palms a yawn.
palms mora. well, palms her cheek.
blinked. instant heat against his palm.
she's warm again. sly grin. settled beside. sleepy?
huffs. she was beginning to suspect he knew exactly what he was doing. leaned against him, arm finding it's way around his and rested her cheek against his shoulder. not anymore, just a bit lazy today.
his hand would meet hers, interlinking before supporting her frame with his. hummed. maybe. he just enjoyed teasing. a lazy day is good, such days are bliss upon the weary. gaze settled upon the bar. days like this, he would drink. as for her?
a roll of her eyes and a smirk, oh, she could tell. was a very weary angel. her? she'd usually linger around and watch those around her. something she'd grown accustomed to doing back at home -- simply watching humans and the like going about their days. does enjoy a good bloody mary though!
oh? a wallflower of sorts? mm. it makes sense, albeit only a little. shy, she was, yet different compared to the other gods he had met before. a little squeeze, his figure slipping as he gave a little tug. come, they will drink. or at least, he will, if she desires not to.
shy was one way to look at it. it was more that she'd grown used to being this way, observant and quiet. taking in all that's around her but yes, she was also much more timid that most gods. mora rose to her feet, arm outstretched as she was tugged along -- wouldn't mind it, it'd been a while since she had one.
a few steps, they weaved toward the edge of the island; the corner, away from the noisy crowd. there, sat two seats, comfy in their own right. a little guidance was given before the mage settled on one of them, letting the angel settle beside. a tap of the counter drew the attention of the nearby tender; for him, he chose a northern sangria, as for her, he'd let her speak.
appreciated the fact he'd bring them to a spot away from the bustling crowd. rowdy today, wasn't it? smoothing the back of her dress, she'd settle upon the seats cushion and cross one leg over the other. hands coming to rest on top of the counter. lit up when ordering herself a bloody mary, almost tasting it on her tongue -- gods, they were good! once their orders were taken and given a moment, mora turned her head to glance at kazami. folding arms against the counters edge and leaning against it.
the tender took little time, hands weaving as magic began to entrance. mana poured, numerous tools about as two drinks had been made before them. for him, his glass held a red tinge, a swirl of effervescent and shimmering pearlescence dancing within the beverage. for hers, the standard. ambrosiac in nature, only the finest ingredients would be used within the process of making the viscous yet delectable drink. a gold coin would be retrieved, twirled betwixt the fingers of the mage. a kind thanks, before his gaze turned towards mora. a quiet cheers, the rim of his glass tilted slight. an offer.
it was as if she blinked and soon their drinks were there. wasn't aware of the amazing service this establishment had to offer and what a show. sure, she had abilities of her own but nothing like the mages, witches and wizards she'd come to witness during her time on earth. once placed in front of her, arms would become undone as her right hand gripped it's frame with nimble fingers. raising towards kazami with a slight tilt in cheer. clink~ a dimpled smile before bringing the straw inbetween glossed lips to take a sip. the spices, the flavor !! what a bliss.
there was an echo, a diffused ripple as their glasses made contact for a brief moment. an amused stare came from kazami, obsidians watching as he brought the drink over. his lips parted, slight in form, as he let the chilled concoction spill into his mouth. his tongue lapped, drinking the alcohol with a hum as eyes closed for a moment. a third of the drink had vanished, an exhale of satisfaction slipping as he chuckled. content, enjoyment indeed. "now, don't tell me that you haven't had a drink here yet before, mora?" his words coy, dark violets shifting to a half-lidded gaze once again as he spoke. 
would take small pauses to savor the flavors that danced on her tongue. this was better mixed than the others she'd indulge in. by the time she'd set the glass down, half would already be gone. a free hand moved to place the back of it against her lips to stifle a tittering laugh, falling away to allow her to speak clearly. " not this, no! i've had some delightful jasmine tea, does that count? " turned her body to face the mage, a curious brow perked, " do you frequent this place? "
brows would rise, his head nodding slow. agreement. "well, i can't argue with that-" his lips shifted, a smile across his features. "-since i do enjoy some teas myself." one of his hands would lower, parting a fabric of his robe that laid on his waist; there, a small knapsack had been hung. a symbol of herbs drawn upon the material. "i carry some myself, from wherever i travel." his gaze settled, head turned as that same head would rest upon his chin. "i'm a traveler of sorts. wandering, exploring. there's always a reason for each destination in mind." with a wave of his hand, a gray scroll would apparate from thin air. the ring on his index would shimmer slight, floating the parchment onto the space on the counter before them. unraveling, the paper would open, revealing a local map of sorts. "i gather information about different continents, their folklore and the like. sometimes, i can find dungeons and such too." a well made adventurer would be something he would describe himself as. "say, what about you?" interest would be taken to swivel the conversation back towards her.
eyes followed and landed on the knapsack, brows both raised in interest. wondered the kind of flavors those herbs held. " i'm sure you've witnessed plenty on these adventures of yours. " would she consider herself a traveler? she did come from another realm and she didn't try and stay too long one place, but a traveler like himself? not likely. " oh! " her eyes locked onto the scroll that suddenly appeared, hands moving to cup around her mouth before lowering them, finger-tips resting against the bottom tier of her lips. twinkling light blues scanned the map in awe, wondering how much of it he had covered. " mm? " her hands came together and rested against her chest, " me? ah well.. " chuckled and brought fidgeting hands to settle on her lap, " i'm simply a god looking for my true love. " and there was no shame in her tone nor in her eyes, a smile keeping pinked lips curved and a twinkle within those crystalline hues. " not as exciting as your adventures but it is my own. "
there was a hum, a pause as he listened. interest piqued, yet he did little to grace upon them. indeed, close had been their distance, yet distant had been their connection. "true love, how marvelous." a genuine grin, his lips a smile as he nodded. "commendable, an elusive goal." of course, he can't deny it, they were similar. from those that he met along his travels, from those he had journeyed with, long and brief, they were unique individuals nonetheless. "kindred spirits." he mused, raising his glass once again to take another sip. emptied had been his glass, his fingers bringing it over back to the bar as he tapped the counter once more. another refill of the alcoholic drink before he drew attention to the angel. if she would, the tender would also refill hers before attending to others. "still, would one be able to find such things simply by observing?" another tease, his brows raised as he threw a question back. "i'm not one to actively seek love in a manner like that, yet i'm curious all the same." perhaps for him, he had been approaching such things wrong. who knows.
