he could sense it. the change, the wavering. Kazami's expression was solemn, his eyes barely able to even look at the girl in front of him. every action of his bleeding in his fear of sullying whatever they had, even if it was already in the due process of doing so. 
his mana quivered in sync with his emotions, the feelings he had suppressed almost cracking the mental lockbox he put them in. in this reality for her, it had been only a week or two. 
for him, it had been many, many years, transcending into decades as he had jumped and slipped into the cracks between the multiverses. even longer for his original goal. his eyes shook, his hands holding each other in a failing attempt to keep his composure. 
"I can't..."
that feeling of love she had felt from him during their first meeting, the intricate aura and magic he had displayed relating to the domain of love she herself is part of. it began to seep out, yet this time, it isn't as clear or as calm as before. 
she would sense loss, pain, and even emptiness within those layered folds of magic. as he calmed, the magic around them would shiver before returning to him. 
"I can see myself fall for you. I've fallen before, just for it to be taken away, and if I were to fall again, then…"
his eyes would glaze over as he thought about it, expression frozen into emptiness as the thought would take over for just a moment. 
"…I think I'd die." 
his gaze drifted down to his own hands, the shimmer of two artifacts appearing on his fingers for just a short moment. two rings, each a different color yet having a dullness to their gems. 
the sapphire, cracked and dull. the emerald, whole, yet the gleam non-existent. he'd close his hands again, causing them to vanish as quickly as they appeared.
"Dulce. I'm sorry…" 
his voice would crack for just a moment, lips parting as he inhaled for a singular breath. 
"I'm not the great man you think I am." 
slowed words would be whispered out, as he tried to contain his emotions within. 
“There’s a reason why I suppress my desires, my actual emotions.” 
time and time again, loss would always follow happiness. for the mage, they were one of the same, regardless of coincidence or truth. 
“Yet still…”
another breath. this time the shaking in his hands would stop. 
“Your existence… it bleeds through.” 
the way he spoke about this, it wasn’t a simple ‘statement’. it was fact. his dreams, his experiments within the timestream; the short past, the current present, and coming future. it all involved glimpses of her. 
“I’m aware that time is converging on me, and I’m running out of it.” 
and the other hims that exist in the other universes. they all see her too. there would be a slight change in demeanor, as the mage regained his composure. his gaze steadied onto hers. 
“I can’t let myself fall for you, and I can’t put you through that too.”
he was intending to close this chapter out by himself; to save the pain that would follow otherwise. even if in the future he dreams of her, he will be able to let his other selves cherish it before it converges on them.
dulce .. was a familiar, but her soul is worn over the years. she is used up and spat out by the same pattern limbo forced her to, a dance that required a voice to call upon her aid and a cause to take her right back out into the endless circle of her life. she, like many other familiars, was a punished soul - pertaining her memories like flashes, feelings that sought out to her from her past life, and sensations that called to remind her of what could have been. if.. she had lived her life in entirety. when she had sat upon him helplessly, the first sensation creeping upon a soft body was stinging. a burn that permeated along her features, the apex of her chest, hell- her throat. it fought to set free, spill her truths before the inevitable. because, truthfully, it felt like their last. her lower lip wobbled, restraint trying to find footing where she had tried to bring herself up on her own feet. but his warmth called closer to her, and she wanted to lean in to bask in it.. she wouldn't. a shake of her head bobbed little ears, lopped and fluffy, all the while dulce had stared down at her hands. heartbreak; so human, so real - it beckoned to her life a flame in a foggy mist, recalling a time where she had taken such other emotions seriously. where she wasn't attached to a thread and a person, free to love and free to cry. "kaz-" the affectioned moniker she had given him almost slipped by, but she stopped herself and started again; "kazami, i ask nothing of you.." her hand crept up, hiding in the other in a clasp of uncertainty. "i had never even.. utilized my magic on you at any point.." which was why his confession drew her face to redden, her hands to try to find him in reassurance. it was truth. "but what i will request.. and i so deeply mean it is if you reconsider." because, gods, if she didn't enjoy his prying and poking, the rambling of magic - it was refreshing. it brought dulce out of her river of pasts to focus on the new. it made her feel just a little bit human again. "if you depart from me so soon, i.. don't know if i can feel as liberated as i have with you. i'm not going anywhere-" she hoped, but as it sounded, it was him that needed to go. "and for as long as time will allow it, don't go so soon. not until i'm sure there is no other choice, then i will force myself to swallow the truth." throughout, her eyes were misty, and she discovered.. she was something of a crybaby. "but- if.. if you need to.."
