingers swelled, passing to the second point as she would feel an echo of magic; his fingers felt rapid, no, they felt electric. With each plunge of his digits, she would feel another, as if he had forced her to feel the sensations twice over, an agonizing pleasure only he could provide her. His fingers sinking in gave rise to ecstasy that he only prayed she could withstand, lest she wouldn’t be able to handle what came after.


a constant. the pressure in her lower body became maddening from where she stood, pressed into the wall with nothing but the mage to withstand her trembling, knees a wobble as a subtle threat of giving way from her weight. unapologetically, dulce moaned, tears threatening the base of her eyes, lashline wet with hot, fat tears that expressed the white-hot delight speckling her guts. 
walls were a suction around his fingers, quick as they were, with the deft motions that pushed her slick in then out, dribbling in unceremonious splatters between quivering thighs to paint the floor in her helpless passion. she was lost in herself - eyes unfocused as they watched the way his wrist jerked, fingers lost in the pounding of her sex. 
it hadn't taken long before she was burying her face into his chest, hands in white-knuckled purchase against his chest while the leg still propped upon his hip shook, heel threatening to clatter upon the floor. from head to toe, the rabbit tensed, all muscles in a seizing of control where the little tight ring of her pussy made him prisoner, but only for as long as he'd allow. 
the crook of his fingers, he was pounding into the spongy little bundle of nerves that had the tips of her ears puffed and bristled, and her gasps high, pitched to a desperate wrack. even muffled with his warm tongue searching her mouth, dulce fell apart under his height, splattering against their fronts with a sloppy dripping of hot finish, her climax heightened with flustered nerves, all victim to his doing. 
the tumultuous torture to her insides - her nails dug, claiming him as he did with his fingers inside of her, and sighed, long and airy, drunk on pleasure.
Waves. His magic shimmered, rippling as he felt the waves crash upon the frail rabbit’s frame. Their clashes, the tightness that his fingers had been enveloped in slowed his constant thrusting of her slick depths. There was another plunge, his fingers curling to help her reach the finality of her climax. With her frame curling to slump against his own, Kazami held her close, having hoisted her up once she recovered just enough, yet he didn’t finish. His body still yearned, to drive the spikes of pleasure within her, to impale her body and mind with the scent and experience of his loving.
Up she went, heaving her over his shoulder as he took her over to the edge of the hanging sofa. With a gentle drop, her body had been curled, her legs hanging wide upon the edge. Spread as they were, his hands dragged her up, bringing her thighs over before he kneeled. Kneeled before her, fingers grasped at heavenly, porcelain flesh before pulling aside that silken jumpsuit. His digits settled, slipping within the moist folds, the tips parting her slick walls before returning his pistoning once again. Relentless, his hands danced, making a mess of her depths before his lips lowered, pressing against the stiff nub poked atop her dainty flower. A tongue, moist, flicked upwards, a quick motion before soft tiers wrapped around the upper half of her nethers.
Another hand secured her movements, refraining her from shifting or moving away as the hanging sofa swung against her struggles. Languid, his kisses upon her sex had been filled with loving, his goal intent on driving lightning through her lascivious figure. Alternations, his tongue lapped at her nectar, the way her juices dripping being his guiding light. He drank, devoured, keen as if he had been on the verge of thirst, her body being the chalice that gave him the bliss of ambrosia. 
the familiar leaked, unceremonious from her prose upon the couch. a squeak of exertion, she was instant to try pushing her legs together, shielding herself from him before he could get his mouth on her again - their last spat had her shaking, shuddering for escape. but he is insistent, stronger than she. after all, a familiar's place is under a mage, and they fit the descriptor well. her pale back arched up into a fine curve while a gasp left between her drool-slick lips, following her complaint with the head of raven hair bobbing and circling between plump thighs. she had been good - waiting for him in the fifteen years he waited, the torturous weeks she stood by. she was sweet as she was venomous to mortal tongue, saccharine orgasm splattered by her inner thighs, leaving her in the careful swipes of his tongue that had her quaking like a woman stricken by an electric shock. "please!" her cry resounded the pavilion, teary-eyed with a little rock of her hips in protest. "i'm not ready, i can't- not again." ocean waves were far beyond her scope of intellect, but she is prime to mimicking the rolls, ebbs, and grinding of round hips to encourage him in devouring her taste. her eyes, although prone to rolling up into her skull, blinked something desperate, privy to focusing on his eyes, the brief peek of his tongue as it lingered before disappearing between her folds. "but you and i," she mumbled, trying to brush his bangs up and away from his face with trembling fingers, wanting to see him. "- have just met, haven't we." it was.. partially truth; he's a different man, not lost with familiarity but a kazami she needed to indulge into further, open him up like she did the last. "but this is what you'd prefer to do.." there wasn't an ounce of distaste in her trembling cadence, admiration solely taking her sound as she moaned.