she'd reach out to grasp her drink, sipping away at the remaining contents before continuing, " elusive indeed but that makes it all the more worth it, no? the drive? the chase? working for something? " least that was her way of thinking. kindred spirits? she'd suppose so. as the tender came around, her glass was slid towards them for her own refill. " ah, well.. " a clearing of her throat, eyes casting down to the surface of the counter before rising to meet his -- her cheeks felt warm, " i su-suppose not.. i mean.. i've had experiences that have allowed me to.. gain a better perspective so that if i ever do find it, i'll know." and then it was her turn to throw a question at him, a single brow raising. " how do you seek love then? hm..~?" she'd muse in her own teasing tone.
another nod, listening along as he sipped. the alcohol went down smooth, warmth spreading throughout his body as they drank. the cores that held the basis of his magic had been halted; he wanted to enjoy her company as much as he could, to the point of allowing himself the decency to get somewhat intoxicated. “for me?” his lips pursed, having finished the second glass with little effort. with a gentle drop, he settled the empty holder against the counter. upper body would turn, leaning towards the angel as he lowered his voice. “it quite depends.” a hand would tap at the counter, drawing attention once more for his third fill. quick as it was, he was faster than mora with his consumption. with a slight shuffle, a hand would graze downward against the counter, digits curled as he kept his focus upon her own. “however the other would like to explore such things too.” a small chuckle. for now, he would lean back to his usual posture, adjusting his robe slight as he took his newly-filled drink with a grin. “companionship, understanding, exploration, and physicality.” his tone would stress the last; contrary to his refined and collected sobriety, he seemed a bit too open with a few drinks in him. 
had been simply enjoying her drink, savoring it, by taking a pause here and there. though when she'd look over at the mage, he'd already be nearly done. was she just slow or.. was he one of those, what were they called? though the thought was cut short once he'd lean into her and spoke with a hush. a clearing of her throat as her jaw clenched, only loosening once lips parted to speak, " i see. . a man who can compromise, always a good trait to have. " did she speak from experience? in a sense. with how she'd spend her days, watching over certain pairs on their pursuits to love; they'd become something akin to an extended family for the angel, though never communicating. she'd learn of their likes, dislikes, their wants and needs; their dreams. so, of course, whenever a match that didn't seem... the most honorable approached one of these extended family members, mora couldn't help but intervene but only after truly investigating. there were rules after all.. another clearing of her throat before she'd bring the straw to her lips to take in what remained with a few more sips. she couldn't help but notice it, eyes locking with his own, and her curiousty was that of a cats, " are you as well traveled in that area as you are with your maps? " oh my, cheeky cupid! maybe after this refill she'd best switch to water, a decision made as the digits of her right hand pressed against the empty glass before her. sliding it forth and rapping against the counter surface for the tenders attention, all while hers never once faltered from him.
his gaze met hers, attention all the while as he fiddled with the sliced fruits that swirled within his sangria. another muse, another murmur, his expression coy as he gave a simple chuckle under pursed lips. “when it comes to reading dungeons and their puzzles…” lips met the tip of the rim. “…i’m well versed with my hands.” a light hum, having sipped a fourth of the glass once more. “and when it comes to exploring depths and avoiding traps…” his lips would part, an exhale exuded as the drink settled upon the counter once more. “…i’m one to never run out of stamina.” light head tilt, coy with his responses as obsidians twinkled with a swirl. a smile spread across his expression, a cough expressed through the clearing of throat as he shook his head. his mana danced, expelling some of the alcohol with a little shimmer. subconcious, as it was, his body couldn’t help but remain the limit. “as for you…” his voice would lower once again. “oh, dear observer, how versed are you in an area such as that?” a grin flashed, teasing all the while as he clicked his tongue. “after all, having watched those around, i’m sure you’ve seen a few sights and learned things yourself, no?”
fingers found themselves around a freshly made glass and brought it close before lifting it to her lips, a slight pause before those soft tiers wrapped around the straw to steal a quick sip. a pause needed to gain her composure or risk choking on her drink. he was wily, wasn't he? she'd nod and raise her brows with a half-lidded gaze, a slight smirk dancing on her lips; her skin felt a bit warm. was it the drinks? this was her third.. maybe she really did need water. ahem! " i see .. well t-then. " shit, must be the drink. another clearing of her throat before the attention was brought back onto her, " ah, me? " a flush of red seemed to find its way to the apple of those lightly freckled cheeks and the warmer she felt," ah well.. of course. one has to know the lay of the land before diving into unknown territory, wouldn't you agree? " one thrown right back, her own free hand fidgeting with the hemming of her dress that met just above her knee.
those fidgeting fingers would tap as he listened, curling and pressing against the grain of the counter before grazing. a slight pass, forward, and back. his stare settled upon her new glass, a deeper smile expressed as he matched her pace. another sip when she sipped. another glass when she asked. “experience through trials, experience through errors.” as much as history could provide assistance, hands on would be the source of the best type of learning. he would nod, legs shifting as he adjusted his seating. “you’re right, you’re right.” he held a tone of apprehension; in fact, his words were contrary to what he displayed. his actions were of disbelief, as if she was bluffing. his words, agreeance with her stance. “an angel of love, goddess towards romance itself. profound in the ways of all aspects of connection, right?” lids were half-lidded, gaze set upon hers as he continued to lean close. distance between them was already short to begin with, yet with his continuous drinking, he closed the distance bit by bit. at this point, their knees met, that curious gaze peering toward. under, he mused, that cheeky smile peeking.
this man moved with experience much beyond her own, one she found a bit intimidating despite being a literal god. what would her father say? she dreaded the thought and pushed it away with another drink until her glass left empty, discarded off to the side with a push of her fingers. digits which she'd bring to brush against the side of her neck; was someone raising the temperature? cocked a brow in question, lids lowering to cast a narrowing gaze in suspicion. she caught a hint of something odd.. something didn't sync. another thought interrupted, " w-well.. in some more than others, yes.. " she'd feel a tightness in her chest in which she brought a hand to rest there, eyes relaxing and casting off to the side for a quick break , ̶s̶h̶e̶ ̶n̶e̶e̶d̶e̶d̶ ̶t̶o̶ ̶breathe̶ , " i cannot say i've experienced everything first-hand.. simply from an observers stand point and taking.. notes. " something about exposing her inexperience caused her to feel.. what was this called again? embarrassed? when she'd bring those crystalline hues back to meet his, a gasp escaped her in surprise! was he always this close? were their knees always touching? her palms suddenly felt warm and sweaty, wiping them against the front of her dress. she'd tighten her jaw, brows furrowing just a bit as she sat there.
