actuality would determine that the cause was from something else. still, a hand would raise, swishing once to conjure a table before Amelie and him. Dulcita had now been settled beside, not atop, the mage, as he poured himself another cup of the milky tea. another shift, his figure adjusting as he peered towards the investigator. "Are you well, Amelie?"
he seems not to acknowledge the mage nor his actions. his coffee is set aside, and amelie pulls a cigarette from the pockets in his coat. "Mundane." His cigarette burns the moment it's between his lips, but his exhales draw no smoke, and it goes down no further. "Ask another question."
"No spark, no energy?" Amelie held his full attention, yet the gaze peered beyond, dark-plum hues staring upon the existence that he was. "Your threads continue to extend, your hands touching upon many more lives, yet you still express them as mundane?" Another sip, though this time, his focus had settled upon the fragile, unstable thread that came from beyond his figure. "...That girl." Indeed, his latest capture, the impossible girl, had caught his attention. "...I do hope you understand what you are getting yourself into." Time itself, isn't something that should be dealt with casually, especially after his exposure through the void.
"never." he reclines, lazily, without manner. his lips pull on his cigarette, and his lungs fill themselves with smoke and mirrors. ankles kiss a magic table, narrow to his cup. "it's all mundane. it's all expected. i wander and pluck and build, it's been as it will be. mundane is not negative." their gaze settles on the same, a fraying thread that extends beyond flesh and bone. a threat that passes through time, shifts and unshifts, wrestled not by his capture, but by her master. the world itself, that which governs time. "i understand everything, kazami. i will. your warning is appreciated." he turns, his temple pressed against the back of their shared seat, "so now, with all my ambition, i ask you. what do you want now, o' mage?"
"are you sure?" the magus hums while kazami speaks, and his arms cross over his chest. his visage is one of understanding. "you think i'm hiding?" his gaze turns towards the ceiling, and he breaths out a bit of laughter. "your experience blinds you. when you see so much, it becomes impossible to notice what's right in front of you. take a deeper look. these are me." and they are. the entities that twist around his face are not their own- they are him. they are magic, pure and raw. they are what leaks from his soul and finds purchase in the regret of his love. "i may not understand what comes for me, but i understand what i want. if they help or hinder matters not. to be taken, to take, it matters not. you, concerned for me? or are you so strangled that you believe we all wish to be preserved?"
For the mage, his words were taken, yet non-reactive. "For a being like yourself, concern is of non-importance." The magic bloomed around them, a thread that had been hidden, amongst the many that Amelie had, shimmered. There was a darkness within the fabrics with each glimmer, the void enchanting upon the link that bound them together. It had begun to fade, there was a reason why Amelie's actions held no consequence. With another gesture, that thread would begin to unravel, the sensations of a non-descript cover peeling away like a layer of skin shed. Between them, a murmur of noises, a choir of whispers, ate along their silence. Above, that gaze from long ago had swept over. It was heavy, there was the sensation of glee radiating from that weighted stare from beyond their plane, from beyond this planet. From one begun many, the eyes of those multiplying to spy upon the two who have revealed their existence. They would yearn, seeking to break apart Amelie, probing beyond space to unravel the mystery that he was. "From one to another, I pass you the gift of knowledge, and in return, your existence shifts, to reach the epilogue." His words, cryptic, were spoken as the weight had stilled. They watched, they waited, for those beyond had patience for when Amelie had dropped his guard, be it upon his sleep, or upon his existence. Gaia's love for her children can only protect them as long as they stay within her walls.
a net. no, this is closer to a blanket. threads outnumber the stars, they stretch across their view and leave them both bathed in a boundless cover. amelie has not only eaten men, and he goes beyond the odd to consume the more refined. magic makes one godly, understanding that magic makes one a god. amelie has understood, and pursued this understanding, across lifetimes. is he infinite? does the number truly impress upon the universe so heavily? there is no opportunity to ever know, for the fabric is all unraveled when he bids his string to unbind. amelie watches the shower of strings with a laughing hum, and he reaches out to grab hold of them, all of them. "to give to me is to receive in return, kazami. i accept your gift. in return, i will bade away the doubt in your mind." his eyes settle to the sky, and now he truly understands that his threads are not so numerous. the stars that twinkle and blink stare upon them both. they are showered in hostility, and amelie takes action rather than watching. he plucks an eye. he reaches into the cloud of infinite possibilities and he makes contact with.. something. he pulls at something. be it a creature of the soul or a creature of time, he is gravitated and pulled by his whims. he is always a whimsical creature. "i will show you that your concern warms my heart." his fingers dig into the face of some beast, some mighty and unknowable beast, and he begins to tear the wall reality has worked so hard to build. defiant of gaia, defiant of self preservation, amelie makes the impossible possible, through a wish and with gumption. "they have their eyes on us, this is a truth beyond true. but we have our eyes on them. are you prepared to face the consequences of your gifts?" pain settles thick in the air like a plague, and presence increases. how eager can a being be? to show themselves so boldly, to peer so deeply, would they not give themselves for a chance to take?
