when her eyes fall on him, they take in the coalescing of features that swirl here and there; but yes, they look past them too. dig and dig, finding expression hidden in the chaos. of course there is no real indicator of this, besides the fact that she is perhaps steady in where she looks as opposed to finding distraction in the individual parts. whatever that surge might have been, it only receded in full momentarily, until it rears its head once more. it seems to weave itself in and out, striking a melody in between her words. 
the girl shakes her head slowly, gentle as can be, "true it may be, sometimes the 'what' and 'how' is far more interesting. my who is only a snapshot, after all." now, the head tips upwards, watching close as the distance is snuffed out. two eyes, empty pits, not even catching light in them. a matte black, ringed in soft grey, with naught a lick of glossiness to be found. the weight upon her shoulders cues her to glance over her shoulder, staring at the remaining half of the duo. even as a feeling akin to bugs crawling tickles her mind, and a hand slides into the man's. "how much power can be found in your name? and yours? what will knowing it do for me, i wonder."
He doesn't wait. He's not the type to hesitate. He's done far too much to ever slow himself. He can feel the magic waft over the both, and that gives him pause. He wants to suck his teeth, glower like a child, but he can see what she sees. She can see him. Years and years of searching for things like them- things that can part the veil and pull forth tangible reality- has left him accustomed to being stared at. Both directly and indirectly- it's something that makes him smile. His hand extends, but it never meets her skin. She makes her comments, and makes her flashes, and he makes his move. 
His dripping hand lunges forward, and his eyes zero in on something nonexistent. His fingers clasp around a flash of light. He condenses the incondensable, traps an infinite expanse in the palm of his hand. A moment, pulled from conception and into his hand. His gaze bleeds magic, oozing multicolored rears down his cheeks in thick, fat droplets. His magic grabs hold of her- not her body, but her abundance. He grabs hold of power, grip like steel. His opposite hand claps the back of her palm, and he pushes her hand against his now-closed fist, as if to mime a shake. He needs that contact if he wants to hold her for long.
He needs something more, but he won't grab a fistful of hair and run. Forceful and impolite is the most he can muster with something he wants to study. His cheeks are hot with excitement. He's sure she can feel him. Sure, she'll cast some spell to deter his hold, physical or not. He's digging through her body; her multifaceted soul is put on display for a man the same. How deeply can she see? They are interlocked here, while he holds them, each one privy to the other's secret. Where she is perhaps a single thing within a single thing, he is multiple within one. 
His soul is bursting at the seams- larger than any men, yet unrefined. Nowhere near godhood, like one might expect with so many... years of experience beneath their belt. "You know my name now… thing. Why do you exist?" Personal- but magicians are never not.
An idle sip, his drink of choice being a teacup filled with a pink liquid. His eyes were kept steady on the pair, listening as they talked, only to look away every now and then to sip. Every single one of the movements that they made were felt, with his magic providing information like a spider’s web. Their breathing, noted. Their magic, felt. The sensations of each touch and thought could be processed by the mage. The moment that Amelie had moved, he felt mana condense and approach realization. Now that was something he didn’t expect to find out. His gaze paused on the cup, hues flicking up as he peeked towards the two.  Nothing yet that he needed to intervene on, or at least, nothing he can’t restore if things become awry.
there is no surprise that comes forth in her expression, and none to be found deeper than it. to say that something along the lines of what happens next is expected would nearly be an understatement. her hand stays put exactly where it is, alike the rest of her. 
it should be clear, abundantly so, that there is no fight being put up. once he has delved past the surface of fiona, touched what cannot and should not be touched, the response is quick. just as she feels him, he too would feel it. 
he wants answers, and he is given them freely as the thing wraps nonexistent fingers around him in kind. each finger a different utensil sat out to surround the plate at a fine dining establishment, hooking into his hold. it probes into him, but not just him - how could it? the dozens upon dozens upon hundreds upon hundreds, each thumbed through like pages in a book in that single instant. 
the assumption that there is a thing inside of a thing is correct just as much as it is incorrect; it is weaved into every fiber of the girl's being and simultaneously, it is not. it exists, and it doesn't. inside, outside, everywhere and nowhere. his prying isn't deterred, so much as.. it feels as though it is only in his grasp some moments, and then it ceases to be. 
he holds everything, and he holds nothing. this half-existence goes on for a few seconds, until it at last settles into the hold he has on it. again, it should be assumed here, that this is something he is being allowed to do. something he is not deterred from, instead welcomed into. 