her pause, her hesitation, all amusing to the mage before her. however, this time, he didn’t reel back immediately. with another tap of the counter, their drinks would refill for the last time. the scent of oak and parchment, of blossom, of kazami himself, would waft toward the angel. mingled in had been the aroma of citrus, mingled in from the alcohol he had drank; all the combine into a cologne that defined him in purity. “oh?” another chuckle. this time, it was slow, tempered, as he stayed close. distance neither far nor suffocating, yet indeed pressing against the bubble that she held close. he toed the line, humming as he crossed, retracted, yet danced with every sway and amusement. “studious, yet pure theory.” that stare turned into proper half-crescents, a coy expression dripping with a mixture of taunting and tease. “still, like i said before…” the space between them. there was always a wholesomeness between each act. yet this time, the depth of their atmosphere threatened to break it. his left would raise, dragged from the grains of the counter to lightly trace fingertips against her jaw. close; they were incessantly close. tips would grasp softly at the edge of her temple and jaw, with palm flush against cheek. his gaze was hazy, peering deep into her own shaky hues as silence would envelop their atmosphere. “...mm. well.” and he didn’t. he would pull back slight, allowing a moment for her to breathe. his right hand had rattled, the beads upon his wrist clattering as he lowered his palm against his own leg. digits would graze, tracing lines against his trousers before a small prod was made against her own. digit would poke, gentle in motion before he gave a light pat on the flesh of her knee. “that… will be something you will get to sooner or later, no?” that gaze of his had darkened, looking aside as he steadied his breathing. refrainment; the hesitation to shatter the connection between them. alas, he didn’t put her to the same level; he didn’t want to transform this into something he would toss away, to reduce the moment to a mere blink. “with whoever you would learn it with, of course.” a brief smile, almost pitiful as the dark curls would fall upon his gaze with a shake of his head. his hues were still lidded, murky in emotion as he exhaled a small sigh. for now, he would steady his beating heart, to hold back those illicit desires that stemmed from each stare and laugh that spilled from her lips.
he was cunning, daring, oh so daring with his ways and it all seemed to pull her in. when was the last time she enjoyed the company of a human like so? none came to mind. her scent, to her, was of the freshest spring meadows, vanilla and hints of a sunfilled summer morning; to him, like all others that'd dare inch as close, would catch the scent of their most beloved fragrances. be it a memory or something more tangible. though his seemed to overpower hers, for a moment it was as if it clung to her. palms continued to sweat, in which she'd be thankful for the cool glass they found in an attempt to break the fidgeting happening upon her lap. the other grasping the straw to direct it's aim for a sip. her skin tingled and she felt hazy, aware, but still.. she'd lower her drink back onto the counter, fingertips sliding across before gripping the edge of the bartop. something steady was needed as his digits played along the angels face, soft and warm skin meeting his palm as it came to
rest. short but subtle breaths as she tried to keep her composure. what went through his mind? what was he trying to do? an exhale when he pulled away; ̶o̶f̶ ̶d̶i̶s̶s̶a̶p̶o̶i̶n̶t̶m̶e̶n̶t̶?̶ what kind of game -- the prod to her knee brought her attention back to him, eyes searching his face for an answer. one she didn't think she'd be getting anytime soon, which only frustrated her but otherwise kept in check. "right.. of course. whomever that may be.." another brush of her fingers against the side of her neck, tucking back a few strands behind her flushed ear in the process before settling both on her lap. her nerves seemed to stun her tongue.
his breathing had settled, expression shifting to one of smiles once again. of course, within that gaze held a look of hesitation, split between the tension of conflict and desire. her actions would tug at his mind, indecisive as their previous conversations brought upon his thoughts. a laugh, exasperated as he gave another prod against her skin. this time, it was slightly higher; yet followed through with his hands snaking to meet with hers. digits would wound, goading to intertwine with his own as he let a moment of silence spread; brief, yet calming at the same time. “…hm?” his lips would suddenly curl up, the unsteady stare drooping to settle upon their held hands. they would turn, folded over as he ran fingers against her palm. “…nervous?” a direct hit; a jab so natural that the emotions within flared up once again. without much of a moment of pause, his head would tilt, forehead pressed light against hers as he teased. “your hands…” a squeeze. “…trembling, to the point where even i’m curious as to why.” his smile returned, his legs shifting to let footing play against hers. in one way or the other, he would shift, letting legs press and play as he poked. “hmm? perhaps i should do some observation this time, no?” quick with it, he gave an amused chuckle before letting obsidians search her expression, watching the wavering and tension pop and ripple as she tried to hide them from surfacing. 
oh, this man! just when she thought her heart would be given a rest, there he goes. another poke to her warm skin and then her hand was found in his and despite it's state; s̶h̶e̶ ̶d̶i̶d̶n̶'̶t̶ ̶d̶a̶r̶e̶ ̶p̶u̶l̶l̶ ̶a̶w̶a̶y̶. in that moment of calm pause, she feared he'd hear her heart pounding away. she could feel the pulse in her neck. damnit. " yes.." she'd admit, even more so with their heads resting against another, but nothing more came from those lips as she'd fear to reveal more than she should. now he was just teasing and it stirred an emotion in her, not anger.. but close to it. it'd rise up a courage in her that allowed those eyes to stare right back into his, a free hand to lift a single digit that would mimic his earlier movement -- tracing along his jawline before coming to rest underneath his chin. blues moved from his eyes, to his lips with a slight linger, and back to lock onto him before that softly tuned voice rang out, " perhaps you should.. make sure to take a very close look. " a twitch of her lips as they curled into a smirk. such games the mage played, it confused her and she wasn't fond of being in the dark. it was as if both their eyes were searching for something their lips refused to say.
her breath, the faint scent of the alcohol between them grew the haze that settled within his mind. each step forward, each teasing word, the slurring, the quivering of tense lips. the way her gaze roamed, his own mirroring where she lingered. his legs shifted; one to press between hers, the other to settle against. a squeeze, interlinked to prevent even an ounce of escape from the angel. another chuckle, another hum. there would be another silence, the mage’s eyes narrowing as he taunted; actions instead of words. a very close look. his head would move slightly, pressing against that passing hand before another murmur. from there, he hummed, tilting forward even more; to the point they could feel their breaths collapse against each other, to feel the inhale and exhale of the other. observation for a brief second. with that, their moment would pass, replaced with the first step. there. lips would meet. tender, soft, she would feel warmth mesh against warmth, the mage’s kiss.
