hooded lids would lift slight, dark orbs merely peering back in return. for some odd reason, be it from the drinks or his mistake earlier, the magus seemed to be... different. the mark on her neck would aid in that theory. his other hand rested on her waist, fingers light against the fabric of her leotard as he paused. naturally, she was a busy one after all -- and so was he. although he'd know if she went, he hasn't dropped by in a while, so they could probably schedule something. that said, his hand would return to cover his gaze, his magic flickering and fluttering as he tried to regain his composure. his intoxication was lifting bit by bit and he could feel the softness laid upon his lower half, something that had been previously numbed by the erratic disruption of his mana. those same fingers on her waist would squeeze in response, yet their touch a little hesitant as if he was at odds with himself. a ticking time-bomb, per se, as she'd feel him beginning to stir.
the ghost of his lips remained despite his mouth being well a few ways from her neck. a sensation she oft faced being a prey animal - having to constantly refer threats to her safety, despite him being none of the sort. it was bittersweet and enthralling all the same how she desired his lips there once again, while her body bristled where fur aligned her softest parts in a puff of warning. while his hands explored the taut fabric, enchanted to allow her shapeshifting and allow her curves to breathe, dulcita had to lean in closer, take him in for scent and warmth with her affinity to curiously poke about on him. the hips settled on his pelvis gave a wiggle, inadvertent to start but just the beginning of her devious acts. whenever he would like, so long as she's in his clutches. a smile curling her plump lips, she tilted her head at him. she can feel the dips and highs of his magic as it permeated under hers; rosy warmth meant to draw others in to her, a magnet for prone hearts. "you don't look so good, darling," she hummed, dropping to fold her arms under her head, at level to his. "something wrong?"

his visage covered, breathing slightly shifted as he peeked once again from under pale skin. onyx orbs gazed without refrain, pupils dilating and contracting with each whisper of his lips. the color of his hues would shake like before, transforming before coalescing back into their original black as he spoke. it was faint, a quiet tone as those lips parted with the soft-spoken words. “…a tease.” although cut off, short, and quite different to the usual painting of words he’d shower on the bun – there was a lot more emotion behind them in exchange. the hand on her waist would graze upwards, his fingers tracing as they’d draw lines up the length of her back before resting beside his form. the other, pushed against his loose curls before reaching up to cup the bun’s cheek. a squeeze was given before the mage would lift himself up a little, allowing his lips to press upon hers for a moment. “you’re a dolt, you know that?” he’d lean back, allowing his head to rest once again on the softness of the booth sofa. 
chalky thick brows furrowed under the shift of his eyes, watching the way they altered like swirling potions in a cauldron -- he's a marvel to look at, and there wasn't a moment dulce regretted ogling for a bit. curious, but now she knew just why it occurred. where her fingers planted last, sitting above the fabric of his shirt, she brought them up to sit palm open on his chest, feeling his heartbeat. huffed, "i haven't done anything to you!" sought his lips out when he leaned in, greedy to imprint some pink over his mouth. "you've shifted around so much, it's natural for me to worry, kazami." but that wasn't entirely the reason, nor the truth. her smile is devious and unrelenting. "you're clearly fighting something back."
a small scoff would escape his lips, lids narrowing as he looked aside. he’d be at odds with himself still. what was he fighting? the mage would exhale, deeply this time, as the warmth around them would raise for a moment. like a sleeping volcano, his mana had tried to settle itself, resisting the urge to explode. “It seems I’ve made quite a bad mistake.” his expression had softened as his gaze focused back onto the lass in front of him. “A mistake that I thought I’d never make again.” cryptic, yet obviously causing the mage much grief. as his breathing and mana synchronized, his hands would find themselves on her cheeks once again. a small squeeze. “Worrying about me is useless. That’s why you’re a dolt.” his words were shallow, yet somewhat also the truth. maybe just this once he’d let his desires loose for the last time. his last mistake. another smooch, where fingers would trace her jaw before wrapping around the nape of her neck. a pull, urging her closer into the kiss. this time, the mage wouldn’t talk, instead focusing on just muting himself with her lips.
the rabbit pressed her lips in disapproval, lowering to prop her chin on him with a hooded fall of snowy lashes, body shifting to the beat of his heart; a subtle rise then fall, rise and fall. where she took home over the source of her faculty, the heart, she sought to figuring him out through enigmatic words, but not without a bratty crinkle of her nose. "have your secrets," a gloved forefinger rose and caught the top of his nose with a playful and short brush, "- but i like to do as i please!" there wasn't much else to say, because she was a woman of prettied pillow talk and sly movement. kazami had his plans, some including her being pulled in and brought where he felt the warmest. she sunk, reunited with a tireless embrace of her glossed tiers on his. maybe meaningless, but she enjoyed the affection. it fueled her. air wasn't needed at any point but pulling away, dulce leaned into one of his palms. "and i'm supposed to be the mysterious one, hm? it.. doesn't have to do with the problems you've been having, does it, thief mage?"
once she had pulled away, the mage had been released from his futile attempts of brushing past this. her question poked holes into his reality, his mind trying to block out his hesitations. Kazami kept silent, his gaze aside as he paused. an attempt to avoid answering yet lasting barely a moment before he relented. “…No.” it was not clear, the vagueness of his answer resulting in the inability to discern if he was lying or not. were his erratic acts between them a collection of rushed antics? one of his hands would drop, fingers resting beside as they laid on her thighs. “…It’s not that.” what was ‘that’? he would turn his gaze back to the demon, his resolve slowly growing as he steadied his rough breathing once more. “Just… this once, I can’t answer you. If I did, then that’ll be the end of...” although he was more than happy to answer anything else, this touched a sensitive topic for the mage, his conflicting choices compounding into just a confusing mess for the girl in front of him. his expression softened as if he was urging her to not prod too deep. even for him, there was something stopping him from simply speaking aloud. 