"i am figaro. everyone in town wants something from figaro because there is nothing that figaro cannot do. there is nothing figaro will not do. i am figaro, thus i exist." 
he would find now, that where eyes were previously glossless, they at last began to reflect the light. yet, for each light source that should be reflected back as a pure white, it can be seen only as a vibrant red. "why do you wish for me to exist? i suppose you won't be satisfied, should you have to provide your own answer. i exist to give. i exist to give. i exist to give and i exist to take. to take and to give. what would you have me give?" 
the physical hold he has on her is acknowledged, greeted with a secondary touch of her own. her hand lifts, stroking a hand down his forearm, until it can grasp around his fist. there is no worry, nor is there fear. while he bursts from the seams, there are no seams that exist for her. all around him, it exists. not just in his hold, but all around him. 
it is not a question of whether or not he will dive deeper into what he's found; it is not a choice. already, he is plunged into the middle of it. to explore, to study, to do what he wished - because the very same is being done to him, and him, and him, and him and him and him.
Multiplicity is what he engrosses himself within. It's what he's always been within. Himself within himself within another, within himself. He's gone all his life, seeing, hearing, manipulating those around him. Those not around him. Those who exist so above him that their souls can blind him.. those who are beneath him, unworthy of his gaze. 
"I only take," comes his drowned response, words as wispy and false as the face he wore. This takes little concentration, but to delve so deeply into multiplicity is to give oneself to another. He must traverse this new world carefully, lest he be swallowed. No matter what the thing, there is always a desire. A want. A need that keeps a thing alive and pushing forward. 
Her words are as empty as her landscape; a barren white void is all he may witness here. Within him, she finds it to be vastly.. overwhelming. Opposing, entirely. His soul is an ocean. A depthless, murky expanse of nothingness that swallows her vision. The skies are blue, muddy as the 'waters' and slowly turning black. 
She finds herself within a rowboat. Physical form, the sensation of physical form. His soulscape is so understood- so defined- that it takes the shape he wills it. He has molded this land, expanded this land, and made it his own world. When the magus escapes, he does not go to a simple dimension. He warps here, to this soulspace, where he can talk amongst himselves. The ocean's tides are never calm-- static rises in terrible waves, arching like mountains and crashing down against this god-thing. 
Her task of gathering information is difficult, and he's made sure of that. The souls within him howl, mere echoes of their former selves, mad without their knowledge and husks without their wills. As she thumbs through their existence, she finds familiarity amongst them all. Each and every soul is the soul of a magician. There are no mundane here, only the experience and existences of scholars. Some of them seem whole- shouting in surprise and speaking fluent foreign whenever she neared them, only to be silenced in an instant. 
His magic cast allows his internal ocean to still- a benefit and a backstep for him both. This thing is a wish giver. He has dealt with wish givers, little demons who could hardly get their fat little heads off the ground. Children, playing childish games.. but this- this thing serves. It serves itself by serving people, it's.. woven itself into this world when it should not exist. It breaks the laws of reality simply by its way of entering, and he can feel it. 
Every second spent in her soulspace is a second spent weaving himself into this multiplicity. His needle are his hands, his thread is his will. The oceans pull her deeper into her search, waves rise up and come down, washing over her with force. A wave the size of a mountain's peak came crashing from the other side, sending her tumbling chaotically into the depths below. He can see her spirit. 
He can touch her soul- the both of them, and if she's so confident, he'll allow her it. There's a CLICK that sounds between the two beings chest, audible to all. It has to have been days. He's been binding her, leading these chains back to himself for days now. Hours, only.. no, years? How many seconds have they stood there, caressing one another? He tugs with his magic, and finally, he speaks this bastardized contract into existence. "I want you." Simple.
Kazami had heard of individuals who had exceeded the confines of their universe. Causality and causation, the two core principles of existence. For something to exist, there must be a cause for it. For something to happen, it must be caused by something. For this tangible and intangible resource, myths and stories alike are its fuel. Stories themselves cause the individual to be strong or weak, whether large or small. A cursory glance at the pair had proven it again and again. For Amelie’s existence, he was encased in stories, his soul holding numerous tales and reasons for his existence within here right now. As for Figaro, he couldn’t decipher it. This proved that the individual in front of the men wasn’t a simple being, nor was it one that could be deemed comprehensible from visual alone. Whatever Amelie was experiencing, whatever the sights and sensations he felt. Even for the spider web that was Kazami’s magic, it wasn’t transferred over. His gaze was now locked again on the pair, the tea in his cup drawn empty. Although he was a traveler of the multiverse, Kazami himself hasn’t seen everything. The him in the timestream may have perception of the past, present, and future, but the fracture that he is right now, does not. Until the convergence that he himself will reach occurs, the mage is naught but a shadow in this universe. Fingers would let go, the teacup fading as it fell out of existence. He was at a stand now, having heard an audible click between them. He knew. Although his experience with the soul itself were limited to himself and one other, he felt it. The contractual essence he had once touched and enveloped in another lifetime was evident around the pair.  A small resonance, his gaze would shift from his usual black to a shimmering sky blue. “Amelie. What did you do.” It was blurry, as if he had been driven to a near-blinded state. In this gaze, he found what he had missed. Undecipherable, intangible for the majority. His magic felt like it was being drained while he kept this state, his stare burning as he was only able to peer upon the beings that were hidden under their physical shells in front of him. 