[bookmark: _Hlk167460289]soon her mind was a whirlwind of thoughts as it all seemed to happen so fast. a shift here, a squeeze there, the tension between them palpable. she could feel that heart of hers pounding away in her chest as she caught those narrowed eyes, searching them for what he'd do next. why.. couldn't she read them like the others? was it his magic? no matter. none of it did once he'd close the space between them further. surely he'd feel her grow warmer, the flush in her face seeming to deepen as something as simple as.. ̶h̶i̶s̶ ̶b̶r̶e̶a̶t̶h̶ ̶o̶n̶ ̶h̶e̶r̶ ̶s̶k̶i̶n̶. then it happened and it felt as if her heart went soaring. for a second she'd stiffen and then soon, melt against his lips. that hand curled its index inward to brush knuckles softly along his jawline, opening only to lay the palm gently against his cheek.
it happened. the shared moment was grasped. their first step taken, the next continued. slow. tender. his lips parted slight. slight bobs, those soft tiers nipping gently against her own. he nipped at her lower lip, the faint sound of their kiss echoing with each connection. one. two. each noise of their smooch meshing, from silent to audible. the caress of his hand followed; digits laid upon the outside of her thigh, squeezing light as he dove deeper into their kiss. experienced? he may be, yet he gave the embrace of their lips such care, never letting her fall behind, never letting them rush too far ahead. with the tempo in sync, they would dance; a small suckle of her lower lip, his head pressing forward with a slight motion to deepen their act. another squeeze. another brush. he would knead the tender meat of her thigh, fingers wrapped around the curve of her knee, a small tug to pull her closer, to draw her towards his figure.
each time their lips came apart, she'd rush in to find his again. answering nips with a few of her own. ̶s̶h̶e̶'̶d̶ ̶e̶a̶t̶ ̶h̶i̶m̶ ̶u̶p̶ ̶i̶f̶ ̶s̶h̶e̶ ̶c̶o̶u̶l̶d̶. her rear scooted forward in her seat, leaning further into the kiss. was this really happening? was it the drinks? gods, he could kiss. a few thoughts that seemed to fill her mind, along with a few more that seemed to fuel her hunger. goosebumps peppered her skin at the squeeze of her thigh; this mage knew what he was doing. she'd bring that hand which rested against his face and shifted it to the back of his crown, fingers melting into his tresses. the other finding itself against the side of his neck, a digit brushing against jawline, while the index tucked itself behind his ear. there she held him as their lips danced effortlessly together, her head moving in sync with his to avoid any collisons; taking her own turn to grasp his bottom tier between her teeth, giving a light pull before releasing him. there she took a second to peer through lashes to gaze at him, a heavy breath escaping her. then in the next she'd find his lips again and become lost in their moment. legs parting when brought closer, the dress hiking up her thighs to expose more of the supple skin that waited underneath. as well as allowing him to close the remaining distance between them.
their dance, a waltz betwixt an atmosphere heavily saturated in tension and desire. he was careful, even in his intoxicated state, entranced to ensure the angel followed him with every step. a mentor to their folly, a little shift as he let her fall drown into a melody. their lips continued to mesh, their sounds of attraction turning messy with each pull, with each tug. wet, had been their kiss, a suckle and bite with every turn. a few parts, the tempo sped up; his tongue flitted against her lips, parting those moist gates to let an invitation through. he would extend the muscle, tender to invite hers into a tango of the senses. that hold of her thigh would tighten, becoming firm before becoming supported with his other hand. both, set upon her lower half, had gripped. he hoisted her up, settling the fair angel upon his lap. her thighs parted, legs resting beside him as he pushed against her. his robe pulled aside as he let the soft fabric of her dress ride up once again. digits dragged upwards, gracing her plump flesh with his tender fingertips. the nails traced faint lines as he shifted; body adjusting to let her sit comfortably before pulling apart. a slight roll, to let their hips dance. a pull. he would separate from their kiss for a brief moment. a breath, taken in short, yet he would dive back. this time, he would settle against the crook of her neck. lips perched, peppering light, yet filled with desire as he trailed. up they went, following the line of her jaw before he found her lips once again. soft, tender, they would melt into a trance once more.
love? lust? love? it ping ponged back and forth in her mind. the thumping in her chest that found its way to her ears, the ever growing feeling of fluttering in her stomach; the deeper and messier their kiss became, the more hungry she became. inviting him in without hesitation, her own took no time in finding and intertwining with his. this dance of theirs was leaving her dizzy. the angel went from attempting to decipher what was happening between them, if it be love or lust, to becoming lost in him. a surprise. she'd been lifted and her arms came to find themselves around his neck, chest pressing into him. this was dangerous. ̶h̶i̶s̶ ̶t̶o̶u̶c̶h̶ ̶w̶a̶s̶ ̶d̶a̶n̶g̶e̶r̶o̶u̶s̶. it was like the rising of her dress was an invitation, one she would've gladly handed him in that moment; a stifled moan mingled within their kiss a confirmation. each time they parted ̶w̶a̶s̶ s̶e̶c̶o̶n̶d̶s ̶s̶p̶e̶n̶t̶ ̶i̶n̶ ̶d̶e̶s̶p̶a̶i̶r̶. hips rolled against his and another moan fell past parted lips. oh, gods.. head tossing back when gifted with his lips against warm skin; surely he'd feel the intensity of her pulse caused by the quickened heart. her huffing breaths, the sounds of his lips against her skin and the rustling of their clothes against each other as they'd shift and move with their dance. that would be the soundtrack to this memory. a relief overcame her once their lips met again. as much as she enjoyed his detour, she'd miss his taste more than she'd care to admit.