brief, guilt crossed her features in the slight wobble of her smile. lopped ears set low to frame the sides of her waves, and she ducked once again. his hand set upon the fleshy bits of her legs, thigh the thickest under the band of her stocking, would leave the rabbit set and grounded to his reality than her own wicked sense of curiosity. kazami is by no means an item of her wonder but there was something always new, always to learn, prod into that he displayed. for once, her impish prowess came to a halt under the waver of his hues, and she saw that a line was close to being overstepped. dulcita wiggled again and gave a wordless nod, blinking. embarrassment set over her features but not to overshadow her need to reassure him instead. "okay," whispered between a pressing of a kiss into his cheek, "no, i see. don't you worry your pretty head over it then." a giggle, taking to the less serious route, but .. something about how he refused made her uneasy despite the airy jingle of her laughter. a set of fingers brushed his bangs back and ruffled. "i.. apologize then."
his expression faltered for a moment. he knew it. he wasn’t able to handle making another mistake. “no.. no, it’s not your fault.” his voice became shaky, albeit only for a bit. another exhale to steady. “it’s just, I’m not sure if I should allow myself to be like this.” this time, the mage answered. although he said he wouldn’t, his lips continued to part and explain. his eyes closed, expression stiff as he laid there. “I’m sorry Dulce.” he’d mutter out a whisper of apology, as best as he could. his body would shift under her, an attempt to slip away and separate them both from each other. if she let him, he’d sit up, moving her from his pelvis onto his legs, settling her position on his calves. the clock had struck midnight and the dream had faded away. reality set in and the mage’s expression darkened. “It’s a bit hard to say but…” he’d pause, trying to find his words. “…I think I’ve let my guard down too much and I’ll make a mistake that I can’t come back from.” he kept on referring to a mistake yet didn’t clarify what he meant. he’d shake his head. “What I’m trying to say is that we’re getting too close and I’m falling…” he’d cut himself off at the last bit, leaving it up in the air for her to comprehend herself. “…and I can’t let that happen, not to you, and not to me.” their lives were two different worlds. for herself, she was a demon that thrived on affection. for him, he was a universal traveler whose original goal reflected on his past. from what he had assumed, from the years of exploration he’s done, he shouldn’t allow himself to feel like this, not again.
her ears slumped first, then the rest of her in an incline of her weight. she couldn't grasp where this was going anymore, any semblance of control she thought she had was swiped up and out from under her heels. before she could attempt to take his cheek by her warm palm, he had already pulled away. leaving her to sit isolated upon the slim brace of his legs, and her eyes being forced to take him into account from afar. it was then that the warm globe of mana keeping her sustained was ripped off, and so was his affection. dulcita was a creature prone to capturing hearts with the croon of her sound, poisonous once taken in but a sweet release of reality her master had intended to create for her purpose. but some hundreds of years ago, she was of the same position; when she even had a heart conscious and pure, when she wasn't a soul bound to a body that wasn't hers. she studied relationships and understood what made the heart tick like she knew the back of her hand; when she would expect anybody else to relent, he pulled away. swallowing thickly, dulcita kept her composure but betrayed the smile on her face with the wavering of her eyes. plain confused, and .. maybe a little hurt. "i wasn't-- it's.. " but flashes of frustration riled where she lacked softness in her eyes, and she was trying to make sense of it all. "i wouldn't think of you as a mistake--." a forefinger and middle swiped into thin air and plucked the leaf of paper he had once given her and replaced her lap with it, and she stood instead. "most people dislike the idea of letting a demon in, i understand. for what it is worth, kazami, you are a little more than just a meal."
he could sense it. the change, the wavering. Kazami’s expression was solemn, his eyes barely able to even look at the girl in front of him. each and every action of his bleeding in his fear of sullying whatever they had, even if it was already in the due process of doing so. his mana quivered in sync with his emotions, the feelings he had suppressed almost cracking the mental lockbox he put them in. in this reality, it had been only a year or two. for him, it had been many, many years, transcending into decades as he had jumped and slipped into the cracks between the multiverses. his eyes shook, his hands holding each other in a failing attempt to keep his composure. “I can’t…” that feeling of love she had felt from him during their first meeting, the intricate aura and magic he had displayed relating to the domain of love she herself is part of. it began to seep out, yet this time, it isn’t as clear or as calm as before. she would sense loss, pain, and even emptiness within those layered folds of magic. as he calmed, the magic around them would shiver before returning to him. “I can’t fall for you. I’ve fallen before, just for it to be taken away, and if I were to fall again, then…” his eyes would glaze over as he thought about it, expression frozen into emptiness as the thought would take over for just a moment. “…I think I’d die.” his gaze drifted down to his own hands, the shimmer of two artifacts appearing on his fingers for just a short moment. two rings, each a different color yet having a dullness to their gems. the sapphire, cracked and dull. the emerald, whole, yet the gleam non-existent. he’d close his hands again, causing them to vanish as quickly as they appeared. “Dulce. I’m sorry..” his voice would crack for just a moment, lips parting as he inhaled for a singular breath. “I’m not the great man you think I am.” slowed words would be whispered out, as he tried to contain his emotions within. “I’ve ended up falling in love again…” another breath. this time the shaking in his hands would stop. “…and I can’t put you through that.”