Those hands would touch upon the feelings of fire. Sensations of flame, sensations of embers. The flicker of the unknown grasped by amateur hands. He would feel a type of Law, yet not in the grasp as before. Amelie's previous experience toward Law itself had been limited to a speck, while this touch had been beyond the scope of a field. Those that had desired to consume them had flocked, their wills abound as the existence of Gaia's protection had become rattled. For them, and them alone, would they feel the sensation of the Earth shifting; the grasp of the mystical flame had been prevented, causality interrupting as the sensations of Amelie's body would become numb. For a flicker, the traces of a hellfire had begun, yet extinguished immediately. Causality had spread, those souls that inhabit his mindscape untouched for now as the universe sought to reverse the impossibility that occurred. There were no traces. Another gaze had swept upon Amelie, anger expressed through the pressure as he would feel this existence had lived amongst their reality. The world would shift, the world would dance, and mana swept away from Amelie's touch as Gaia proceeded to rob the investigator of what he had done. Still, those gazes above had stilled, the intensity increasing as they had understood the foolishness of this investigator from beyond the barrier that the Earth provided. This even caused the numerous different planes to shift, those in slumber having awoken due to their now-open opportunities. The gaze of the mage before Amelie had fallen into crescents, lips curled around the porcelain once again. "You are as expected, indeed." His words were one of praise, magic expanding to block even the probing demands of Gaia's pressure. "Amelie. Do you plan to stay within those walls, or do you seek to break free? To extend your grasp to even beyond the reaches of the universe?"

what more could he want? this is a test. a display of skill, however lopsided it is. is he stronger than gaia? no, but for a moment, he seems to be. for an instant, amelie controls causality. he gain an understanding not of flame, but of something more. . fundamental. he can feel the pillars grow in his mind, two which rise above the tides of his soul, creating structure where there had been none. flames lick at his body, but it's of no consequence. his entire sight is blotted by hell, tears that always fall can fall no longer. they burn. Smoke and mirrors, it drifts like stardust and blankets against another barrier. amelie is enthralled. he can feel flesh. smell blood. brimstone and cooking iron, the existence of a realm beyond his own. he's been past this stage before, but he's never seen the world so rattled. he can feel it. all of everything moving, the clang of a bell the only description. for a second, for that one single second, the entirety of existence smells like static. what is his, smells like static. and this hubris blinds him to the strength he truly has his hands within. the world spins just as it always has, and there is no blood in his palm. there is nothing. he only understands what he has done and what he has felt, but anything further seems beyond his mind. despite that, despite the shape of his body- now slack against their seat, as it always had been, stutters and stills with a numbness he can hardly imagine. even if he can't understand one, he understands another. amelie worms. he pinches and pulls at fabrics like 'meaning' with reckless abandon, and he has gazed upon another. 'Reality'. It grows closer and closer with every passing second. every infinite second. he can feel their eyes multiply, the emotions run wild with more than hunger. amelie calls for attention and he succeeds. "I want the walls." and that is the truth. he wants the universe, and the power it is. "You speak like this is a cage. It's merely home. I don't see leaving as a goal, only an inevitability."
A curt nod will be the reply, Kazami settling the fading casuality and returning Gaia’s control over their space. Another pass, the attention of the Earth’s will would be wrought onto the mage’s actions. Slight pressure, yet nothing else would be done. It seemed like there would be little to no repercussions for their game, the entity having returned to protecting the planet and her children. The space around them would settle, the pressure lifting as the thread between investigator and magus would rekindle. Faint, yet the epilogue needed their threads to turn the wheels of destiny forward. “Settle yourself. For those that have seen us cannot harm us just yet.” His lips curled into a small smile, attention warping to the table before them as he gestured them away. The space would transform back into the cafe, the chatter returning as if they were there the entire time. “Gaia, amongst the others, will sit still, though there’s only so much she can handle from her children.” He would pause, fingers curling as he conjured up a white leaf, slipping it towards the male. “If you are ready, I will help you achieve your desire, in partnership.” His lips curled, having settled his gaze upon Amelie. “Prepare as much as you can, for the next time we meet, we will snatch a god out of the skies.” As he spoke, a hand would gesture to the lady, the impossible girl, before pausing. Nothing had happened, at least outwardly. “I would warn you, for your dreams aren’t safe. My control over the Dreamscape isn’t as strong as my ancestors.” Another warning, though this time within a space that Amelie should hopefully not need his intervention in. The mage relaxed, having said his dues to the investigator for now. “Till next time, Amelie.” 