the mage gave little pause, diving and devouring the taste that was her. his fingers pressed, finding purchase upon her rear before a squeeze. there was a need, a want, each roll of their waist sending shivers up his spine. he ground against, letting a low, quiet groan with every breath. panting, his lidded hues fluttered, peering over whenever they parted. heat would bloom, plumes of their exchange passing against warm skin. a hand would snake upwards, slipping under her dress to let it ride up even further. he was exploring her curves; thumb would drag against her waist, digits passing as they rode the line of her sides. tips would then dive, tracing arcs as he finally found the hold they desired upon her chest. whether clothed or bare, his fingers curled, cupping and pressing to knead against her mounds. slow, tempered, they danced. “…mora.” his voice was breathy, foreheads pressed as he prepped her further. “…hold on.” he spoke, a quick warning as he let her embrace him into a hold. once ready, he hoisted her up, his legs steady as he slid off the stool. with that, they left the bar, finding refuge in one of the many couches and lounges within the tavern. 
the more their hips rolled, the more excited she'd become; evident by the way her underwear stuck to her with the help of her own juices. her body was beginning to scream for him. a pulsating throbbing from between her legs motivated her hips to continue their swaying. just their sounds alone was exciting her. their heavy breaths, his mumurs of desire, the smacking of their lips. music to her ears. an endless and soft moan rumbled against his lips as his hands took to exploring her body; sides quivering under his touch, lips pulling away for a second as a shuddering breath escaped her. oh, mage.. he had found was he was looking for, bare breasts cupped in his strong grasp. gods, the way he said her name. dangerous indeed. following his instructions, she'd tighten her hold around his neck and -- oop! " o-okay.. " a hushed tone, dripping with sweetness. she'd wrap her legs around and interlock her ankles to secure her hold on him. now they had this moment, in midst of finding a more suitable destination for them to indulge in each other, to catch a glimpse of one another. the angels face was flushed red, the apple of her cheeks and even spilled to the bridge of her button nose. blues half-lidded and those lips parted to catch her breath.
the sounds around them had quietened, as if they were the only people in the tavern. the pale face of the mage, kazami’s expression was one who had been drunk with the atmosphere between them. the alcohol mingled, flush with red as he could only peer through with languid, half-lidded eyes. there was a pause, his figure drawing them over to one of the open beds near the corner of the establishment. he had murmured, the soft comfort of the mattress laying support underneath the angel. above, he had stayed, his palm pressed beside her to hold him up.  there was another murmur, the other hand caressing her side before cupping the dress-clad breast once again. down, he dove, meeting her lips with his as he resumed their kiss. another nip, his teeth lightly nibbling at the soft flesh of her lower lip as he kept pace. the sounds of their desire; love? lust? love. although there was no distinction, he put effort to make love to the woman before him. to drown her in his endless impulses and suffocate her senses with the pleasure and ecstasy of their kisses and holds. his robe would part, a leg pushing to slip between hers as he let them widen once more. on top, he lay, letting those thighs wrap around his waist as he pushed against her. covered, as they were, she would feel the roughness of his clothing provide ample sensation against her cloth-covered core. wet, as it was, would spread against his lower half, the silken fabric push as he rolled his hips against hers. with a snap of his fingers, his lower garments would unravel, dropping slight with the noise of a clatter. another roll, allowing heat to press against hers.  
she'd lay there beneath him, baring all in vulnerability. the thin straps of her white dress hung from her shoulders, pink hair pooled around her. eyes gazing in awe at the man that hovered over her. again she'd quiver underneath his touch, though her back arched to press her chest further against his grasp. finally their lips found each other again and she moved as if she had been starved. her arms hung loosely around his neck before tightening as he melted into her, legs parting to make way - thighs pressing against his hips before locking her ankles behind him. hips rocked against his, the friction only edging her closer and closer; he was driving her insane. it only worsened when she'd finally feel him. " k-kazami.. please.. " she was practically begging and shame had no room here - at least until later when she wasn't so distracted.
warmth. she would feel his heat against hers. the wetness that would grind against his stiffness. whenever her core rolled, those lower folds had dragged against his silken fabric. the sensation of the forbidden, the dance of their arousals edged against the entirety of the mage's length. their illicit connection. through the haze of the alcohol, his desire would throb with every grind. those movements were a danger; a danger that could threaten to send indescribable ecstasy through her senses. he controlled his need for her entirety, his breathing ragged and his composure shaken. those lips would be needy, nipping and tangling his wet muscle with her own. he muttered out her name. "...mora." his voice was low, guttural to the point of sounding indiscernible. his fingers would play with the silken fabrics of his undergarments. at the hem, his thumb would slip; nail tugging against the taut fabric. that cover, the barrier that separated the line, lowered. a fleshy heat, each pass like a lightning bolt against their senses. his shaft was stiff; the head glistening as he made a pass against her cloth-clad sex. he was tempting her. with a mutter, his lips would murmur against hers. fingers would grasp against the edge of her panties; he pushed them aside. from there, her sex would feel his; yet he didn't move. "mora." another mutter. this time, he had lifted her hips. with a singular motion from her, they would connect. "I want you." his words were a simple hex; to urge her to accept him in, to roll her hips so his length would part those lips.
there was something about being so close that she could almost feel it, that drove her. something as simple as a piece of thin fabric kept them apart; ̶a̶n̶d̶ ̶a̶l̶l̶ ̶s̶h̶e̶ ̶w̶a̶n̶t̶e̶d̶ ̶t̶o̶ ̶d̶o̶ ̶w̶a̶s̶ ̶r̶i̶p̶ ̶a̶w̶a̶y̶ ̶t̶h̶e̶ ̶b̶a̶r̶r̶i̶e̶r̶. the throbbing of her walls, the soaked thong that clung to southern lips as she'd only become more excited; juices threatening to run down the creavices of her rear. all from a couple of drinks and conversation. she wouldn't deny it, something was there, something she wanted to explore and learn more about. the angel couldn't help but wonder.. did he feel it too? thoughts that would invade her mind while his lips worked against hers, careful hands caressing warm and supple skin. in response to her name, she'd call out his own with the same hunger and desire, " kazami.." she'd purr against those lips; if he'd let her, ̶s̶h̶e̶'̶d̶ ̶k̶i̶s̶s̶ ̶h̶i̶m̶ ̶a̶l̶l̶ ̶d̶a̶y̶. just the simple touch of his bare member against her wet and throbbing cunt would be enough to curl her toes, a stifled gasp mingled in with their kiss. she'd peer through lashes to gaze up longingly at the mage. her body seeming to twitch under his touch with every pass he gave against her sensitive sex. her breath heavy against his lips as the anticipation grew even further once exposed to his tip, feeling the heat just pressing against hers as if awaiting for permission. she wondered, would this be the only moment they'd share like this? would it stick with him as she knew it would with her? but when he spoke her name.. all of those worries faded, all she wanted was him. "oh, kazami.." a hand came to settle against the back of his neck, the other to rest a palm against his cheek, "i am yours for the taking.." and with that she'd buck her hips forward and he'd glide inside so easily with the help of her excitement. oh. gods. as every inch tucked itself inside, the angel couldn't contain the cries of absolute pleasure. nails biting the skin on his neck as her grip tightened.