words, intentions, appearances - all of it, every last bit, impacted by the audience. the beholder alone decides, in most cases, assigns their own meaning to it all. from the moment he touched this thing that was perhaps at least partially within his understanding, he had already been given what he wanted. the rest that followed could be summed up as a show, from the both of them. the empty white that he is met with - a show. the journey that he sends her on in that contained eternity, the attosecond that stretches on for years, a show. one that she is happy to partake in, venturing throughout his depths as an idle observer, content to sail the seas and look but never touch. time and time again she stares the fractures within fractures dead in their twisted visages, contorted by the losses they had suffered long ago. fiona is much like a ragdoll, a puppet in each and every way, biding time until it is over. all throughout the ropes and chains that leech their way throughout her conjoined existence, the beings' hands stay firm in holding tightly onto the man. it begins to draw a distinct question - which is truly trapped in this moment? who, the prey? the longer he stays, the more he weaves, the more he too is weaved into just under the surface. it's a hand of cards yet to play itself, so much left to be revealed in that moment. "gluttony is important. gluttony is essential. gluttony and pride, pride found in gluttony. taking what you wish only because you wish it. a beautiful thing, a prideful thing, a gluttonous thing." unperturbed and even is her tone, lacking any cadence or melody whatsoever. a perfect steady juxtaposed to the space within all of him that she occupies, and a perfect mirror to that which he has experienced within her. the click runs through her as a jolt crawling down her spine, and a slow breath out. what's done is done, and the contract is sealed. figaro smiles then, a light and apparently somber thing. "you are not the first, nor the last. each who want shall have." the soulspace of hers, all solid and white, had its silence broken by the sound of dripping. he'd witness it, as water began trickling - the walls bleeding with moisture, tinged in an immediately recognizable shade of crimson. "what did you do, what did you do. he did what he wished. he took what he desired. he wanted, so he took." a turn of the head, a cant like a curious dog in the direction of their observer. within his vast seas, something lurches - quiet, but entirely noticeable for him, certainly. it stands atop the waters, a near vantablack figure adorned in a tattered, tarnished cloak of a similar shade. it stands, nothing more, disturbing only the surface it makes its own. under feet, the same crimson bleeds into his waters. would it manifest as pain? an itch? a scratch? a tickle? there's no telling what he might feel it as, those first subtle signs of corruption leaking into him. the contract was, in most ways, something mutual -- but this? thiswas not. it did not seek out any of the souls he inhabited within him, nor did it make any attempts to destroy anything that was there. it was a seedling, manifesting itself within him, not very large and purposefully unimposing. for now, in this moment, it posed no real threat - but all things meant to grow and fester never quite did. "what is to become of the fly that engorges itself? what is to become of the wilted flower that defies all odds and blooms into something grand? is it not fun to consider?" attention snaps back to the implausible array of magic swirling and encompassing all that made amelie. the metaphysical hand that held him releases its grasp, and the one clasped around his fist in the physical sweeps to press to his chest. "you shall have me, you shall keep me. consider your desire fulfilled. everyone in town wants something from figaro. i have given. some day, i will take. when there is more that you may offer me than this." for him, he has already grown thanks to their contract. for her, for it, she has done what she always does - scraped the surface. taken too little to matter, too little to affect much of anything at all. and with that, she seems perfectly content. fiona steps back, away from him, slipping out of his grasp with a sudden ease. as if he was firmly grasping a stick of butter and nothing more. "i am eager to learn more of you both. but for now, there is other work to be done." a flip phone pulls from her pocket, snapping open. and the other hand reaches into the pocket of coat, to produce a business card. it is handed not to amelie, but to the other -- plain, blank, with nothing more written on it than a name and a number. 'FIGARO. 1-800-FIGARO.' "i am sure we shall meet again. after all, there is no other option for us now. alas. it is goodbye for now." with a turn on her heels, she departs without another word. a door is opened, where it leads does not matter. once she has stepped through, the feeling of her presence is gone.
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