this one chapter was about a small adventure that the tome highlights. had detailed about a small marketplace that the pair in the story had meandered in, listing the sights and cuisines that the mage had found and shared with that companion of his. although it seemed detailed, the majority of the chapter was just the thoughts the mage had during the journey; be it the hiccups or the interesting events that had occurred to them both. "Interesting, isn't it?" a small murmur had escaped tense lips. his gaze was soft, both towards the bun and the tome itself. "This book had appeared in my subspace yesterday," his hand would rub against her ears, petting as he spoke. ", yet it felt as if it's been there the entire time."
if kaz had glanced down at the bun, she would have been staring at him for a moment. although expressionless because of her restrictions, dulcita quickly looking away was of the flustered sort of act, and she continued to laze, skimming the page along. mm, she hasn't visited a marketplace in some time. it was rather easy losing herself in the readings if all she could think about were the pretty things she'd buy.. enchanted items, fragrant herbs, dresses.. ! though, would have expected him to have known the book was in his space for so long, him being quite the avid reader! 
the small stare wasn't missed, the mage's lips pursing as he watched her... well, expressions. he could tell she was frantic but he couldn't truly decipher the familiar's intent; after all, she was under the witch's summon. his gaze shifted back to the tome. it looked and felt old, yet the materials themselves looked well taken care of. although he wasn't too far into the pages, having only been within the first tens or so, the pages themselves seemed rather... indeterminable. any attempts to inspect the material with mana would pass through, the object itself intangible yet tangible simultaneously. "It wasn't exactly something I expected." she didn't speak aloud in her bun form, her words simply telepathic. "After all, the only one who can use this subspace would be me." theories abound, he wasn't stating the true nature of where this book could have originated from. although he was the prime, he knew the existence of the alpha, the original version of him. his existence having been fractured meant that there was more than just him. the evidence was on thin ice, however, as this wasn't the only book to have suddenly entered his possession without his knowledge. the previous book, the one with the mage and his attempts of resurrection, was of the same origin. no notice, no memory. there had to be a connection, and he wasn't too sure if it was of the positive or negative kind.
 well.. not of the mischievous kind, despite her grand affinity for that. though her face couldn't portray expression, it was purely admirable - maybe a little dreamy even! when you're an animal, it is socially acceptable to stare though.. she had forgotten he was aware of her human body. as to save face, her little nose buried into his pants leg, ears flopped. as for the book, it's.. an oddity, certainly! but not too of the alarming sort, at least, right? rather the hopeful type, she assumed it be a manifestation. or.. a prophecy? recalled her witch used to experience something of the same caliber in her time, often perceiving peeks of events through her cards, tarots specifically. a paw slapped upon his person, and she rose to butt her head into his side for reassurance.
 a finger would press against that paw, giving it a small rub before brushing the back of her head as she pressed against him. his face wasn’t solemn, yet it revealed the sadness that bled through with his thoughts. for every story, there’s an end. even he knows that for a being like him, there would be one. as for how many pages? unimaginable, for the universe’s threads are faint for him. although divinity is naught but a weak touch in his psyche, his brush against the wheel of fate in his past had allowed him to grace upon the rivers of prophecy, even if it was just a tip of the digit. “It’s okay, Dulce.”  he’d give his own reassurance, his hand brushing against the top of her head with every word. a small scritch under her chin before he’d lift her up. both hands held upon the waist, he’d hoist her to eye level. his eyes curved into slight crescents as his lips curled into a small smile. “The ten days I show you will only be the beginning,” even though his magical gaze wasn’t active, he was still able to sense the multiple threads of fate they shared between them. only a few were tied between them, yet he could sense the familiarity with the others, the sensation of the timestream bleeding through once more. “, I know it.”
her weight slumped, lower.. then limper until his firm hands caught her rotund body. scooped and at level, his words riled excitement under his grip. her body still save for the affirming of that wiggling little tail, hitting steadily upon his wrist. a little, bubblegum pink tongue swept out to drive over his nose! every story had an end, and that is okay. they made sequels for a reason! should he want to place her down, dulce met him halfway. shifting into a more formidable body, one she could wrap her limbs around his neck with, squeeeeeeze the mage over into a bone-crushing embrace. "how fun. i've always wanted to be in writings.. will you be sure it mentions my beauty mark?" cheek rub-rub-rub.