slow. steady. each roll of her hips would ease him in. further. deeper. those walls would feel a spread. an invasion of pleasure. an invasion of desire. heat, oh the heat. molten, his shaft was, the tip throbbing with every passing moment. she was tight, so incredibly tight. it felt like forever, inch by inch until he managed to reach the end of her depths. his features had buried themselves against those pink locks, the tresses flooding his senses with her scent. sweet. the aroma that exuded from her frame, from her being, had mingled to create an elixir that he couldn’t refrain from consuming. addictive. she was addictive in more ways than she could ever imagine. coiling had been her core, the moist and quivering sheathe that wrapped around his sword would fit so snugly against his curve. a moment would be taken for her to acclimate. to adjust to his size, to adjust to his intrusion. his breathing was irregular, lips pressed towards her pale flesh. he would leave evidence, faint traces of his path as he trailed up. he went back and forth, giving tender attention and affection to each spot until he had marked that angelic skin. during that moment, their moans, their whimpers, a melody of their pleasure and lust. once he made it past her neck. once he made it past the line of her jaw. another second, his gaze would settle upon hers once again, head leaning to dive into those lips. messy. he was a lot less refined with this kiss compared to the beginning. rushed. hungry to taste, hungry to devour. his nibbles, that tugging of the lower lip. such drive had almost caused him to lose his restraint, hips trembling as he began to move back and forth. “…mora…” reduced. his vocabulary, as rich and refined as it was before, had been limited from such intensity. his mind, as brilliant as it was, had been filled with only her. a warning, for her, that he would begin his assault. a shift, his hips pulling back. soon, his shaft would tug against those depths. as slow as it was, the feeling of fullness he gave her would be replaced with void; for a mere moment. before she could fully register such feeling, he plunged back in. a tempo, languid, slow, each thrust intending to dig, scrape, send shivers up her senses. those depths, a vice, yet he would impale, parting those walls and forcefully driving her insane.
she'd keep her hold against the back of his neck as she arched off the bed, toes curling as pain and pleasure overtook her senses. walls tightened and throbbed around him as he'd inch deeper; surprised at the girth. this experience was unlike any other she had during her time on earth. the mage's touch was laced with care and considering. he fell into her, burying himself in her strands as her arms came to wrap around him ; lips pressing kisses to his shoulder that would trail to his neck and back again. a hand rested against his back, dragging painted fingernails against it's skin; red lines left in their wake. a moan here, a groan there. to be marked by him w̶o̶u̶l̶d̶ ̶b̶e̶ ̶a̶ ̶b̶l̶e̶s̶s̶i̶n̶g̶. just the thought of another catching a glance and realizing she'd been claimed.. this is what he was doing to her. the angel was prepared to give herself to him. c̶o̶m̶p̶l̶e̶t̶e̶l̶y̶,̶ ̶i̶f̶ ̶h̶e̶'̶d̶ ̶h̶a̶v̶e̶ ̶h̶e̶r̶.̶ then their eyes met and she'd grow hungry. gods, what was he doing to her?! a sloppy kiss, lips smacking and tongues begging for a taste with a passing along bottom tiers. she'd savor every second. it was as if their names was all they knew, as if they were all they knew. " kazami.." a breathless purr. she never enjoyed the sound of her name rolling off someones tongue, the way she did when it was him. his hips pulled back and she'd feel him slip back and before she was able to voice a protest, he'd be diving back in. " a-ah.. " she'd shudder as he began to pump away, her own hips following suit. this time she had no control. arms fell away and rose above her head, turning at the wrist so that nimble fingers could grab hold of the sheets.
a rhythm. the bed would creak. the mattress formed against their wake as his hips began to roll. a dance. their pace, their waltz, motion against motion as each would find their stride with every moan. for each noise she made, his hips kept digging into that angle. whatever made her whimper, whatever made that angelic voice cry out. he would play. each thrust made to drive pleasure up her walls. in. out. he would make a mess of her depths. the parting of her core, the way that shaft would make his existence known. her very being, forced to experience the sensation that was him. their dance had been found. soon his thrusts quickened. a haste. plunging, burrowing. his tool, intent to drown her sex in pleasure. that dripping passage forced to shift, altered, molding itself to the shape of his cock. his groans and mutters, spilling out in whispers. all for her to hear. for her to hear his pleasure, the ecstasy that he felt from their connection together. the desire, the bliss that came from their act; yet he still had pause. his figure lifted. hands pressed against the mattress, hoisting his frame back up and away. yet it wasn’t for long. those hands, now free, had brought themselves over to her waist. a needy hold, he traced digits up before grasping her figure. firm had been his grip, he lifted her up, allowing his cock to delve deeper into her core. his thrusts grew deeper, carving out the map of his approaching finish. with his knees supporting her lower half once again, his hips began to piston. his length throbbed. engorged in lust as his release built up. “…mora...” another whisper. her name, once again, spilling from his lips. a warning, a warning of the mage’s incoming release.
