rosa let him lay his hands on her though the man's touch made her skin crawl as if covered by ants. a sound rumbled deep in her throat, something perhaps mistakeable as a purr or a home, expressed the nebulous appreciation of his reception. just as invasive, the woman reached to loop a lock of his hair around a slender finger, giving the gentlest tug, testing his boundaries and exactly where she may overstep them. could he hear her heart? it was near still - even 'racing' - and had been for years, thrumming languidly. could he feel her warmth? despite the lazy beat of her blood through her limbs, rosa radiated heat as if feverish. her skin glittered subtly as if stars were buried deep within. her hands were blackened by the use of magic and the corruption of her own blood - which despite her dried flowers and smoke scent, drawn blood would smell like metal, thick and molten. "do you like this better?" her dark eyes, as black as her hands and lit by hundreds of thousands more glittering starlights in their deepest places, scoured the man's face. hunger gnawed in her throat... but she was playing 'nice'. she'd let him take the first bite.
the male, still silent, gazed deep into her hues with emptiness abound. there was that desire, that murderous intent evident in his stare. it flittered, flocked towards her as if homing into her very being. limiting as it was, he himself had no depth other than the intent that surfaced periodically. dry, flaky hands would grasp, palm cupping cheek as he felt her warmth. there were little to no desires present in his touch, as if analyzation was his original goal. whether or not she was someone he could bend, someone he could engorge in his desires. his gaze steadied, attention flicking back to his stick as he dragged. perhaps not, for even hunters can end up afraid to be hunted. “…what are you.” his voice, raspy, spoke towards her in a murmur. a façade, perhaps, as that gaze he held towards her now covered in a veil reminiscent of a mask.
he wouldn't be the first man to find his joy in murdering her. rosa, pitiful human creature that she was, feared men for this very fact. that this was the amalgamation of rosa and god didn't diminish the uncertainty crowding up in her chest - an uncertainty smothered under the weight of everything else that she was. without much coercion, rosa tilted her face deep into his hand and fluttered lush lashes at him delicately, the depths of her eyes briefly abating as she played the flirt. his hands were dry and scratchy on the tender flush of her cheek. she tolerated this indifferent inspection only until his hands turned cruel - and so long as they weren't, she could play her own game, act enamoured despite the edge to her behaviour. "obsidian," she answered after a moment of thought, thinking it was most apt among every other descriptor. was there a common word to embody the concept of what she was? 'vessel' was too little but 'god' was too much; rosa was halves, at the moment. a predator awaiting a chase. "and flint. smoke. blood. death." she waved a hand dismissively before laying it upon the one cupping her cheek, lacing fingers together.
 
