undistracted now, he gets her attention in full, hands folded neatly over her thighs, pressed together as one leg kicks to lay over the knee of the other. "a spellscribe, scrollmaker, whathaveyou. a merchant, foremost." in this lifetime, at least, she'd made the decision to pursue a living selling these things she creates. the volume of his voice lowering is met with laughter somewhat quieted, a soft giggle to fill the space between them. 
"the core magic i was bestowed at birth was song. things casted through the music of my voice; though i don't use it often these days. i have so many other things at my disposal now, you see." he may keep all that he feels dulled down, but she's never been the type - her amusement in his reactions and opinions remains clear as day, as does her growing interest in the bits he begins to reveal. "in my case, it would be wasteful if i didn't - i've learned each thing before it's ever written. i have no use for the scrolls, other than the flourish and bits of convenience they can provide.. so instead, i sell them for others to learn from, or those without a gift of their own to experience a taste of magic." 
she isn't offended, not at all, and wouldn't be even if he had decided to turn their introduction into a lashing of words traded back and forth. "ah..! a fablemaker of sorts. far more mystifying than my own.. would you mind showing me?" she's all attentive to the wand, close that it is, but she doesn't touch. greedy hands may desire it, the urge to assess and inwardly ponder on prices and market value -- as well as its actual capabilities, the make of it. dissection is in her nature, but she's happy to sit back and watch a show put together. "of course, i'd be happy to give you a tour of whatever you'd like in return! it's only fair, no?"
The wand would float, passively turning this way and that as the mage nodded with each of her words. “Of course, of course.” A commendable effort, quite a noble mindset found rare within the field of mages and the like. His voice lowered, another pause as he frowned. “I don’t exactly have the ‘flashy’ artifacts on me, however.” With a quiet mutter, he would grasp something from nothing. Within the air, he had retrieved another object of sorts. “Although, now, I have come across facts that prove such things exist already…” 
He had a tone of slight tension, his hesitation to show such an object surfacing. The object in question was a mallet. This mallet, however, had been shaped to the form of a weapon that a certain god used. “It’s a bit weird with how my gift works. I can create stuff from ‘replications’ of certain fictions. Even if those objects existed in reality, I’m able to ‘grab’ them into existence using the right materials.” This, however, held the energy of the Thunder God. Lightning had danced from within the mithril, the carvings being something that drew and converted mana into such existence. 
He would tentatively push and float it between the two. Not in distance of grabbing, unlike the wand, but instead perfectly center. “I’d suggest you to not touch it. I’ve had trouble between the original owner and their existence of their own item. The probability and causality of such isn’t supposed to be the case.” Another flick of the hand, this time a piece of tanned parchment. There would be an inscription on the paper, with the sight of five sigils linked together. 
“If you come across the desire to see such things, place this upon a door. Any would suffice.” If she were to read it, the words ‘Museum of Wonders’ would be the only thing written in common tongue; the rest being in some sort of magical code; not magic spells per se, just something of the intangible sort. “I’ll be able to show you the proper displays, my ‘masterpiece’ crafts, so to speak.” 



there was only so much commendable to be found in something that, in its simplest terms, was to spin a profit. sure, there was the fact that she truly did enjoy seeing her wares find homes and be in the possession of people intrigued by them -- but, a merchant is a merchant. noble is far from the truth. "oh? so, so long as it's been referenced in some work of fiction somewhere, it's fair game then. quite versatile, aren't you, mage?" 
it's a peculiar gift to have, but that only serves to make it all the more intriguing, doesn't it? if there was the greedy yearning for dissection before, it's twofold - perhaps tenfold now. alouette leans in closer, digging elbows into the fabric of stockings, palms used to prop her chin inbetween their hold. a glimmer of curiosity and then a blossoming of awe shifts over her expression as she watches the mallet crackle to life in front of her. no stranger to creation magic, of course, but - it's different, watching him work. as promised, it's something known to exist - recognizable, even. 
"mythos! oh, your magic is a devious thing. to some, the notion that you may draw from it might be.. slightly offensive!" the musing is more joke than serious, paired together with a giggle filled with even more bubbles than before. "it must be strange for godly beings who encounter you. i can imagine the trouble! oh, but it's a magnificent magic you claim. you've caught my attention quite well, kazami; storypuller." as instructed, not so much as the slightest movement towards the hammer that's settled in the air. but, she did say she'd give him more of herself for what she got; 
"my cycle wouldn't end here, even if a little slip up did happen. though, i will say i'd hate to end this one so soon – and by a grotesque electrocution, too." and now there's his calling card, the first thing she does take. bound just as her scroll had been, after she's given it a lookover. "oh, you mustn't be so coy. who out there wouldn't be completely overjoyed with the opportunity to see more of this? no need to be so humble!" and, in return, a snap of her fingers. instead of paper, the mage is presented with a little black bell. 
an old thing, cracked in a couple places, obviously having seen its fair share of use. "it's an enchantment i made long ago. similar to your own; if you ever wish to see any of my wares, or perhaps you're just dying for another chat in general - stand by any door and ring the bell three times. it'll create a path for me to walk and meet you wherever you may be. no need for specifics, i'll be able to bring all that i have with me no matter where it may be."
Amusement filled the mage’s expression, slight at first but he couldn’t curb the smile that drew upon his lips. “Indeed, the faces they had-“ Another pause, his hand going to settle his overly excited mind. “Yes, most of the time, they are indeed confused.” Those hues peered over at the objects once more, his hand waving into a grab; the motion enough to whisk those items back into his subspace in one go. The space left would emanate the scent of stardust and parchment, remnants of his magic. His features settled into one of refined composure, eyes gracing to gaze upon that cracked bell. With a careful hand, he would conjure up gloves enveloped in mana, allowing tender touches upon the artifact. “Curious.” He was enchanted, the mere similarities between them being the guiding force with his interest. The individual in front of him held much value for the mage; be it with their skills or personality. Lips would purse, gaze returning as he swiped at the bell, sending it into his subspace once more. “I would love to do so. Of course, the same would go for you.” In the case of his, their meeting will happen, regardless of when she would set her sights on the museum. “If I’m not there when you enter, my familiar will be there to guide and provide you with my hospitality.” Another nod, a hand brought to brush any loose tresses aside. “For now, I will have to bid you adeu;” Slight exasperation and disappointment flashed, having desired to continue such conversations. Indeed, he would only give a side-to-side shake to showcase his hesitation to leave. “I’m to tend to my beloved. A meeting with her is upon us, and I shan’t miss it. Pleasure to meet you, Alouette.” His figure would rise, having given her a noble goodbye before a wave. “Till next time.” A hand would reach out beside him, cutting through the space before he would warp right through it. 