the mage’s face fell. crestfallen as it was, his eyes glazed over as he watched her expression. there was a swelling of sadness and conflict from within him. he himself knew that he was only one step away from drowning in the abyss that is her. if he let himself wallow, to subject her to his own selfishness; that would only cause pain. yet it was difficult, oh so difficult, for him to just sit there and let her be. a hand rose, albeit hesitant, towards her. was he allowed to feel like this? it’s been years, years upon his journey. his original goal, still fractured within the timestream. it took only a few seconds before Kazami had reached out. slender fingers traced upon her cheek, a fingertip gracing to wipe away any falling teardrops. “Dulce…” his own heart was aching watching her. he had expected himself to be stronger, yet just the sight of this girl falling apart as she spoke, trying her best to keep herself together; it’s tearing him on the inside. lips parted slight, trying to find words yet failing to do so. another moment passed. his eyes closed, breathing steadying before settling his gaze on her once more. “If…” his voice, quiet as it may be, had urged her to listen. “…If only for a short moment,” his expression softened.  the hand that had brushed away her tears drifted down. fingers grasped at hers, pulling her hands into his as he held them together. “…I don’t want to hurt you, yet…” obsidian hues leveled with hers before focusing down onto their touch, his hands upon hers. “…If you so wish to still stay by my side, even if my time here is limited, even if…” those same hands of his would squeeze hers, tight in their hold as his stare, now resolute, met hers. “ …even if in the end, this will just be a faint memory for us both.” even if in the end, for the original Kazami; this, and their previous moments together, were to just be a dream left far, far away. another inhale. “…Dulcita.” a final squeeze of her hands. although he knew his time would be short… he only allowed himself to say these last few things. – “…Please allow me this one request, just this one chance… to fall for you.” – this would be his one and only wish from her.
it begged the question - how far could dulcita go? until the reminder of her place in this endless loop, a thin thread between heaven and hell, would come to her attention once again. how could a beast love without the means of understanding her heart, if she even had her own deep down? 
her soul is sullied with sin, sworn - no, committed to her life of deviation and alluding to the human eye - she is.. not the same woman of a hundred years ago. she is not a woman of faith, no longer living and breathing with the culpable efforts of experiencing things anew. at least, it is what she has accepted. she knew once of a life without magic, before it was taken away by just that. 
a world where kazami's confession might have brought her to beg, plead, and pull him in further, dulcita is simply not the same as of yet. if he wanted to leave, now or whenever he saw fit, she would not resist. but she would feel the thrum of heartbreak while she could, held to a mirror of her emotions by the will of her witch. she hadn't used her magic on kazami, not.. not quite as of late. 
she was afraid she had bewitched him as thin fingers framed over her cheek, dragging hot tears that dared to slip by, rather than his natural inclination to her side. while dulce was brilliant at anything but her personal affairs, she didn't expect his voice to close, closer until his breath plumed against her neck, it was both enthralling and.. horrific. 
a new step, is it the right direction? is she, as a familiar, failing her purpose and straying away? her throat is tight, swallowing down words she didn't think of spilling first, and allowing herself to fall into a girlish hope. 
something she had felt at some point - hopeless, but so full of ideas, daydreams that could or couldn't be. so, when the familiar looked upon him again, it was uncertain and eager at both, though too embarrassed to keep her gaze. pouted, though. 
"kazami, i.. live for as long as my witch does, you must know," 
it was as if the thought of the woman made her lighter, curling the ends of plump lips. 
"it's no race, by any means, yes?"
 a squeeze to his hands, too. 
"but you may be assured.. while i will not go quite anywhere yet, let it give you solace that your absence will not wound me for too long." 
morbid, but she was attempting her hand at something .. softer. whether it worked or not, they were close enough that her ears were framing his front bangs, hairline brushing tips of white fur.
"let me enjoy you for a bit. i'm sure that compared to yours, i am only a speck in your path. but i want to be, at least, an exciting experience, forgotten or not. will that be okay with you?"
Although it was unsaid; he knew. Although he didn’t want to speak of it, it was reality. Even for those in the past, they said similar. Life for others is like that of a mayfly. His journeys throughout this lifetime had transcended common sense. Even now, the fractures within the timestream that he had bled through only extend his possibilities. 
The original, that was his time limit, a span incomprehensible. Those hands squeezed tightly once more before he spoke. “If you would allow me to fall for you, then I couldn’t wish for anything else.” An affirmation. He would simply nod, his lips forming into a small smile as he simply held her hands. 
“For these remaining ten days, I will make it worth it for you.” His eyes radiated his rising joy, expression firm as he resisted the urge to let that emotion overflow. “…and then, after that, although it will be a while… let me find you again.” He wasn’t sure which universe he would need to go find her, the original her, but he’ll traverse through them all, no matter the cost for him. 
Maybe for her, it will only be a short bit, but for him, he will do his best to not lose the chance he was given. Not again. An inhale, with a small sniffle, he’d wipe her eyes first with a conjured handkerchief, dabbing those tear spots before cleaning up his own visage after. 
