Thump. The sound of waterdrop. Infrequent, came the tempo. Slow, irregular. Darkness. Hidden within, the slowing of a heartbeat. Another waterdrop, falling against, meeting, and merging with a collection of their own. A shimmer of light, reflection against metal, danced across to reveal the surroundings. A flicker, a glimpse; blood, sanguine as could be. There were chains of ice wrapped around a figure; a drake, red scales adorning its body, had been hoisted up. The size, massive, had been lacerated with multiple divots and cuts of varying length. Each given with methodical intention. All to draw the scarlet fluid into a circular contraption; wooden had been its design, a funnel that defied physics as it drew into a smaller vial. There were irregularities splayed atop of the reptile; dark ooze, akin to miasmic energy flowed like a river; radiating dread and death as decay swept against the scales. They mingled, mixing, and merging with the drake’s blood. Intentional, indeed. “Within, compress the form. Without, condense thy liquid pure.” A murmur, deep yet eerily boyish in tone; youth filled the pronunciations, mana converging to shimmer the surroundings once again. The blood, pooled as it was, swirled. A cyclone, a whirlpool, within the cone the fluid thickened, the levels dropping as the vial began to fill with a brilliant vermillion sheen. With that, the clicking of the blade entering the scabbard dimmed the light, bringing darkness back into the cave once more.
=
Sunlight. The rays of the shimmering light had begun to peek the horizon, chirpings of the morning avians clearing the dawning silence with their songs of dance and mate. A yawn. Dreary, sleepy, the mage known as Kazami had broken the sing-song with his quiet noise of tired. A robe adorned his figure, each step swaying the thick, dark fabric side to side. A hat settled on his head, traditional in magus nature as large, circle-rimmed glasses painted his visage with a dorky, scholar look. Trims of red and white splattered against the black canvas, his attire swirling and fluttering with a drop of energy with every step. “Quest completed.” In his hand held a pouch; within, herbs and flowers of different kinds. Lilies, clovers, and shades that held an assortment of colors. A hum, moving with joy, flittered out of slim lips. The road he walked was long, tiring, yet he finished his task. Dusty, the path to the stop-over town was in sight; the gates and the guards standing in wait for the next handover of their shift. “Halt.” He was stopped, asked for identification and reasoning for entry. The town of Littlefoot was a stop away from the transit town Archdale, yet security was high; indeed, the fault of being a minor town compared to a major. “Resting. I just completed a mission for the Magus Guild.” Lithe hands would reach into his robe pockets, retrieving a scroll and plate; quest details and identification. A quick look over from the guard had returned a grumble. It checked out; they missed an opportunity to swindle once again. “Don’t cause trouble.” A generic warning, passing him by as Kazami stepped through and into the town.
It was a quiet place, having only less than a thousand meters in radius as houses and stores littered the road alike. Vintage or Victorian; the style could be thought of as such as the bustle of morning tore through the previous silence. Kazami had decided to settle at the closest resting point for now – a small café under the name of ‘The Cat’s Milk’. Tiny, yet it felt homely. A quick tea break; with a young woman taking his order, he waited, settling in one of the outside seats to bask in the morning radiance. The house’s brew; something he hadn’t heard of, yet expectations weren’t too high – his share of fancy teas blurred the lines on his tastebuds.
What a cozy city!
Zevran's travels through the altered piece of an Eluvian had taken him a great many destinations, all of which were new and exciting! Imagine his surprise when he found himself in this strange new town, although his clothing was surprisingly fitting; which meant it was not more what some would call 'modern'-- instead the streets were alive with a myriad of bodies, none of whom appeared to be quite the same, aside from some locals. Ungloved fingers dipped into one of the many hidden pockets across his person and took out a nondescript silver ring and slip it over his middle finger, waiting a few moments for the conversations of those around him, foreign to his pointy elf ears, translate into a language he could comprehend. A nifty and useful little trinket gifted to him by a great mage who also abided by the nomad's call, the wanderlust a siren's call to the senses.