Kazami’s expression softened, his lips curling as he shook his head betwixt her plush thighs. His tongue danced, coiling and teasing along the sensitive lips of the familiar. With each pass, he dove in, that pink muscle snaking inside her quaking folds as he jabbed; quick, flitting like a cobra as he lapped her up. His hand shifted, brought up to play with the puffy nub as he ate; ate, and ate, to devour her, to cause her to tremble. His goal wasn’t purely for his own pleasure, having decided to further encase her being with his own marks. To make her quake unapologetically, to make her remember what he felt like whenever he was in her presence. Minutes would pass, her waves of pleasure passing down, crashing unabashedly as he drank. Still, he would grant her that slight release as he pulled away, strands of lustful juices and sexual addiction stringing along as he peered back. His hand would capture that loose liquid, scooping up before leaning forward. Moist was his fingers, and down did they go, to press upon her soft lips. Index and middle would invade, encouraging his beloved to drink upon her own nectar; the ambrosia he had the privy of gluttonously devouring. “You… don’t know.” His words were a mutter, head shaking to let loose tresses waltz tenderly across his face. “This is me.” A mischief would ripple, surfacing across his lips as he gave her a sultry, sly look. “For those I love, this is what I give them.” With his frame above her, a hand would pull, tugging at the belt that locked up his lower figure. The threads would fall, letting the fabric fall to reveal the desire, the molten lust that throbbed within her presence. 
she was focused. hypnotized by the motion of his head when he disappeared from the nose down between plumpness and her tummy, she couldn't take her eyes off him, attempting an unwavering obsession even while her orgasm wracked her body. making her ears prick up, toes to curl within her heels, and her hands - ever the delicacy when tending to potions - became staples in her passioned finished. threading into his hair she tugged like they were reigns. orgasm still fresh in her system, it permeated like taut vines wounding her body in a series of tingles, chills that had her back arching for mercy. it wouldn't be long until she was cumming again. a splatter of transparent finish painting his chin, neck, and what little skin she had uncovered by the previous, rippling with his magic, dulce nearly howled, cried out, sobbed her pleasure between squirms. coming down was a task unachievable, heightened by the long sight of arousal hanging between his thighs with his skin apparent, pants pushed down to allow it to spring out. instinct took ahold, making her thigh curl up, away from his grip, and conceal her sopping mess, dulce went to push his head away after the pleasure dotting her system became almost painful, an ache in her system. a twist of her stomach, she heaved breaths. the only thought ringing through her mind being: how badly she wanted him to breed her. to lay his claim. to make her his at once. she wanted him to make the wait worth the tears, hurt, and patience - here and now.
his gaze raised, having been observing her slickness for the past while. another murmur, a hum as he shifted. his length, his heat, she would feel it radiate, pressed taut against the lustful flower of the familiar. she was slick, liquid ecstasy dripping onto the soft fabrics of the couch as they rubbed. each grind, she would feel his length trace; waiting to be sheathed within her folds as it throbbed, erect as he leaned forward, lips met to impart another kiss upon his love. moist, drenched, their rocking and waltzing of hips would send shivers. like a sheath upon his shaft, he would grind against the length, from hilt to tip before holding the twitching head before her puffy sex. slow, he had pushed, his lower head pressed on, parting those folds. languid, each moment stretching into eternity as mage and familiar lost themselves in the heat of their connection, inch by inch following his exploration of her depths. Kazami's rocks and rolls grew more urgent, more impatient, as he sought to feel the heat within the fire of Dulcita’s core. finally he would bottom out, his figure trembling over hers as he felt her tight walls hold him in a vice grip. his breathing was harsh, staggered as he let molten breaths spill past his lips. another moment, his hips shifted, pulling back once, only to sheathe within her once more. every thrust, increasing in pace, sent shockwaves of pleasure coursing through his veins, igniting a fire that burned hotter with each passing second. his fingers would clasp, gripping upon her waist as he trapped flesh between wanting digits. he needed to hold her down, in fear of letting such intense feelings slip away once again. with each meeting of their bodies, the mage felt their connection strengthen between them, a bond that transcended the physical and delved into the depths of their souls. it was as though they were two halves of a whole, destined to find completion in each other's arms.
