fuzzier than usual! actually had almost knocked out in the water herself, fufu. c: her hair had been pinned up in a messy bun, spilling longer sections of her hair to her shoulders. dulce leaaaaned into the warmth of his side, sipping to her hearts content. good! so, would he find it was usually difficult to sleep?
a slight smile formed, the mage giving a sleepy peer over at her appearance. there'd be a small hum of appreciation, his head leaning a tad before planting a tender kiss on her forehead. how cute, she is; a visage of beauty, indeed. if he had paper and quill on hand, he’d have written a list of cute descriptions of her to begin that tome they talked about. there’d be another nod, the mage taking a sip of his tea before answering. he usually never sleeps; meditation is always a stressful experience since he’s been on the run. one eye open, while he did his best to settle, yet this time, it had overtaken him without much issue. another squeeze of her waist. he wonders why.

oh, please! no need. with flattered roses above a pale complexion, she is taken aback. as he bombarded her with affections, dulce curled a shoulder in his way, shying! for once, her!! the shy-ee. a huff, and she's gazing upon him with a delightful grin. how cute, did it have to do with his brain needing something to dream about?

indeed, there was a specific dream he had while he slept. eyes closed as his head tilted this and that. in truth, he usually saw faint signs or appearances of things while he meditates. a few times, he had seen someone like her, another, he saw danger and destruction of himself. theory abound, he wasn’t too sure if these were simply dreams or fractures. this time, however, his dream was a lot more vivid, yet still dreamlike. his lips pursed for a moment. the only thing he can realistically describe would be the emotions he felt during – the majority of which were simply positive ones. the mage would rest his head against hers, basking in the familiar’s presence all the while. does she dream? or do familiars just doze? 

dulce idly chewed the straw, having gotten to about half of the drink. her lips were sweet - rarely missed the chance to spread her sugary trail while dipping quick and kissing the side of his head. that pretty head of black! familiars dreamt, yes. she is, by all means, close to mortal as a demon could be. and, also, as long as her witch could dream, so could she. wielding the same heart and fury. her dreams weren't consistent. rarely did sleep ever come to her in a sequence, a straight-line. no, they were sensations, spurts of visuals of places her chest ached to see, sounds.. ! dulce pressed her lips. but.. she isn't sure of them as he is of his - they were just.. things to see in her sleep usually, if they meant anything then she wouldn't know quite yet. just that they were recognizable, oddly enough.

although sleepy, kazami felt moist tiers press, his own lips curling into another small smile. his brain was somewhat still waking, though she’d have to know that this was when he was his weakest. how lucky she was, as he’d usually reserve himself in protection. his drink had barely been touched, the straw dangling a little with each movement before he’d capture the tip for another sip. a slow nod; it makes sense, as she would be moreso linked to her master than her own being. far different from a bond, much closer like a summon yet had everything except for pure independence.  still, dreams are dreams, most don’t have dreams like his in the first place. prophecy, destiny, the wheel of fate. those grazes had simply changed the life that the mage inhabits. now, he’d finish his drink, gently setting the empty glass on the table before planting another kiss unto the little bunny. his head would turn slight, voice low as he whispered. “Would you be free to travel within the next few days?” his words were in reference to her time. ten days for him could be anything for her. shorter, longer, perhaps even the same.

"a vacation.. would be nice." she shuddered under the soft breath of the mage beside her, but held her drink taut. "some way to repose, mhm.." a shift here, and there with a thigh overlapping her other, dulce turned to him with a tilt of her head. "i can do that, but.. only if you wouldn't get cross with me if my witch would need me at some point. we.. are going to the library soon, then, yes?" just the thought had her ears up, finding his hand somewhere in the middle to grasp.

he'd nod, shaking his head once she aired her only worry. “Of course not, if you get called upon, then so be it.” it all depended on how he planned it after all. if he wasn’t one to include situations like that, then wouldn’t it be a failure on his part? now that his hand was free, he’d raise it, fingers gracing her cheek again. slight squeeze, light pinch. “Although I wished for your time, it’s not belonging only to me.” those digits would drift up, caressing just below her eyes as he brushed any stray strands that drifted. “You are you, and plus…” a slight head tilt as his gaze towards hers had grown tender once more. “ I am only requesting for as much as you could give me.”  

claimed her teeth upon that plump bottom lip, dulce had focused her gaze on swirling the rice-infused sweetness in her cup, hiding a smile behind the rim of her cup. hummmm. "now, can't ask a lady to give all of herself," but he can, if he wished to butter her up more. a firm gulp to end the sweet drink and she whined, a weak bat to the fingers pinching her plaint flesh. she turned to him proper, tending his lap with both of her hands as purchase. "that being said, i will try to tend to you with the time my witch allows of me."

another affirmation. he was honest to a fault, especially to those that had truly garnered his unending interest beyond the superficial. “Not all, of course.” another squeeze, his hands returning to envelop her own in return. fingers would wrap around the space where wrist meets hand, palm rubbing light on contact before settling. “Even if it’s just a little, that would be all I could ask for.” his gaze settled beside them, stare distant as he contemplated for a moment. “At the very least, I am quite interested in that marketplace we read about in that book. So…” he’d flick his attention back to her expression, a quiet huff escaping his lips as he gave his best ‘puppy-eyed’ impression while he spoke. the pursed lips, playful eyes, and such. “…Just from the description alone, I have an idea on where it is. A very nice place, with a very diverse culture.”