 his expression softened even more, although he held back just a little. not yet, he can’t be too loose with his affection towards her. it’d be too much, even for him. a soft exhale, before a small smooch on her nose. with her squeeze, he’d be forced to lean forward into her embrace, his hold upon her waist had tightened to secure her from falling. “Mhm…” a quiet affirmation, his lips curling into a proper smile this time as he gave a simple reply. his nose twitched at her scent, almost intoxicating as he buried his face against her hair. “…I will.” there’d be a moment of quiet as he simply basked in her presence, something that had allowed him to feel infinitely motivated for that goal of his. “…We will be in so many writings, in so many books. I’ll make sure of it.” his voice a whisper towards her folded ears before pulling back, his gaze observing hers as he stared at her with pursed lips. 
soft breath hitting the soft cusp of her ear, he derived a delightful little tweak of her ear, hitting him in the cheek in a twitchy fall while her back arched in and pressed taut. the mage in her clutches would be shaken a little, affectioned giddiness not unlike the bubbly bun. while he may have his reservations, dulce was unafraid of a little physical contact. the difference with her touches being.. she lingered a bit longer until it was the right time to pull off, sitting back and watching him. this time, her expression of the brighter type, eyes gleaming. with lips upturned, she blew a wisp of raven hair from his face and nodded firm. "i'll be on my worst behavior in that case! are.. you really the only person to read those?"
he'd nod, expression firm. “Mhm, of course, as well as you.” he’d raise a hand once again, fingers cupping her cheek before giving it a slight affectionate rub. “That said…” his gaze would lower down to the tome in his clutches. “I already have some sort of idea for our first story.” as he spoke, the book had shifted without their awareness, the pages multiplying just a tad to thicken its width. “But that won’t be until tomorrow.” with that said, he’d lean in, giving a light smooch on the familiar’s lips before tapping a fingertip on her nose. “I’m off to do a little… meditating.” a little vague, but a mischievous smile remained on his face. “I’d bring you along but…” it’d be a bit boring watching mage sleep, even more so in space, no? a shake of the head soon after, his fingers would grace the hair beside her face, tips separating the strands. “…soon though, I’ll show you the sights only a few can see.” he’s sure of it.
brightened. she hadn't intended as such, and if she could, it would be far from the case.. but each demonstration of affectioned enthralled her with strength. had the rabbit perking up if not a bit more under his attention like a flower willing to grow under sunlight. flourishing until her ears were at high, standing tall and her body was leveling to their proper height. "i'd want nothing more!" she squeaked. now that he must go, however.. dulce leaned in and took the skin of his cheek under her teeth, nomfing hard enough. the mark transpired into a pinkish glow, and she was satiated with a lick of her lips! so unashamed, but eager to see the reaction. "now you may call upon me, should you need to. i only ask that you not abuse this.. i've marked you." flicked his hair, biting her lip to quench a grin. "you wouldn't want to summon me at the wrong time, i'm due for a very long bubble bath today! i will see you soon, kazzie." and a kiss before she pulled off and dissipated with a short curtsy
his gaze would settle on hers as her energy levels rose, only closing once she had bit him. immediately, the mana around them would radiate, the mage dispelling all the defensive spells he had enchanted as soon as they came. this was an intentional action – knowing her, she wouldn’t truly want to harm him in the physical sense. a stinging sensation had spread from that bite, his eyes narrowing as he resisted the urge to rub against the mark. he’d huff, wiggling his cheeks; an attempt to soothe the fresh, yet already-disappearing wound. “Mmm…” his ears would wiggle as she spoke, a sign he was listening oh-so-intently to the very end. his face would turn away from her for a moment, before being pulled back into another kiss. this time, he’d hope to linger a little longer before she slipped away. lips curled up, thoughts running through as his expression changed to one of contemplating. there’d be a sprinkling of longing already, even if it was just a moment since she had left. “Well…” time to go meditate. with a slight nod, he’d hold out a hand towards the space beside him, tips sparking as he sliced vertically. space had divided, parting just long enough for the mage to dissipate and pass on through; once closed, the only evidence left were a few drifting constellations in shapes of a bunny. 