“After, I’ll show you the universe.” He’ll show her the sights that he had the chance to gaze upon; the beauty that very few have the capability to see. His lips pursed as his mind raced, thoughts coming and going as he began to think positively once again. “Before that, I will show you the library,” A sight that she hasn’t even had the chance of seeing yet, “which is my place of residence, along with all the things that I’ve been studying.” 
He himself was an avid researcher, and while she showed interest during his displays, he was willing to reveal such secrets to her. The amount of trust and effort he was willing to put into these next few days was astounding to those that known this side of him. “Likewise…” His expression had softened. “…I would like to meet your master.” 
This was a request, not something she had to accept. Previously, he had asked this before but had been subtly rejected. Although it was nigh impossible, he had to give it a shot. Her words, although they were morbid, had once been said by the mage himself a lifetime ago. Never is it impossible, and knowing him, he had achieved the impossible a few times in his life already. 
“I know I asked before, and you said that I can’t. If anything, I would even allow her as well to enter the library.” He’d keep his gaze on her, lips pursed. “But… if you can’t. It’s fine.” 



to say dulce perked up upon the mention of stepping away from her woods, that little shack somewhere in the middle of nowhere, and becoming something of an explorer in short.. it was sorely understating the excitement that kindled upon the faint outline of peony pink around her body, having leaned herself into the mage as they conversed. touch most important, she failed to release him now that they have intervened, made up, and touched bases to their next step. 
exploration .. the thought provoked her in ways a familiar shouldn't! not one that was so strongly bound to her witch, her deeds, and path -- perusing kazami's life, poking her twitchy-witchy nose in places it ought not to was of her biggest interest anyhow. the library struck her piqued, and he would find the look of interest on dulce's face was coupled hand-in-hand with those ears coming up like flowers in bloom and perky lips pulled up and light, beaming. "let you? i would be honored to have you found at my doorstep again, kazami.  even if that would be some days ahead, you ought not to make me miss you already, hm?" fluttered white lashes, snow falling upon a creamy, pale base of her cheeks. now, her master .. "aah," a thick, hard swallow of her truth, until it was virtually impossible to hide from him. it was too early to keep secrets. with the way he offered companionship, if not the start of a friendship to something quite more, dulce was over the moon for it. 
affection came easy, genuine interest, a swaddle of something true and romantic.. ! but her master was.. a precarious subject to hit upon. and, as she had been told, dulce already peppered her words in coyness, hiding the real behind empty song and sweetened teases. "now, kazami," a first of subjecting him to a serious purse of her lips, but she moved to his hand tenderly, avoiding his face a moment. "- i.. will allow you to meet her but with time, when she.. when she can accept that i've felt this way." something that her witch lacked, to put it bluntly. 
"my tether to her is strong, but her hatred is much stronger. i wouldn't want something to happen to you, not while it is under my watch and i wouldn't.. i couldn't do anything about it." took her hand back to preen herself idly, stroking thin fingers through wavy curls. "if you think i'm a mischievous sort, you'd be appalled by her." still, horrific the love witch is, she giggled at the thought.
his face wouldn’t falter this time. he knew, he expected that answer. “It’s fine. I knew the answer, yet I still needed to soothe my soul by asking.” her explanation this time however, allowed him to calm a lot sooner than later. to reaffirm the nervous bun, his hands would grasp at hers, squeezing before settling back unto squishy thighs. “Regardless of how long it would take, I am more patient enough.” in addition, she herself was willing to wait for him. for a person of his calibre, time itself was not an issue, more of a frivolous matter that can be dealt with numerous ways. 
onyx hues would settle on her expression once more, gaze searching for meaning behind her expression. “I have met numerous individuals throughout my lifetime, throughout my journey.” his lips curled into a smile as his head shifted, a minute tilt as he spoke. “You, along with your master, are quite normal in that sense.” even more so than those of the upper deities he had explored and… conquered alongside his ancestor. another firm squeeze before he’d expand his domain once again – mana enveloped her with warmth, the usual presence had been mixed in with something else. although she would recall the cool, yet unique magic he had expressed moments ago, this one had a touch of tender warmth within. another law had been added to his mix, the sensation and emotion of affection a lot more apparent than previous.
“There.” as it should be, for now. “I will say…” his expression turned a little stern, lips pouting. “…You will have to get used to this warmth. This is only a fraction of what I can provide, seeing as my own original is a lot more… expressive.” visible, was a hint of shyness as he spoke, a small red blush appearing on his cheeks for moment before fading. “Although he, along with I, are tighter knit than all the variants, he is a lot more expressive with the positive… affectionate emotions towards others. “ it was a little hard to explain, though if what he was doing simply provided a peek, then the difference should be astounding. another exhale before the mage would relax.
“That said, if you are ready, I will be able to whisk us out to my place of residence. However, should you need to get your belongings settled, I will wait for you at the library.” 