" oh.. my.. g-gods..! " she'd shout as he pounded away at her quivering cunt, walls tightening around him each time he'd sink back into her; as if wanting to keep him there. beads of sweat covered her body as the temperature in the room seemed to rise, causing the dress that barely hung onto her shoulders to cling to her curvaceous yet dainty frame. slightly exposed breasts bouncing along with every thrust. waves of pleasure crashing over her as he quickened his thrusts, her cries becoming louder. the creaking of the bed, headboard now knocking against the wall behind it as they'd rattle it. his moans only enticed her more. made her more greedy. for him. when he'd pull away, she'd begin to sit up -- confusion etched her brows until his hands found her waist and then she'd smile. lifted, she'd set her arms back around his neck for support and lifted her weight before lowering it in unison with his thrusts -- she didn't want him to do all the work. with a secure hold of him, she'd bounce along. the slapping of skin now echoed against these walls. oh, wow.. this was.. something else. waves of pleasure crashed over her. the way he'd stretch out her walls, his touch, his lips, how his thick cock fitted so perfectly inside of her; filling her completely. eyes locked onto the mages, the whispered call of her name softening those blue. she knew what was coming, she could feel it building within her as well. as the heat rose and her heart quickened, a sensation seemed to build within her. " ka-kazami.." brought her forehead to press against his, pecking wet kisses to his lips before words were brushed against them in a hushed tone, " i want every drop.."
his lips meshed against hers with ever peck, the sound of loving smooches mingling with the immoral smacks of their sexes. the slapping of wet flesh, the throbbing and trembling of their connection reaching the crescendo of their melody. another slam. heavy. the impact of their hips colliding, the impact of her rear slamming against his thighs. “…fuck.” low. guttural. his cry of pleasure came out. repeated. again. he repeated his groan. louder. it became louder with each slam. “…fuck. fuck. fuckfuckfuckfuck!” his grip upon her waist tightened, pulling her close as he dug as deep as he could. there was a little groan as the tension of his cock reached the peak. a final throb, the churning of his climax flooding through his shaft as he poured. streams, ropes, the painting of his seed against her walls battered her depths. marking, staining, she would feel molten warmth drive itself deep into her cavity as he bore through, his essence filling her core with illicit relief. evidence, the pulsing of his shaft came in three bursts. thick, had been his ropes, the salty viscosity spilling past her lips as he lifted her up once more, allowing his overworked shaft freedom from her walls. his cock would slip, slapping against her stomach as he held her close. the length trembled, his breathing shallow as he buried his face against her neck once again. another raining of kisses, another trail upwards as he focused back onto her lips with his own. kisses, smooches, drowning of affection as he wrestled his wet muscle against hers. messy, once again, needy, once again. he wanted her, and he was showcasing it all for her to see. only when he needed to breathe did he pull away, his hold lessening as he let her recover. that grip of his, laying a mark upon her waist, laying a mark within her sex. on her neck, that trail, a line up from her collar to the crook. all signs, all evidence, all that was left of him. 
" f-fuck me.. f-fuuck..! " she'd breathe out as her body continued to rise and fall against him. the sloshing wetness of their connection mingled with their moans and the slapping of skin against skin. her bouncing only growing more and more aggressive with every buck of her hips. his moans only edged her closer and closer until! the final pump and once she'd felt him burst freely, she'd climax right behind him. a cry out to the gods, in thanks. for him, for this moment. this feeling. her head tossed back in a moment of release, hands coming to grip his shoulders -- nails digging into pale skin once more and leaving behind fresh marks of her own. her walls quivered and pulsated. their juices, intermingled, would drip down her leg when lifted off of him and brought to rest back against the mattress. there they laid, intertwined and drenched. arms finding themselves around him again. fingers tracing hearts against his back as he kissed away at her skin before finding his way back to her lips. right where he belonged. she'd savor every second. bringing that hand that traced shapes on his back to rest against his face in a gentle caress. crystalline blues caught his eyes and an exhausted smile pulled at those soft tiers. dimples denting flushed cheeks. " that was..." no words did it justice, so she'd let him fill in the blank.
kazami’s mind cleared. his body was warm, exudation of the liquor had occurred. a faint smile appeared, traced against his lips as he exhaled once again. his gaze settled upon hers, drifting down to look upon the mess they had made. “bliss.” such was the act between them, their bodies mingled to paint the surroundings with purity of their intensity. hues would return to hers, half-lidded as he whispered. “a masterpiece.” that was what she was. the messy, unrefined appearance of the angel was what he saw. with a murmur, their foreheads would press, lightly letting their noses touch. “an angel, beauty indeed.” the words he couldn’t fathom from before, spilling, without hesitation. although belated, his lips pressed against hers once again. this time, a peck. the desire, the temptation, he held more restraint compared to just before. once the moment had passed, however, his body would shiver. ah. it was cold. the sweat that beaded on their flesh had chilled. a chuckle escaped from the mage, a hand reaching behind her to bring the thick duvet around them. with a swivel, he would pull her into an embrace, their figure dropping to lay upon the bed once again. without words, he simply gazed, his eyes searching for any thoughts from the angel before him. his own, filled with many, yet still hesitant; not from his own, but from the creeping worry. for now, he’ll let her settle, to not force a hand to play.  
perfectly said. she smiled in agreement. " pure bliss .. " this had been a moment shared only in her dreams. between them was lust, surely, but there was so much more going on; so much more to this connection. masterpiece? oblivious, she'd assume he still spoke of their exchange. lids fluttered to a close as she leaned against him, brushing her nose back in turn. eyes opening to stare at him, his words causing the tinge of red to reappear. " i hope that will forever be the image that stays with you.." fingers traced along his cheek, down his jawline and came to grasp his chin between her index and thumb. again, lips met but with a softer touch -- less hungry. the angel chuckled as his shivering, though she'd admit it was within right. who turned down the heat?! though all was right again as the thick cover came to envelope them in warmth. there she'd lay on her side to face him, arms tucked inbetween them. the index from her right coming to brush its digit against his chest. there they laid. a mage and an angel. she wondered what went on in that wonderous mind of his. " tell me, kazami dear.. what troubles you. " something in his eyes gave it away. it was as if he'd become just a bit clearer to read.
his gaze would clear, hidden once again. those thoughts gone, yet she was sharp. "mmm..." his voice was quiet, a murmur as he held an ounce of reservation. alas, the magic of the alcohol had left him. "...mora." his words were slow. trepid, yet taken with care. there was a moment where that stare, behind it, held a meaning so obvious. a pair of hopeless individuals. kindred spirits. he wasn't wrong. yet he was worried he was. a being so easy to fall. as skilled, as strong, as whimsical as a mage he was. fragility. he was oh so tender on the inside. that stare of his, those hues that held the reflection of the angel before him. "...would it be alright?" an incomplete sentence. he spoke in riddles once more. what was 'it'? his hand closest to hers, fingers would trace, snaking to reach and interlink with hers. "...to find what... this... is?" to find what their connection was? to find out if what he, and possibly her, were feeling, the dream she was looking for?