a hand gripped the cushion of the couch, nails dug properly into the pliant material as to ground herself. the way he slipped in, the head bumping deliciously into her cervix - Dulce was blissed out. his size properly filled the space his fingers couldn't and made a pressure that sat pleasantly constant in her gut, tightening her core and by extend, her walls clenched around his length. messy, thrusts encouraged her sounds to spill, clutte by his ear where she moaned and squealed when he would pump into her at a particularly harder angle, jabbing sensitive nerves. faster he went, the louder she was. "harder," her whispers shook, a hand coming up to clamp across her forehead as she watched, peered beyond her hooded lashes as he worked her apart. pounding plump little folds, the way he unsheathed then returned to bump along her insides had the familiar mouthing praise, drool threatening the corner of her lips. her body moving on its own, hips rising and circling against his pace despite the bruising grip around her waist, holding the slimmest part of her curves but denying him to keep her still for too long. "i'm .. close," her lips wobbled, voice cutting between the sounds of skin on skin, the clattering ripples of flesh. "i'm going to.. nnh, ah- again, i'm going to cum again, kazami."
his figure would hasten, a steady rhythm that tempted fate for the mage as he dug deeper into her thick depths. parting, she would feel his head throb, meeting kisses upon the entrance of her cervix. it was a dance that bordered the line of animalistic as he pounded her core, their heat mingling between their sexes with every thrust. compared to his hands, there was less finesse, his lower half just diving and clapping against her thighs, eager to splatter her walls. to mark her depths, a desire he wanted to fulfill, yet he eased once she came. once her walls had coiled, exhibiting their signature of ecstatic climax, he had slowed, allowing her depths to feel the fullness of his shaft. his hands would loosen their grip, instead reaching to cup her breast. the other, resting tenderly against her navel as he leaned down for another kiss. their tempo, reset. another slow dance, a tango as he began thrusting deep, hips gyrating to stir her valley. the fingers that rested on her stomach sought her flesh, to caress against her lower abdomen as she approached climax. his palm centre, fingers grasping at her hips with each thrust. magic would resonate, pink aura radiating from his hand to her flesh. she would feel sensitivity, pleasure bolting from her cervix. another rhythm, with each dig and grind added to with the palm of his hand.
her vision swam, little white dots aligning her sight with the pounding she endured. that poor little sex enduring the brunt of his pursuit, crashing his twitchy tip into her ends like she were meant to be skewered. kazami seemed keen on ensuring all of her wasn't left untouched. going so far as to pound on her till her cervix started to bruise, her hands wove up and held his chest with an open-palmed brace. her tongue sought his hungrily, letting him dip back into her taste as his cock send her further into degradation, an abyss of dazed bliss. constant and tumultuous - wave after wave rippled bliss through her nerves like electricity, and she was ever wise to take it all in. both hands swung up above her head, grasping the opposite end of the couch to watch, plant herself firm before his thrusts jerked her further. there was a succession in his fervor; aligning her tight walls, she felt a jolt overcoming her nerves as he shot his magick through her body. all the way to the soon-to-bruise cervix he abused unabashedly. riling her cries, they shot out through the pavilion like a plea for help, begging him to finish her off before she lost herself in mind-muddling pleasure.
