Libraries, known by some as the homes for the words of the universe. Each page, each spine, holding a story that once existed within fantasy and reality.
The sensation of teleportation for Dulcita and Kazami would be as fleeting as a singular breath. A 'whoosh' would be heard, space folding and unraveling as their sight, along with the connection to their senses, vanished for just a moment.
Silence had spread around them. The sound of their heartbeats reverberating from within their chest audible. Nothing could be felt around past close contact, their sense of touch limited. Scent was barren; the only waft being the essence of void. Although the mage had held the familiar in a tender yet loose embrace, even her touch was slipping away.
That moment ended. The sound of trickling water, along with the flipping of pages encased their senses. Their breaths, now tickling their ears with each cycle. Kazami's voice was quiet, intention evident; to not scare the familiar within his clutches. "We're here."
For Dulcita, she would smell the scent of worn pages. The scent of ancient dust within the air, along with the fragrance of structures, built eons past. The sound of water came from behind the; the appearance of a fountain, like those of a Roman decoration. Around them would be tall, expansive bookshelves made of wood, akin to that of dark oak.
There'd be a buzz, as the traditional appearance of metal golems and androids would walk between the shelving, their steps steady and rhythmic. Light taps, conflicting with their heavy facade, echoed around them, fading as soon as they arrived in sensitive ears.
Kazami gave a tender gaze towards Dulcita.
"Welcome... to the Grand Library."
traveling from place to place was not a foreign concept to the familiar by any means. doing so in kazami's style - that flurry of reality, traveling through verses to land upon his terf was.. newer. frightening and invigorating all the same to the little rabbit. 
the sensations of being brought from place to place tickled her ears as did his breaths. once upon getting there, her sense of smell greeted first, and took into account blissful bibliosmia. the second sense - her sight - made the rabbit curl up tighter into the mage and with diligent strides of their little legs, watched as the figurations of servitude brought them to and fro, wondrous and unknown of. 
they greeted and left in the same breath, leaving dulcita to marvel instead at the grand display of fables, tales, and encyclopedias galore. "kazami," rosy hues finally meeting his, detaching her hands from his body to hold them close, clasped and taut to refrain giddy touches about. 
"this is yours? all of it?" a more rhetorical question, but in awe all the same. walking some from the mage, she ensured not to wander off (yet) but took to stepping closer, taking in sights and sounds. her little buntail wiggled incessantly. "it's beautiful. i've never seen anything like it.. !"
A small nod, the mage’s gaze set on watching the familiar’s reaction to the scenery. His breathing had settled, his mana in the air interlocking with the energy surrounding them. Akin to his inner domain, this library was like a second shell; everything everywhere is under his sight.  
“Indeed it is.” A reply nonchalant was the only thing that the mage had given, shifting his body to do a little stretch before looking around. “The library is special, holding every single book and written media in existence.” In front of them, there would be a floating sign, hinting at the subject matter within the nearest shelves. 
‘[M]agic: [P]roperties: [U].’
 The oak seemed to spread infinitely, yet if she were to stare directly at the path, a ripple in space would appear now and then. “Each row is linked to the mind of the viewer.” So if she decided, she could enter the section with a step; if she didn’t, then she’d pass on through, able to walk into the next section with ease. 
“My humble abode is further down; although I could bring us there in a blink, shall we walk instead?” Without skipping a beat, he’d slide an arm around hers, hooking them as his fingers interlinked with the bunny’s. “You’ll also be able to see a few sights.” The space around them would shift, the shelving collapsing into one another as they fold and move around them; the loss of focus would cause them to thin out, the space beyond transforming into a much more hospitable scenery. 
Objects encased with a display of glass lined the distance, spaced evenly apart as each were shown like a museum piece. They were of numerous artifacts, the energies seeping for only a fraction with each breathing second before being pulled back into the encasement. “Each of these were objects I crafted, along with the original artifacts that were within the library walls.” 
They were many, all with their own charm, until the pair had walked into a giant room, near empty except for a few seats and the like. From the center, there was a display, virtual in nature, the visuals focused on the shape of the universe. “This is the map room.” Like a search engine, there would be a bar below the display, allowing one to input information. 
“We’ll use this later to find places to travel to.” With a gesture of his hands, the screen would shift, the blur lifting once the library map was displayed. On it, they would be positioned in the center; museum and books wrapping around them like a torus. A glance to the left would cause their path to diverge, the mage bringing them into a small but luxurious room. There was a bed, along with a few interactives on the wall. 
The displays seemed to be a mix of futuristic and magical, as one would see the subspace terminal with each link. “This is the master bedroom, “ Hands would gesture around slight to allow her to take in the Victorian-style furnishings before he’d gesture to the glass doors leading to a miniature garden. “, and this is the meditation room that I stay mostly in while I’m here.” 
Numerous flowers were planted within the soil, the scent of fresh greenery spreading through their senses. In the center was a pavilion structure, Asian in design, alongside a floating pearlescent glass sphere. “That floating sphere is where I meditate, where it’s linked within the systems of the library.” 
Alongside, it would be linked to more than just the structure; the timestream, the dreamscape dimension in which the library resides, along with the pocket dimension he meditates in.  