she'd watch him stumble on his words, trying to find the right ones that would best articulate those worries in his mind. did he want to.. pull away from her? was that his worry? how'd she react? suddenly felt a tightening in her chest as she awaited anxiously. a brow raised, awaiting with bated breath and then came the wash of relief. lips cracked into a wide dimpled smile that'd follow up with a soft laugh. oh gods! what ever will she do with him.. he was just too cute. her hand gave his a squeeze, lifting her head from its resting place to lean closer into him for a kiss. pulled away, lowering back down against him. "i thought you'd never ask.." she cooed.
his expression brightened, that hand that squeezed tightening once again. interlinked, their palms pressed, he scooted a bit closer to the angel. indeed, one of his tougher battles. with a sigh, he leaned closer, letting foreheads press before leaving another peck against her lips. a smile spread across his features, jubilation evident. "mhm, in that sense... you would be my mora?" his words were tender, short yet full of meaning. he wasn't forceful in such a situation; whether or not her response would allow, he would adjust it as she pleased. after, he would snake his arm under her, shifting her position once again. this time, she was atop, her body against his as he rested her against him. a comfortable embrace, arms wrapping around her waist as he pressed a kiss against her forehead. legs betwixts their own, he held her close, evident in desire to not let her go. his bare skin touched against her dress covered flesh; the mage had long since shed that shirt, his clothing beside the frame of the bed. innocuous, there was a purity in his intention, yet as he placed another kiss on her lips, his touches grew not so innocent. a small chuckle, his murmuring spilling once again. "indeed, an angel." he couldn't help but be a bit playful, hands caressing her with each kiss; each movement letting her feel him and his body in turn.
her heart fluttered from his reaction. she had thought the worst was to come, but here they were. each kiss placed was returned with one of her own tender smooches. " your.. mora? " bit her bottom lip in an attempt to stifle that laugh, " yes, kazami.. i will be yours. " his mora, his girlfriend. as long as she was his and he was hers, she didn't care how he'd phrase it. they both knew. the pinkette was lifted and rolled on top of him. arms coming to tuck hands behind his neck, fingers messing with the tresses settled there. lids fluttering close against the kiss to her forehead -- they seemed to share the same trait. the angel unable to go but a second without touching him in some way. needing to feel him close. kindred spirits, indeed. brought her left away from his neck to trace hearts along his bare chest with it's pointer. only coming to a pause when a kiss, lightly laced with hunger, found her. her other hand now rested palm flat on his chest, using the back of it as support for her chin to rest on. "indeed, a blessing.." she mused, hips swaying from side to side while pressing back into his caress. another kiss and another, then another, then another.
kazami stammered. yes. he was doing such things. calm, collected, intelligent, analytical. he was neither of them right now, bare upon the angel that was mora. like a fawn who had only just begun to take their first step, the mage had only looked within him for the first time. these emotions he never let himself have. these sensations, these connections, he always kept himself at a distance. no matter who, he always assumed them as a fleeting moment, whether they wanted a connection or not. he hummed, the sound of their loving smooches tingling their ears with each kiss. wet, yet innocent all the same. of course, it never lasted for long. “…mmm.” his hands began to play. to knead. she would feel fingers press, grope, and tease against the flesh of her rear. of course, with each touch, their bodies would move in turn. that length sandwiched between their forms would twitch. blood began to circulate, stiffening that desire as it began to prod. with a little grip of her thighs, he would lift her up, letting his hardening erection free from their enclosure. it would slip, sliding between her thighs as it pressed against her folds. stiffness would roll; every movement they make gliding those moist petals up and down his cock. each pass would cause a twitch, yet he would only tease her for now. to let her rock, to let her just feel him in their embrace. her taste, her scent. he wanted to embrace it, to cement it in his mind. more kisses, more lovings, to let them explore the emotions and connection they found moments ago. “…heh, I think I’m getting addicted to these kisses.” indeed. he simply poured out those reservations, each kiss mingled with slight giggles and pants. groans would escape every so often, whenever his mind would lapse and be subjected to the arousing sensations of their sexes. 
to say this was expected would be a bold lie. if someone had told her she would soon be tangled up in the sheets with a man of his calibre, she'd paint them a liar. yet, here she was. though it'd be assumed the same for him. surely it wasn't every day he came across a goddess, let alone the angel of love herself. she'd groan into those kisses. mora couldn't remember any other fleeting experience she'd had during her time, not now, not after him. his kisses, his touch, his cock. none held a candle to him. " mmm.. ~ " she'd hum as his hands massaged away at her rear. hips pressed back into them and gave a wiggle from side to side, jiggling in his grasp. a giggle erupted against their wet kiss as she'd feel him awaken between them. well, well, well. the angel shifted with his lift, scooching up just a tad and bringing her legs to straddle him. his hardened cock settled just right against already wet cunt. how could she be anything but when there laid a handsome, naked, delicious dish as himself before her. all for her. "mmm.. you tease.." she'd whine as their hips rolled in sync, peppering his neck and cheek with kisses. "then aren't you in luck. i have an unlimited supply.. " a flicker of her tongue against his bottom tier, " just for you.." half-lidded gaze with a smirk to match it's mischievous gaze.
the edges of his lips curled up, a smile so genuine. “mm… i guess i get to be greedy after all.” another kiss, a quiet moan spilling as he rocked against her roll. each pass would let the tip prod, tease against her wet lips. threats to push in, yet he didn’t allow it. he wanted her to feel him, to anticipate their incoming connection. soaked had been his lower half, saturated in her juices and arousal; they were mingled, with previous and current. those hands that groped at her curves would push. a grip, to provide resistance with each grind. from there, she would feel the rigidness of her mage, of his cock filled with desire for her and her only. each tremble, his own arousal dripping from that engorged tip to mix with hers. “…nn. I just want to eat you up. to just taste you every single second I can.” slowly, he fell into this abyss, this cycle in which his repressed desires began to show themselves fully. of course, a little worry would sprout – if he wasn’t careful, he could end up wanting to have her no matter where and when. an angel like her, for a mage like him, he would desire to ruin her, to drown her in his loving. as their affection drew longer, he soon realized his patience began to lessen. oh, to dive into those depths once again, to paint her walls and mark her with his seed. “…fuck. mora, how you ruin me.” his mind, tainted already, desire spilling as his tongue slipped past messy tiers. to wrestle, to waltz, their dance became sloppy, spirling into carnality as he rolled harsher and harsher. the threat would loom larger and larger, his cock pressing so wantonly against those folds, like an animal in heat. 
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