Easily did the little elf manage to slip himself into the crowd, following the flow of traffic and taking in the sights, pausing to puruse clothing and jewelry to eavesdropping upon any and all conversations that were of interest. Mainly: currency conversion, taverns, grumblings of the rich and the poor alike, until when midday finally came to pass, he had a general grasp of the nature of this town. It was small, a point between two major cities-- what surprised him was the amount of security that patrolled the streets, guards that gave off the impression of corruption, if prior experience greasing palms and bloodying them were of any consequence. Thankfully, none had yet to notice those sticky, slender fingers dipping for excess in the pockets of those he passed, quietly amassing enough money to buy a room and possibly some lunch and dinner. All of this work has left him famished! A quick glance and he's stepping into a small café, ordering himself a dark roasted coffee and two (or three) sweet treats to enjoy it with; and while he awaits his order to be given to him, he's right back outside, taking a seat in a chair that is fully within the sun's rays, stretching himself out like an oversized cat with full intention to bathe in the warmth. This was the type of weather he enjoyed. Warm, but not hot enough to cause sweat to gather beneath the collar. It reminded him of Antiva, his home. 
How wistful, to think of such a corrupt place, but it was difficult to not imagine it close to this. A brown-haired waitress approached his table not too soon after, tray balanced upon one steady arm, soft green eyes and small pink lips standing out against the white milk of her skin; beautiful, aesthetically. It was enough to draw the elf's mouth to pull in a suave, charming smile, golden orbs glinting in the sunlight with vitality and mischief. "Ah, Grazie, caro." His form straightens, eyes roving over the treats... of which were ignored in favor of lifting the white ceramic mug that held his coffee up to waiting lips for a sip. ...mmm, not quite right, but close enough to leave a satisfied little smile upon bronze features. Delightful. If he happened to catch anyone's eye, they'd be met with a small wink and flashed a bright smile, of which was soon wrapped around the doughy round of a donut. Mm!
Obsidian hues peered into the sky, irises narrowing as Kazami let the lingering sleep fizzle away with the sun’s shimmering rays. “Mm.” His gaze closed, lids blinking a few as his attention drifted over to the new patron a table or so beside him. Attention had been grabbed, the emptiness of this café invoking the feeling of seclusion; shattered with the unique attire of the elf settling. Those orbs flicked over to the waitress – his own order settled upon the tray held by slender fingers. The aroma of the tea wafted over, earthy yet dewy in scent. Hints of the usual black mingled in with spritzes of cherry basil and sunlight clovers. Unique, yet common ingredients, infused into a new flavor. Interesting would be the best way to phrase it; once the lass had settled the tea before him, his gaze lifted, a mirthful thanks conveyed with a quiet thank and smiling eyes. Still, as his fingers slipped around the teacup handle, he turned his attention over to the other individual; a quick moment to let the waitress know he wanted to order something else. A hand would raise, palm up with fingers half-curled. His index, straight, had gestured towards the desserts that they had ordered. “If you don’t mind, what did that gentleman order?” Curosity had settled in his mind, as the enjoyment he had displayed gave birth to a brief expectation; it must be good, no? The waitress nodded, listing back the desserts in order from furthest to closest. She also explained any other varieties of what he ordered, listing of fruit they have in season to use. “Hmm.” Kazami mulled, his voice lowering as he weighed his mind. Hunger, indeed, was not something he really needed to sate at the moment, yet a light snack did seem like something he should be indulging himself in for a job well done. “I’ll get… that round pastry, the one with fruit filling.” Another muse as he nodded, his hand raising to bring the teacup rim against pale lips. “Snowpear filling, if you have any left.” Joyful had been his words, now wrapped fully to let the sweet, yet bitter taste of the tea spread against his waiting tongue. His gaze settled, still upon the Elf with curiosity and intrigue flittering against his stare. If he were to look, Kazami would give a curt nod, a brief comment alongside. “Good morning. How goes your breakfast?” Those hues would flick upon the pastries’ half eaten, along with the tea, a hand gesturing in greeting as he continued. “It looked quite delicious with how much you enjoyed it.” A playful smile, with his hand waving towards the waitress who returned with another tray, a plate of a pastry reminiscent of a pear Danish. 