That tip of magic, the ripples of pleasure he would send through like a current as he molded her walls; enough to send her to a climax, had leeched into his own figure. Once she was close, he had pressed down, to let that magic run rampant within her core. The ecstatic radiance of her flesh, and the clinging of her tight depths, all provided him the stimuli to tip over the edge of climax. It was one final thrust, his head pounding and kissing her cervix as he pounded deep; to ensure not a single drop would miss its mark. "..F-fuck, I'm cumming- I'm cumming." His body lurched, leaning over hers as he supported his frame against her own; pulsating, his release had spilled. She would feel it in her core, the molten heat as he shot rope after rope of thick, viscous seed inside her. The magic he imparted would shatter her thoughts, sensations of euphoria dancing amongst the nerves of her flesh. "...T-Take all of me!" Her walls would be soaked, the pure bliss of being filled spreading through the corners of her mind as he bred her body, to mark her womb as his. A groan, moan filled with orgasmic release as he let murmurs dance upon his quivering lips. His own mind had frozen, fractured in rapture as he held as much willpower; to not fall apart, to withstand their synchronous materialization of heaven incarnate. A few moments would pass, his length throbbing, dripping out the remains of their pleasure as his breathing had slowed, his head tilting to meet hers, to let their lips mesh in a messy, unrefined fashion. Staggered, his words spilled, the tipping point having made a mess of his own thoughts and composure. "...Dulce... Dulcita..." He could only speak her name, brain frazzled as he continued. "...I'm... I'm not done yet." This time, his words were one of resolve. Whether or not she was ready, he continued to mutter. "I.. I need to mark you, to make you mine again, and mine only." A pink mist would radiate from that hand on her navel, raised to press upon his lower half. There, another groan would pass as she would feel that length, slight in recuperation, throb once more. Molten, she would feel the magic dance as his shaft pulsated, more erect than ever before, the churning of seed mixing in as he rolled his hips; a simple rocking motion stirring her depths, to mix their juices and his seed together.
it was a salacious matter of want, of power, dominance fought between a softer body and one more powerful. the slap of his hips upon her softest parts rung out in a cacophony between her panting and his shakier breaths, the way all of her seemed to agitate where his weight pushed in, and bounce when he slipped right back out. 
it wasn't a distance that was worth her whining, not when he was so keen to slip back in, fill the void that was left after fifteen years in his absence. reunited at the cost of his tip bruising her little nerves, the bruising grip he had on the supple curve of her hips, she was in heaven. 
blissed out but fighting, her body in its natural state of resisting such a manner of state, the magic shocking her core being retaliated with by her own. her touch was hot, palms that couldn't find a means of stilling, they made a trek up strong arms, hidden under his cloaks, to land upon his shoulders. 
they stayed with the arch of her back, a delicate curve that brought her chest, hefty breasts avid to bounce, up and her hips down into the constant, relentless pace of his pounding. dulcita couldn't think, not while he was going at her so avidly, but once he had announced his finish, she trembled. 
her instincts overtaking the demure act she so frequently allowed to put on, and her nails, if not without restraint, would dig into his skin, and her thighs quaked, hooked over his hips. his finish left her in a disarray of fluids, all leaking from that one abused spot, slipping between the intervals of his thrusts while stringing out when he pulled away. 
it found the inside of her thighs, dribbling unceremoniously where her ass was positioned while his pelvis, all front half, was speckled with her warmth finish. in despite of her daze, dulce wasn't prepared for another, she was not braced for him to jolt her again. 
awaken dormant nerves that ached to be given reprieve, nor was she as ready when his hips started to move again. her tongue avidly went out and swiped drool that threatened to fall from the corner of plump lips, as well as wetting them, and back in so she would whimper. "i am yours," 
her voice rasped with use, fingers sturdy to weigh his skin under pretty nails, of which raked down his back. "i'm yours, all yours, -" she sighed, sensitive. the deeper he went, the higher her squeaks. thoroughly used, dulce sought to flinch from his thrusting, pupils made to form little hearts within shaky peony-pink pools. "nnh, t- there's more?!"
Kazami’s body had shuddered, her nails drawing blood upon the flesh of his back, muscles gleaming with sweat as he dove into her depths. Slow, tender, he built up their speed once more. Their noises, their scent, the fragrance of sex drew heavy amongst the air around them. It was temptation manifest, lust abound as he gave her his second round. It was a firm few moments before he pulled out, his arms wrapping under her thighs to lift her lower half even higher. Separation, although brief, had left her womb hungry, his length having made her depths empty in his absence. He would murmur a brief warning, yet it came late. Soon, however, he had pinned her down. Her thighs, pressed, folded, her legs bound higher. He pushed them up, to let her feet settle beside her; a mating press, a declaration of what’s to come. Once more, he filled her, his shaft throbbing as he plowed her depths apart in a swift, smooth motion. Slick, their juices provided lubrication as he dug into her insides, to let his cock kiss her core. Another, he would pull, only to slam right against her aching cervix. That glow, that magic, continuous to send shivers, to send quakes of pleasures. He was pounding away, imparting his scent, imparting his desire. She would feel his love ripple, his expression of affection as he leaned in. With her pinned below him, she was left to his will, their lips meshing together as he drank her in, to drink up and exchange the drool that pooled within their lips. His tongue would tango, a waltz as he coiled and curled, to exchange spit in a lewd, unholy manner. A string had strung, spittle drawing down as he pulled for a brief moment to speak. “Do you see me, Dulcita?” His words would be a murmur, his gaze downward as he drew her attention to their collapsing and harmonizing connection of flesh. “Do you see how much I want you? Only you?” A rough tone, almost a change as his voice shifted; kindness, affection, they had all but merged into the lust and greed that existed within his words. To drown her, to mark her, he had fallen into his desires like she did hers. “To make you mine, to make your body submit to me.” His lips curled, meshing back into hers as he dug deep once more. He pressed, bottoming out before grinding away into her depths. “I want your body to take my seed. Bear my children.” His cock would throb, the head stiffening and pulsating as it brimmed with an orgasmic desire. It was coming; the wave of pleasure, the wave to mark, she would feel the crash of thunder and lightning batter against her mind as his magic would overrun their course, to overrun her nerves. His hips would slam, a pistoning beginning as he hastened his pace. This orgasm would be compounding; his first, a tender lightning bolt, his second, a storm, his third? She would have to find out. “Dulcita…” His hips would quiver; it was coming. Words would spill, mutters, murmurs, he was losing himself to pleasure once more. “Dulcita… Dulcita! I'm...” That head throbbed, threatening to coat her walls, to flood them with his potent virility, and it did. “FUCK!” A curse, riddled upon his lips, spilled as it gave notice to his eruption of ecstasy. 
fat, hot tears fought to surpass her thick lashes, coating them in warmth and wetness as it flowed, crossing cherubic cheeks, of which grew hot under their exertion, and trickled to her chin. they splattered, the significance of became of her smug approach, having kissed up on him from before, to the fucked-out semblance of the demon woman was stark, an appalling display of what should be a bloodhound to her witch.. degraded, defiled by the cock of her beloved, a mage with too much power on his hands. 
too keen to see the way she twitched and complained in cries as he pounded into her little sweet spot. her nails would offer little mercy, dragging up then upon his shoulder blades like a cat at a scratch post, leaving behind the mark of a woman with far too little stamina as compared to his. by her fruitless attempt to stave her drool away from, he seemed to reinvigorate her with his kiss, their pulling away made spittle string out then break, splattering against their chins rightly so. 
dulce hazelly mumbled between trembling gasps, her way of control, as her body, otherwise, could not seem to find its composure. "i see.." her eyes fell where he was making contact, beyond the firm chest that hung above her to her little pelvis, her little chubby pouch, and the way his magic made a firm outline of his breeding tool. illuminating beyond pale skin, dewy with sweat, and the little circular imprint of his seed as it sat within her womb -- the trace of his magic apparent from her eyes, keen, and had her shaking much harder. 
"see- y.. you- inside-" but without a way to continue, a splatter resounded between slaps, and she slumped with a squeal, her toes curling on themselves in petite heels, hanging where her ears were per his forceful maneuvering. his magic dominated over hers, flashing white-hot pleasure into her guts, leaving her sight in a trace, blinding. 
"kazami!" her gasp sharp, dulce was oblivious to the bristling of her ears. "i can't take much more- y.. you big brute," a mixture of his words, promising but a threat of its own, dulce was shrill in the way she cried out for him, and tried to shimmy her hips away, a smile faint where her lips were formed into a pleasured little 'o'. "nngh-! hanh, ah, please." drip, drip; following the thick, stickiness of his seed, her finish was thin and quick to leave her twitching hole, marking his floors, the couch, anywhere that would fall victim to her splatters. another, two in one, rocked her body, eyes rolling back.
Ropes upon ropes, the white strings of hot, molten semen would coat her walls white once more. Fullness, warmness, her core would drink upon his spunk like it was fate decreed. His figure danced, knees trembling as he steadied himself upon her thighs, his hands resting upon her calves as he pinned her further. Wet, their flesh, the fabric of the couch shimmering, darkened with their moist evidence. The heat, their sex, would envelop, and intertwine with one another as his breathing had turned ragged once more. This time, that glimmer of magic had settled, his second shot being enough to draw his body to a slow, languid pace. Lips would find hers, to seek out another kiss as he drew upon her love. Indeed, she would feel his length slip out, worn and torn as the sloppy drippings of their love would dribble out lasciviously, oozing their mix, staining the furniture with their sins. His words, murmured, had been paced. “Dulc…. Dulcita…” A hand would raise, his determination wavering. Fingers would curl, another swish. Those digits invoked another spell- threads upon threads would materialize, wrapping around the ends of her limbs. His expression had been one of exhaustion, yet the fire in his eyes, those shimmering hues rippled with fervor bounding upon the border of endlessness. “…I’m… I’m not done yet with you.” His lashes lowered, lids hooded as he gazed at her with a regenerating fire in his movements. Those threads, shifting into ribbons, would bind, tying her limp form and heaving her up. They would attach to the rafters of the roof, holding her frame into the air as he eased his figure off hers. “…I still..” Those dances, his mind had been muddled, yet signs of his eventual lucidity would surface. This mage wasn’t finished yet, having only done a fraction of what he desired to inflict. For some forsaken reason, he had such drive; perhaps it was the many years, perhaps it was the limitation of what they had done in the past. Even before, they didn’t finish, having not completed even close to being all the way yet. Perhaps this was a way for him to make up for it, for her body to relish and enjoy all the empty, half-finished times to their completion. With another wave, he would slide off of her, his figure wobbling slightly as he returned himself to a stand. For the familiar, she was incapable of escaping; he ensured it, bringing her mind to a haze as he had let her body succumb to the pleasure. “…need to mark two more of your holes.” Lust, lewd, those words that spilled from his lips weren’t of a refined nature. Indeed, his brain had frazzled, pinpointed on their goal to breed, drown, and bury his darling with the built-up desire of fifteen years. That same hand would wave, glowing pink once more as objects would materialize. Toys. Sexual, in nature, yet they all seemed to differ in many ways. Beads, vibrators, small eggs. His expression had grown sultry, his breathing regular. “Forgive my desires, my love, for this is only one of the ways I could show how much I love, desire, and want you to be mine.” Even if, no matter how much she begged, he still wanted to drown her, even if, reality would permit, she loved him so much. Nay. It wasn’t enough. He wanted her to fall for him, in this moment, for his entirety. “Darling, hold on, for I want you to experience all of this.” His hands would pass her dainty, porcelain flesh, trails, and traces made as he brought one of the toys closer. A vibrator, white in color, held the distinct shape of his shaft. Length, girth, and all the likes had matched. With a single snap of his fingers, it would float, pressing against her moist folds as he forced her walls to part once again to the foreign toy. Warm, it would feel. Like his? Entirely so. Another snap, the toy would shiver, vibrations commencing as it began. The other toys would follow; the beads, entering her other depths, her ass parting with each threaded ball. Stiff, yet warm, the magic within providing enough lubrication to let each half-inch enter with a lewd pop. Those eggs, floated on, attaching themselves to the perky pillows, the stiff peaks now embraced by the lustful vibrations. As for him? He settled before her features, his figure beside her face as he looked down upon her with an overwhelming change in behavior. His shaft twitched, half erect as he gave a tender slap against her cheek, the soiled flesh marking her skin with their mixed juices. “Darling, you’ve made me wait so long…” A tone mixed with pain and desire, his hand would grip her jaw, the other guiding his length; painting her lips, her cheeks, pressing upon her senses, to let her smell just how much he defiled her, to smell their sinful sex.
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